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THE NORTHEAST CHAMBER 9

Mr. Hannington’s carefully considered letter obtained no
answer. It may have miscarried, or Captain Mutrie, having
nothing to say in response, had been too lazy to say it.

Great was Alvin’s surprise, years later, when his
niece herself addressed him, on paper perfumed and
broadly edged with black. She informed him of her
father’s recent death in phrases a grown person would
use. Reckoning back, he placed her age at eighteen. In
almost the next sentence she entered upon a business
matter, explained in a letter enclosed which had been
found among her father’s papers, in his handwriting, —
either a copy or unsent. As it referred to a family matter,
she had chosen to write to her uncle direct, she said, rather
than consult a solicitor. Mr. Hannington smiled as he ran
his eye over the enclosure.

“Is ¢solicitor’ English for lawyer?” Silence asked,
taking alarm at the word, connected with family affairs.

“Probably her father did consult a lawyer and that’s
why he never sent his own letter. He’d heard of some
wharf property sold in Boston after Edward’s death,
when his estate was settled up ; he thought if he had died
single, there might be a share coming to Mary’s daughter.
It was supposing a good many things that did n’t happen
to be true, as I guess he found out.”

“ Well, that’s easily set right. The poor girl will be
disappointed, though. Does she think the money would be
withheld ?”

I guess she did n’t think much about it. She says she
‘knows nothing of business’” — Alvin consulted the letter
— “but she does pretty well when it comes to asking for
what she wants. ¢ If any money from any source should
be found to be awaiting my mother’s claim,”” he read
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on, “‘may it not be sent to her daughter directly ? My
father’s sudden death left his affairs in confusion. The
law is very slow. I have no means to help myself with at
present, — am living on my friends, in fact,— and one
hasn’t so many after misfortunes come, I find.’

“That’s a poor sort of wisdom at her age, but she may
be entitled to it,” Alvin owned with charity. * Well,
mother, — what do you think? This is the branch father
said had better be lopped off. Shall I send her a hun-
dred dollars and let it go at that?”” He sat revolving his
thumbs and waited with a quiet smile.

Silence looked at him absently. “ Your father was a
wise man in most things, but I expect he must have been
considerably incensed when he said that. I’ve seen a tree
branch cut off so close to the house it belonged to, that it
fell on the roof and broke a skylight.”

They laughed together at the homely allegory. “You
think that branch my father cut off has struck somewhere
near us do you? Well; won’t a hundred be enough ?”

“ In money, it’s enough, and more than you can spare.”

“ Well, come! say what you think. I can’t ask the
girl to come and stay with us if you don’t feel to want
her.”

“I guess the roof won’t fall in if she should come,”
Silence answered dryly.

Each waited for the other to take the responsibility for
a step which might well be supposed to have long conse-
quences. They did not like the tone of their niece’s letter,
but neither did they wish to prejudge her in her unhappy
situation. It hurt their pride that one of the family should
be so placed.

“ What’s the use of asking me?” Mrs. Hannington
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had been given to Mrs. Trumbull, to save her the stairs.
Grandmother was, as Barbie said, a rather ‘ stoutsome”
old lady. This was her second visit East, since she moved
out to Buffalo, following the fortunes of her son William
and his family; not only had she followed them, she had
materially pushed them with money of her own to give
William a start. Now, Buffalo was building out to meet
his land ; he promised to become a rich man. In doing so
much for William, Mrs. Trumbull had always felt guilty
towards her daughter, her favorite child. She could not
put it into words; Silence would have been wounded if
her mother had apologized : “It’s his only chance ; he’ll
never do anything here; I will make it up to you if he
succeeds.” She made it up, by loving best the child she
was parted from. She boasted a good deal, however, be-
fore her son-in-law, of her business-like hardness with
William : «“Oh, I don’t let him keep me waiting! he
pays me good interest right on the nail.” She had means
to dress well and to travel, as her Eastern visits showed ;
but now the years began to count. She was seventy-six,
a wonderful old lady of her age; but there was no like-
lihood that she would ever make the trip again : hence her
daughter’s sensitiveness on the point of looking to its
close, in a matter of house convenience. It was more than
that, she knew, but the subject had nagged her enough
already.

“We shall need a good spare room this winter,” she
explained less petulantly. “I want to ask one or two of
mother’s Valley friends to visit us while she is here. Old
people can’t be tucked around anywhere.”

“T still say,” — Mr. Hannington inserted a middle
finger in either loop of his boot-leg, — I still think you
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given over the dressing-table to her room-mate, mounting
a swing-glass on a chest of drawers for her own use; and
made the action simple by saying, “I am tall and I
never do my hair sitting”; she had been over-generous
with closet-hooks and bureau-drawers, but every bit of
herself she withheld. The room was stripped of personal-
ity. Mrs. Hannington looked around, missing one after
another of the objects Barbie had built into her nest,
some whose significance the mother understood, others
that she smiled at in silence. The copy of & Kempis which
she had placed on Barbie’s bedside table, the first night
she slept in her own room, was gone out of sight; also a
broken skate-strap tied with a ribbon, that had hung since
winter before last against the girl’s looking-glass. The rib-
bon was plainly one of Barbie’s; the strap fitted a skate
of male size which Mrs. Hannington suspected had once
belonged to Jimmy Yardley.

So; the decks were cleared. ¢ She does n’t know if it ’s
a friend or an enemy who is coming into her life, I sup-
pose,” the mother sighed; ‘it is the instinct of self-
defence.” She was battling with the same instinct in
herself, only, it included her offspring.
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to be kissed again—a kiss which both of them under-
stood — how, is a mother’s business.

Mrs. Hannington did not sleep that night. A beautiful
thing which she might have welcomed later had begun,
she feared, too soon. Barbie, of an age to listen, must wait
till Jimmy was free to speak ; yet nature, she guessed, had
betrayed them to each other. The situation was unfair to
both. The just woman had no blame for Jimmy more
than her own child, though he was one-and-twenty, within
a year then of his graduation; that was a man in those
days. She comforted herself, thinking that he had no
long bondage to poverty before him: his father had
strong theories on the subject of a young man and his
work, but Mr.. Yardley was more than ¢ well off,” and
Jimmy had property of his own from his mother.

This winter she perceived there was a change. If she
had hunted for a simile she might have said, “you
mustn’t stop churning just as your butter has begun to
come.” If you leave it at that delicate moment it goes
back. Now it was a question if Barbie’s butter would
ever come. The weather, as she knew, had been against
her. Evenings the child no longer saw Jimmy alone ; and
Stella was so lovely by lamplight !

No one supposes these New England girls, with their
pure brows and reticent eyes, were bloodless, immune
from jealousy, and other passions they knew their mothers
never had, and so little could understand that it would be
like a form of spiritual indecency to lay such confessions
at her feet; and besides, it might not be true. Jealousy,
Barbie informed herself out of a good habit of thought,
is a thing you need not be on speaking terms with unless
you prefer low company ; yet the struggle to get rid of
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the pushing thing may hurt one’s maiden self-respect and
pride of detachment.

Stella Mutrie, in spite of her peculiarities as they were
called in Dugdale, had been accepted for her mother’s
sake, though freely criticized for her own. So long as
those excellent people, Alvin and Silence, were not pained
by hearing what was said about their niece, the village
might speak its mind. She wore low necks and jewelry
with her fresh mourning, and spoke of her deceased
father, the captain, as if he had just stepped into the next
room. Every one knew it was “too soon ” for her to go
out: she was asked with Barbie, —no one expecting her
to accept, yet she did ; and though she joined none of the
games that with church members took the place of dancing,
her reason seemed to be a frank preference for the warm
corner by the stove, where shortly a circle of flushed-faced
youths would gather, to the detriment of the games.

She distributed pangs about equally between girls and
young men that winter. Parents were “ worked up ”’ about
her; one or two promising love-affairs went the wrong
way. In a community made up largely of marriage and
blood-relations and distinguished for sincerity of speech,
the young stranger in their midst could hardly be unaware
of the distrust she excited, nor fail to smile with quite
excusable cynicism at its being so generally confined to
her own sex.

The young men of the village haunted the Hannington
block, hoping not to meet each other in Alvin’s front
parlor; his consumption of firewood that winter was dis-
tinetly increased by the persistence of Stella’s admirers.
Theymight have been called Barbie’s, but Barbie knew ; she
could not escape it herself, that breath of allurement and
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mystery from the lazy South. It pained and sickened
her, but she owned its power.

As for Jimmy Yardley, in a place where neither lazi-
ness nor mystery had been tolerated for upwards of a
hundred years, it would not be surprising if the high-
hearted boy, baulked of his dreams in one direction,
should fall to dreaming again under the spell of this fresh
and foreign seduction. Stella instinctively created a sens-
uous atmosphere which upset calculations founded on self-
control ; she roused in these strong New England natures
fundamental emotions which it was their painful study to
subdue.
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nothing more, beyond a brief call from Jimmy to say
good-bye to the family. Mr. Yardley never visited on Sun-
day and Jimmy would not leave him this last day.

And then, as the organ droned out its prelude to the first
hymn and the congregation stood up, Jimmy walked
quickly past their seat, looking straight before him, color-
ing like a girl, and took his unwonted place in the min-
ister’s pew. He was directly in front of them. Mrs. Han-
nington thought Barbie’s hymn-book shook a little, but she
may have been too imaginative in trifles, owing to her fears.
Barbie was thinking better of Providence all at once: she
had faith that Jimmy would walk home with her; father
and mother always went together on ahead. Meanwhile,
she had his well-built back to look at and now and then
that less than side,face which painters call the “lost” pro-
file; there was still a boyish sweetness about the corners
of his grave, black-lashed eyes, looking down. Perhaps
she deceived herself, thinking she could rest in the persua-
sion that it would be enough if they but kept their friend-
ship for each other through the years of changes to come :
she was in church and she very honestly felt what she was
there for.

Mr. Yardley’s choice of hymns for the day expressed
his confidence in the decision he had come to after long
wrestlings.

“Sow in the morn thy seed ;
At eve hold not thy hand.
To doubt and fear give thouno heed ;
Broadcast it o’er the land.”

Jimmy’s uncertain second sought the support of the
pure, pealing soprano in the Hannington pew behind him.
The two voices blended surer with each verse. As he took
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nothing but a sand desert. Nat Wyeth says there’s mil-
lions of dollars worth of clean, mighty timber, and pasture
for thousands of sheep, and water power going to waste ;
he named a dozen ways to put in capital.”

“ Nat Wyeth’s put in most of his own and left it there:
I would n’t lug him in for authority.”

“ Well, I wouldn’t be afraid to quote Nat on any sub-
ject he’s acquainted with,” Alvin held out. “He’s a
strong man: Nat knows what he’s talking about. He
couldn’t fight the fur companies single-handed — who
could, I want to know ?”

¢ Plain, hard-working men are what we need ; character,
not capital,” Mr. Yardley was answering another enquiring
parishioner. *“ We want to get back to first principles and
first practice. Faith was strongest here in New England
when the bulk of our educated men worked their own farms
and raised their sons to help them.”

“Yes; that’s true too. There’s something to a church
when the members want it bad enough to build it with
their own hands.”

“ Yes, but you have to have money to get youn there.”

“ Money will be advanced to those who are short of it
for immediate necessities,” Mr. Yardley answered. * There
will be ample seeurity.”

“ And a mortgage on your back ?” said Alvin.

“ A mortgage may be a very useful sort of limitation,”
Mr. Yardley observed with a faint wintry twinkle.

“ A kind of a counsel to soberness,” added the playful
neighbor.

“It certainly does take the boy out of a man,” Alvin
pronounced, as one who might be supposed to know.

“If I had a mortgage on my place, I’d sell off an’ git rid
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“ Oh, I don’t know! I would n’t trust him, away out in
Oregon,” said Stella. “ Think how they behaved — your
old Puritans — when they had everything their own way
here!”

“They weren’t ‘old’— not half of ’em,” Grandma
Trumbull wandered placidly. “My grandfather believed
in witches and I don’t know but what he helped to hang
one or two. He was n’t over five-and-thirty, — as pleasant
a man as ever was. He lived to see Judge Sewall sit
through his own recantation read out in the Old South,
and ask forgiveness for all he ever done against those in-
nocent folks that were murdered — and it wa'n’t murder
neither. They were mistaken and not mistaken, same as
we are now, young or old, but I guess they were pretty
conscientious on the whole.”

- “@Grandma has such a way of spreading out a thing,”
said Stella with a gesture to fit the phrase.

‘ Because she can see so far back ; she can always think
up some case to show how little we ought to say this is
true, or that isn’t true, of any one.”

“ Well, mother, I guess you need to take a nap,” said
Alvin: “you talk as if you were about half asleep
already.”

“ Aunt Silence is thinking of something,” said Stella
keenly. ¢ She isn’t with us.”

“Well, if we’re all through,” said Silence, rising,
“suppose we eat our walnuts in the sitting-room.”
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Mr. Yardley raised sarcastic eyebrows. ¢ How long is
it since you ’ve been inside a church before to-day ?”

“1°d rather not be put on oath, sir.”

“It might be worth your while to go occasionally, for
the sake of a little general information.— Is this too rare
for you?” Mr. Yardley asked the question regularly
every Sunday; the boy of old had liked his beef well
done.

It ’s just right, thanks, but I don’t mind a bit of the
outside. — Father, why have you been keeping me in the
dark about this? When a man of your age — excuse me,
sir — breaks up his home, don’t he usually mention it a
few days beforehand to the only son he ’s got?”

“The home is broken up when you go, Jimmy. Your
plans were decided before mine were.”

% They can be mighty soon undecided! This opens en-
tirely new ground between us, father. If it only had
come sooner it would have saved all our trouble about the
sea; you could have bought me off with this, in one
word.”

“JI am glad you were not ¢ bought off.” That satisfac-
tion I shall carry to my grave. But you have n’t the first
qualification for one of my Company.”

«“I have the qualification that I am your son. I hope
you need me a little ; I know that I need you.”

“You have had me a number of years. You don’t seem
to have made much use of me.”

“As a father I think I have used you pretty freely, and
abused you some.”

“The question remains : Would you find that youneeded
me so much now, if my plans were not taking a direction
it suits your fancy to follow ? ”




































654 A PICKED COMPANY

Jimmy looked amused. “If it’s not irreverent, I’d like
to ask, sir, how you conduct your entrance examinations ?
how do you pick ’em out ? By what you ’ve put me through,
I should call the needle’s eye a double barn-door to it!”

“Well, son; you have n’t gone through yet, quite.”

“I am going to squeak it somehow ; — it won’t be my
riches that will hinder me, that’s one thing!”

“If it were the gate of heaven, I can’t say I think it
would be right for a man to favor his own.”

“I’m sure you’d make it as hard for me as you could,
dad. But that does n’t prevent me scuffling for myself.”



CHAPTER V
FOR THE YOUNG

THAT evening after prayer meeting, Alvin and Silence
talked late over the embers of their sitting-room fire, com-
paring notes as to Jimmy’s last call. It had seemed hur-
ried and perfunctory; there is nothing particularly cheer
ing, moreover, in the good spirits of a friend who comes
to say farewell. Jimmy’s face certainly was brighter since
morning. He had not seen Stella alone, or Mrs. Hanning-
ton might have fancied they had come to a sudden under-
standing.

“I wonder,” she said, leaning back in her rocking-chair
and pushing off the cat that was clawing her black silk
lap; “ I wonder if you remember what year it is?”

“ What year it is? Why, of course! why not?”

¢« Little Sam Demarest will be twenty-one this spring.”

“Well, what then?” Alvin evaded. He knew her
thoughts ; she wished to remind him of his long, burden-
some trusteeship of the Demarest children’s legacies, to
be paid off when the youngest came of age.

“I hope it don’t harass you any?” Silence was intim-
ate enough with her husband’s business affairs to have
cause for misgivings. “ Think you’ll be able to meet it
all — interest and principal ?”

“] won’t be able to much more than meet it,and I don't
know as I can that, without we sell off a piece of land.”

“ For pity’s sake!” she cried ; I don’t see what we’ll
have left to live on if much more of it goes.”
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“ Nothing, nothing ! It just slipped out —”

¢ Out of what? What are you thinking about ? — I won-
der,” smiling shyly, he added, ¢ if you could be thinking
what I’m thinking ?”

“J don’t know what you’re thinking. I was thinking
about Barbie. I don’t know as I know of a place where
there ’s such a poor lookout for a girl as Dugdale.”

“ Since when ?”

“Oh, come ; I don’t feel so very much like being teased
Alvin.”

“] guess I can see that! I always supposed — but, —
I guess maybe we were mistaken.”

¢ I guess it looks so; I never believed any of the time
there was anything in it — just boy and girl.”

“ Well, mother! I call that a pretty close shave for a
church member.”

They had been awake for some hours in the night try-
ing to hide their restlessness from each other, when Alvin
spoke. ‘

“ What could we do with Stella, supposing we should
ever want to make a change here?”

His wife needed no key to the question. * Stella is going
to marry one of those young men before spring.”

“ That’s the difficulty ; there’s too many.”

“Well ; she s got all the bigger choice. I should n’t say
she ’d be easy to satisfy — I don’t know as she ’d mind it
so much as some girls would if she wasn’t altogether sat-
isfied. She’s easygoing ; she scares me sometimes. I don’t
know as I know where she would stop.”

“ Obh, well ; so far forth as that goes, she won’t have to
stop. There ’s nothing to persuade her to begin ; there’s
no strain on her, as I can see.”
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had n’t begun to shrink the way they bhave lately. And he
took out a big chunk in a prideful way when he paid off
poor Mary, so to speak. All that was settled up at his
death’s took its chance since; but the Demarests will
have to have the round sum: it takes a good deal more to
meet it now than father allowed for.”

“I don’t think everybody would be so scrupulous,—
I really don’t. Some would let them take their share of
the shrinkages too.”

“No; that could n’t be in this case. I know what he
intended : he could n’t foresee. Now, you try to sleep and
stop thinking. If’t was summer, we’d hear the birds
begin to twitter.”

“ Did you ever notice how spring is always the time for
things to happen? Not trouble always, but something
upsetting.”

“ Natural enough ; people have leisure to think in win-
ter. They do like nature; gather up their forces and lay
out the future. A man can stand the same round every day
while he keeps busy, but when it comes to sitting by the
stove and thinking, he’s pretty apt to shape things for a
move. When he gets to work again, he gets interested in
the old job—to see what he can make of it this year.
But if the job quits him — how then ? Things are narrow-
ing down here for us; there won’t be much more than
standing-room left pretty soon.”

“I’'m ready as soon as you are, but don’t let’s say
anything.”

“You won’t have to, I guess! Plenty others will be
talking before you know it. That old Mrs. Black snapped
up a word I said, just gassing ; but she took it in earnest
— Well, it don’t matter.”



CHAPTER VI
A SALE AND AN ENGAGEMENT

To be the highest tax-payer in Dugdale might not be
considered a very proud distinction, but such as it was it
belonged to a young man whom Barbie refused, in the
first flower of her saucy 'teens. She never gave him a mo-
ment’s consideration; her father did. Mrs. Hannington
said of him, ¢ His hands perspire and he has got no chin:
no girl could fall in love with him, Alvin!” But her true
reasons probably went deeper than such a speech as this.
~ There was a year when young Hitchcock ceased to call
and did not see Barbie Hannington when his sleigh cut
around corners where she waited to cross, under the wintry
elms. Next year he met Stella at the church socials and
joined her court of overheated swains around the stove.
Very soon he became a regular caller. That he continued
to meet him there often drove Jimmy across the hall into
the family sitting-room. Between the two rooms and the
two suitors, Barbie’s past pursued her ludicrously. She
covered her rejected’s first defeat, and left him a fair field
in what she believed was a hopeless second venture:
there are so many things we decide for others, judging
them by ourselves.

Stella made no pretence of admiring the great catch, as
he was called, but she allowed him to take the seat beside
her on the small sofa, and if she were unaware of the poor
youth’s trance-like condition, no one else present could
have been.
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He was calling upon her the second week after  coloni-
zation Sunday ;” they had the front parlor to themselves.

“Suppose,” he said, easing the tightness of his waist-
coat by laying one arm across the sofa-back; *suppose
your uncle skould go to Oregon; what would you do
then ?”

«—¢Poor thing!’ Stella supplied lazily. “Suppose we
should all go to the moon!” Her profile as she leaned
back was not three inches from his huge, red, dangling
paw. If he raised one finger it would touch her perfect
cheek and leave a white pressure mark for the pink to
overflow ; the idea fascinated him.

“ I am serious,” he brought out. *“Everybody ’s talking
about it. I asked him the other day if there’s anything in
it. ¢ There isn’t,’ he says, ¢ but there mighty quick would
be,’ says he, ¢if I could raise ten thousand on this place
before spring.’”

Stella began to show attention : the fixed sum impressed
her.

“I told him I guessed it could be raised, but it would
take more than the place, if he meant the land only.

«¢ How much more ?’ he says.

“] put in the house and buildings and some lots on the
marshes ; they’ll come up some day.

«“¢Cash down, or future payments?’ he wanted to
know. ¢Cash down,’ I told him 7 meant. We were stand-
ing close to the horse-block and he doubled his fist and
brought it down — I could see his eyes water — ¢ You may
haveit!’ he said, just as quick as that, ¢if you can dig up
the money soon enough. If I don’t get off with Parson
Yardley I don’t know as I want to go.’— That looks
serious, don’t it ?”
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“¢ And what will poor robin do then, poor thing?’”
Stella raised her eyes; she did not smile this time.

% Oh, please answer me! I’m not humbugging.”

“Can’t you give poor robin a minute to think it over?
—no0; I’m not a robin — robins are such cheerful brutes ;
they get along anyhow. I’m a swallow, from the South.
I think I am the ‘one swallow’ that doesn’t make a
summer.”

“ Where you are is summer enough for me,” said the
infatuated Horace.

“That’s poetry,” she said; “but it doesn’t answer
swallow’s question.”

“I can answer it, if you’ll let me. Isn’t this a pretty
good old nest— for two? I want to know what you’d
rather do? Go with them, or stay here — ”

“Hadn’t I better wait till I am asked? ” she cut him
off.
«¢Asked’! Which?”

« Both— Suppose they don’t want to take me?”

“You are asked to stay. You don’t need to go unless
you 'd rather. I ask you now, which you want to do— go
to Oregon or stay in this house —”’

Again she broke in. “ What have you to say about
this house ?”

¢ ] am the man who can dig up the money, if you say so.”
Horace spoke between heavy breaths. His face was pale,
yet wet with the crisis of his hopes. “I would do it for
you — to keep you here —if you’re willing to stay —
with me.”

“] see,” said Stella slowly ;—¢if I understand you,”
she added to gain time.

“QOh, understand! What do I come here for? If they
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It comes to about that; you leave out yourself — for
me.”

“You leave out the place.”

“Of course — you get the place and me. I get the one
thing in this world money won’t buy me, if I had all the
money I want.”

“Your logic seems a little out, but it ’s polite,” she said.
“You are very, very kind. But you are going to be aw-
fully cheated.” 5

He caught her by the hand clumsily and kissed her
wrist. She shrank from his unsteady, clammy touch. Her
spirits sank low in the silence.

“You know,” she said at last, with her rising inflection
that made her words so casual,—“you know I can’t
promise for myself, how I may take things; I never can
tell what I may do, or be, on trial.”

“Is that all? Then I’ll take you on trial and keep
what I can get.”

“ And trust to luck for the rest?”

“ Why, I don’t know but I’d almost pray to heaven for
the rest,” he answered thickly.

¢ Oh, don’t! Don’t bring in poor heaven; we must
manage this ourselves. But see here ; I have n’t answered
you yet: we 're only talking.”

“I’ll have to do something besides talk, you know, if
they get off by spring. Suppose I do buy the place — what
can I depend on, from you — anything ?”’

“ Buy it,” she said — “ they want to go.”

“ But suppose they persuade you at the last moment to
g0, too ? Then where am I? Promise you will not go to
Oregon. I won’t ask you anything more, to-night.”

“If it comes to that,” she drawled, looking at him with
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dangerous sweetness, “1’d sooner drown myself in the
river when the ice melts than go to Oregon.”

“Then it shall come to that! I’ll see that it does.”

“So,” she said, “ you would take me if I chose you in-
stead of drowning? Well, you are humble! ”

“Call it what you like, but don’t play with me too
long. Do you like me —any ?”

“ Not much,” she langhed bewitchingly. ¢ Blessed are
they that expect little; verily they shall not be disap-
pointed.”

“I haven’t told you what I expect: I may expect a
good deal some day. You can be stingy with me for a
while — ”

“For a while,” Stella echoed vaguely.

She sat forward,— arms on her silken knees. The
long chain of dark, crooked garnets she wore swung heav-
ily into her lap. He lifted it, fingering the beads, turning
one on the string. She shivered and drew back. “I am
very stingy,” she said, *“ when I feel like it, and I want
you to remember that I can cheat like anything!”

The first clear moonlight nights were come. She asked
Aunt Silence if there was any reason why she should n’t go
sleigh-riding with Horace Hitchcock. Aunt Silence opened
her eyes a little: “ Why, I don’t know of any, if you
want to go,” she said. The emphasis might have told
Stella if she cared to know, how her suitor was rated in
the family; but that was a small item, now, in the sum of
her hurried, desperate calculations.

Horace bore out an armful of hot soap-stones for her
feet. She borrowed Aunt Silence’s muff and wore the
black velvet hood Barbie made her for a New Year’s gift ;
it was lined with white satin and had white satin strings.
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be left in grandma’s care at William’s — William’s folks
had been through it themselves. These had reference
to Barbie’s future, which was never discussed. Other
things, some of the handsomest and least personal, were
conferred upon Stella as wedding-gifts, who took no plea-
sure in the acceptance: all this rending and severing that
avoided sympathy, going on around her, singularly em-
phasized her isolation in the house so soon to be her own.
But the only words spoken were careful, gentle ones, as if
these had been the days between a death and the burial.



CHAPTER VII
THE UMBRELLA

FEBRUARY came in dark and sodden with rain. It was
a more than dubious afternoon. Stella was starting for a
walk ; her aunt met her in the hall and they sparred a
moment about the weather.

“ You need an umbrella more than you will that muff,”
said Aunt Silence: the muff was her own, which Stella
borrowed so constantly she sometimes dispensed with the

“form of asking for it; she threw it on a chair.

«“T won’t take it if you think it will get wet.”

“I’m thinking of you; I don’t want you should get
wet.”

“1’d rather be wet than carry an umbrella,” said Stella.
«“]°d rather not go at all.”

“You’ll get your wish, then. I can tell you it’s going
to pour in less than twenty minutes.”

It did — and Stella was caught four long blocks from
the house on her return. Sheets of rain met her in the
face ; the wind blew her bonnet back ; puddles that formed
by magic spattered her skirts as the showers churned
them.

A man striding fast overtook her, looked at her keenly
as she gave him room to pass, and offered her a share
of his umbrella. One bedraggled woman is much like
another seen from behind; few women could be as pretty
as Stella was that moment, looking up — her face like a
storm-beaten rose.
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There was something alien and extraordinary in the
man’s appearance ; she could not define it. It struck her
more keenly, perhaps, by contrast with the village types
she had grown used to; the rusty store-keepers, narrow-
chested clerks, and long-lipped farmers with their big
noses, and mild, shy eyes.

The man’s look was bold, egregious ; his gaze conveyed
a challenge and a declaration, the substance of both
grossly personal. Stella was able to bear it.

She bridled and turned her face away; but she had
met his eyes.

He fell into step beside her.

‘“We are going the same way, it seems. Can you tell
me how far I am from Mr. Alvin Hannington’s?”

¢ Certainly ; I can take you to the house.”

“You are going there ?”

«I live there.”

“’Ware mud! —” The stranger caught her towards
him with his free arm strongly ; she had nearly stepped
into a puddle in their path : — ¢ I call that luck!”

“So do I'!” said she. “Thank you. I’ve no gum shoes
on.”

“No; I meant the other thing —the coincidence. I
overtake a young lady ; I say to myself (with all respect),
¢ What a face to pass and never see again!’ And lo, she
is bound for the same house! She lives there! A coinci-
dence is a thing I never lose sight of.”

“ What do you do with them ?”

“ What do I do with them!” he roared over her ques-
tion. “ I watch them ; I read them as the ancients read
the flights of birds. I like to have ’em perch on my ban-
ner when I go a new road.”
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day — of any day? Don’t you know this kind of travel
will be done with in a very few years? The Oregon pil-
grims will beat a trail as wide as the road to Rome.”

“Oh, I wish the wind would n’t blow so! I can hardly
hear you!”

¢¢ Take my arm : — now can you hear ? You will go? —
won’t you? You must never defy a coincidence.”

“ But your co-in-ci-dences are not mine,” said Stella
confusedly, pretending to stammer.

“They will be; you shall see. Fate never offers us the
same thing twice.”

“You are so funny ! I’m going to be married. Is that
another coincidence ?

“ Married! Not to any one here ! ”

“You are mistaken again.”

% Upon my soul! How did he do it ? — Money, impu-
dence ? — Did he tire you out? Because you need n’t tell
me there are men in this place fit to win a girl like you.”

% Oh, you are dreadful ! ”

¢ This is one of the days when I am very much alive,
and I’ve no time for beating around bushes.”

“There are remarkable men in Dugdale.”

“ Are you going to marry one of the remarkable ones ?
If you are, I guess his age to be about Mr. Yardley’s. It
must take a long time for a man to make himself remark-
able, with the opportunities you have here.”

“Let us walk faster.”

“] think we are walking too fast: you are out of
breath ; — lean on me. Now; let me whisper you a pro-
phecy.”

“ Based on coincidence ? ”

“ On experience and knowledge of faces. You will never
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marry that man, and you will go to Oregon. Now, walk
as fast as you like ;— you cannot walk away from that. I
am a wizard in some things. I know my fellow-travellers
. when we meet. I don’t meet them every day and I never
lose sight of one I have recognized. Tell me how long you
had it in mind, before you set out for this walk ? ”

“Ten minutes, perhaps — I don’t remember.”

“It was scarcely an afternoon for a lady to go out.
Why did n’t you carry an umbrella ?”

“Because —I was told to! And I hate to carry things.”

“QObstinacy and laziness; two queenly attributes in
woman; many things are set in motion by those who re-
fuse to move themselves. If you had taken advice and
brought your own umbrella I’d have had no excuse to
offer mine. Fate, you see— ¢ co-in-cidence.” Just about
the time you decided to go out, I left my tavern on the
impulse to call upon your uncle. I came, by appointment,
to see Mr. Yardley!”

« Here ’s the house,” said Stella.

He opened the gate for her, extending his arm with
the umbrella to shelter her steps, and bent a little as she
passed under.

“Young lady, if you do not go to Oregon, neither do I
go. Many matters hang on my decision. Think this over.”

Stella flew up the walk without speaking.

She thought at first she would not go down to tea —
the stranger having been asked to stop. She was fasci-
nated yet afraid; but she could not finally deny herself
the excitement of meeting him again under the restraint
of others present. She hesitated, too, about her dress —
whether to set off the beauty his eye had seized so boldly,
or to minimize it for the sake of Horace, and delicacy.









CHAPTER VIII
BETWEEN TWO STOOLS

THE deed of the Hannington place had not been ac-
cepted nor. signed yet, but ten per cent of the purchase
money was in a lawyer’s hands as a guarantee of good
faith. .

One Saturday afternoon, Horace Hitchcock called early
and asked Mr. Hannington to walk out with him a little
way. They went down to the barn and sat in the carriage-
room and had a short and dreadful talk.

Hitehcock, with shameful tears, told how he had been
jilted: Stella refused to marry him, after all. The place
— to buy it now would make him a laughing stock. He
asked to draw out of his bargain.

Alvin said, “ Of course! and you don’t lose your forfeit,
either. One of my family has cheated you — I don’t want
your money; too. No; I won't keep it : we ’re humiliated
enough. What does she say for herself ?

Horace’s words need not be recorded. But he was mag-
nanimous enough to own that Stella would never say she
loved him, and had warned him that she could ¢ cheat like
anything.” ' ‘

“QOh she can!” said her uncle. “That’s evident. I
don’t know where she gets it from. If there’s any of it in
me, now’s no time to fool with it. I shan’t take your
money, Horace. You’ve been dealt hardly with among
us.”

But Alvin’s face was dust gray. He sat turning over
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The letter was addressed to Bradburn, Esq. (she
was writing to a man whose first name she did not know),
at his business address in Boston. It said: —

I believe you are a wizard. You knew my mind before
I knew it myself. I have broken my engagement, but the
punishment is dreadful. There ’s no end to it. He — the
man — was going to buy my uncle’s place, for a home for
me. He only wanted it for me. When I said I could n’t
go on as we were, he backed out of his bargain. Uncle is
worried about some legacies that are coming due. He has
no money to meet them. The place is to be sold at auc-
tion, I believe. Every one thinks it ’s my fault — all this
trouble — because I could n’t marry a man I never can
love. People that I know won’t speak to me. I am in dis-
grace. And yet I told him all along I did n’t ecare for him.
He said he’d take me anyhow — take the chance of my -
learning to care. I should have learned only to hate him.
Do you know of anything I can do? —of any way uncle
can get help about the money? I don’t see how it’s my
fault, but if it is, will you help me to find some way of
repairing all the trouble I seem to have caused ?

You said we were fellow-travellers. This traveller ap-
pears to be stuck fast, unable to get back or to go for-
ward.

In doubt, faithfully yours,

SteLLA MUTRIE.

She hesitated over the declaration above her name ; it
was the merest convention ; he knew enough of the world
to take it so. Yet she knew he would not so take it, in
this case.
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“] hope— " he began, and laughed and smothered the '
laugh abruptly. “ No, I won’t say that; it’s a first-rate
company — none better. They will make it go. Their piety
won’t block them out of a good slice apiece of government
land. I’m to help them there, too, — do a little lobbying
in Washington on the Land-Grant Bill. Are you as pious
as the rest of them?”

Stella smiled, too, but tears stood in her eyes.

“ My dear,” he repeated, looking into them while her
hands were held in his, “I hope I shall part — good
friends — with most of your friends, and with some of
their money in my pocket. But I do not part with you,
unless you desire to see no more of me. When we have
made that most wonderful journey together — what do
you think ?” There was no answer in words. They both
rose : Stella’s head swam with the long, fierce kiss he had
given her. The chaise stopped at the horse-block and her
uncle came tramping up the porch steps. His look, his
changed voice and expression told her “The ships can
sail |



CHAPTER IX
THE COVENANT

Notices of the Hannington auction were torn down.
It was understood Alvin had found a new purchaser at
the last moment, or some one with money to risk on a
second mortgage.

The minister was asked one day if he would see Mrs.
Hannington for a moment. Ministers know what a
woman’s “moment’ means, but his valued parishioner
was not kept waiting.

Shown into the study, she breathed deep, having walked
too fast whilst her thoughts were centred in what she was
about to say.

“Now I have come to trouble you again,” she warned
him, smiling nervously as they shook hands. “ We’re in a
great fix up at our house. Things have about come to a
standstill. You’ve heard what Stella has done?”

Mr. Yardley assented, reserving his sympathy.

“Young girls have been known to change their minds
before, Mr.. Yardley. I don’t know as she ought exactly
to be blamed for not wanting to marry without the proper
feelings?”

“Certainly not,” said the minister.

“She was late finding it out, to be sure; but then she
acted up to her convictions. She’s lost a good deal by it,
in one way.”

“True ; she has not been mercenary.”
~ %I did think at first "twas his money; I will confess I
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“It excludes my own son; yet he is going with us. He
says it is an open road.”

“Not for her, Mr. Yardley. And I don’t see how we
can leave her — we can’t! — What shall we do? Had we
best give up going ourselves? ” Mrs. Hannington was being
subtle without knowing it. “I don’t see how it could be
managed, now, either; Alvin’s made all his plans; we’ve
burnt our ships, so to say.”

“ Who is it, may I ask, stands behind your husband now,
in this strait you once spoke to me of ?” Mr. Yardley
hesitated to intrude, yet he was anxious, for reasons. ’

¢ Oh, Mr. Bradburn.”

“Your husband has confided in him ?”

“Well, I don’t know, but he seemed aware there was
somedifficulty. Iguess it was common knowledge enough;
I didn’t gather all that was said — he seemed just sent,
somehow, at the last moment. I don’t know as I eversaw
Alvin so relieved.”

¢ Are you much indebted to him ?”

“ Why, he ’s practically lifting the whole load for the
present.”

“ At high interest, most probably?”

“I don’t think so. He’s a generous, large sort of man
" —very free about money; a great friend to pioneering.
I don’t know but he ’s as much a missionary in his way as
some others are in a better way. He believes it ’s a wonder-
ful country out there, and it’s meant for us. And if we
don’t get it, others will, and we 1l realize what we ’ve lost
when it ’s too late.”

“ That is good practical preaching. But,in my dealings
with him, he hardly struck me as one who would be likely
to forget his price, — not entirely disinterested.”
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days in peace. But her soul was marching on. Very little
would have persuaded the undaunted old lady to forsake
her feather bed and India-print curtains for the women’s
end of a Santa Fé wagon and a view of the desert stars.
She had never seen the prairies nor the plains nor a herd
of buffalo, and mourned that her day must close without
one more journey * where the strange roads go down” —
the roads that were the heritage of her grandchildren.

“You’ve seen a good deal in your time, mother,” Alvin
endeavored to comfort her. “ Some folks would be satis-
fied to rest.”

“T ain’t through yet; I can rest when I haven’t got
strength to do anything else. I’m coming out to visit ye
soon as I find a wagon can get across the mountains.”

“ Whitman says it can, mother, and we’re a-going to
see.”

“ And don’t you let anything stop you! I don’t want
you should come back; I want to live to go out there
too.”

“You shall, you shall!” — ¢ Blessings on you, dears: —
The Lord is your Shepherd. — Do be careful of yourselves.”
The women choked in each other’s arms, but they shed
few tears.

“Barbie my pet, don’t you go and marry any outland-
ish fellow out there. Wait and plenty good ones will come.
— You wait and get a good one! You can take your pick
if any girl can!”

Grandma’s talk was a trifle worldly for past seventy.
She would speak out like that about men and marrying.
Sad or glad, it was her fashion, of a time when, as she said,
girls were not brought up so squeamish. Stella thought
grandma was great fun.
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“ Where do you hang out your shirt?” said Bradburn;
“what ’s the street and number of your wagon?”

He knew this conversation had been more or less over-
heard, but he seemed cool ; explanations did not particu-
larly worry him now; the game was going his way. He
had played for secrecy in the first hand, when it suited
him to appear to be free in the conventional acceptation of
the word : he was not a Christian and he had a grudge
against Christian society, so called. These were simple
persons ; he had never found the force of language fail
him with minds like theirs. He believed that in an hour’s
talk he could win them over to think of him as he thought
of himself, an injured man.
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guard to-night ?— Then what are you doing over here ?
You’d better get back to your own post. I’ll see to the
ladies if they want anything.”

« Mother, you will come back!”

“] am going to trouble Jimmy Yardley one moment,
Mr. Bradburn ; — then he can go. You were not here, you
know.”

It was very easily arranged, Mr. Hannington assenting,
half asleep, and surprised next morning not to find his
wife in her own place. He had forgotten that she had
wakened him.
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him. It was exceedingly well managed and trade was
coming in fast. He was very haughty with the tribes, al-
lowed no familiarity ; the women, for instance, — * nothing
of that kind for him.”

All this gossip, much of it untrue, Aunt Silence amassed
to her husband’s astonishment; women always wanted to
hear about ¢ the folks ” inside of these places which to the
men meant rest and barter and repairs ; old horses for fresh
ones, old harness for new; time and tools to construct
those pioneer carts,— two wheels showing the way to
four wheels that were to follow next year: hanging over
torrents, stalled in the snow, crashing down rocky canyons,
lowered by ropes from the horns of precipices where only
a wagon-body with wings could pass.

Mrs. Hannington, pondering in silence on the character
report gave to the commandant at Fort Hall, said to her-
self, « It will have to do!”



CHAPTER XV
THE FIRST ADMONITION

“STAY up after the rest to-night, Stella: I want to
have a little talk with you.”

It was time for travellers to be abed. Mr. Hannington
was already asleep in the elders’ end of the wagon. The
fire outside scarcely blazed, but it showed dimly four per-
sons watching in front of it: Barbara on her mother’s
right and Jimmy Yardley next, seated sombrely, thought-
fully apart ; only his voice blent with hers in the ancient
music of “ Transfiguration.” The bare stars listened un-
amazed in spaces of sky framed in the lofty darkness of
strange forests : —

O Master, it is good to be
With thee and with thy faithful three,
Here, where the apostles’ heart of rock
Is nerved against temptation’s shock ;
Here, where the son of thunder learns
The thought that breathes, the word that burns ;
Here, where on eagles’ wings we move
With Him whose last, best creed is love.”

The young soprano sent its clear, vaulting notes aloft
as if to escape the thick, shaken second, pursuing, enfold-
ing them.

“ O Master, it is good to be
Here, on the holy mount with thee,
‘When, darkling in the depths of night,
When dazzled with excess of light,
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coming between you. But he Il never do you any good by
anything he gives you. He'll make you just like him-
self, or he 1l get tired of you and desert you when you ’re
in some worse strait than you are now. Now, you have
got us still; what you want to do is to face this thing and
choose ” —

“1 have chosen,” said Stella faintly.— “ Forgive me,
but I must.”

“ Well, if you see it that way, I'm sorry for your
blindness. Your eyes will be opened some day!”



CHAPTER XVI
THE SECOND ADMONITION

“ SEPTEMBER 14th,” — quoting from Hannington’s diary
of their journey, preserved in the family but seldom read,
we think, by any of Alvin’s descendants of to-day — * our
horses strayed far from camp, and instead of an early
start as we intended, got off by 9 o’clock. We left the
Branch [of the Powder River ?] and gradually rose a long
hill. Stopped for dinner on a small stream at 12 o’clock,
started 21, continued to rise by degrees. The country we
travelled to-day was thickly covered with bunch-grass
which the horses are very fond of. We found at last the
top of the mountain. At a distance we could see what
we suppose to be the Blue Mountains and they struck us
with terror. — Their peaks seemed a resting-place for
the clouds. Below us was a great plain and at some dis-
tance we could discover a tree which we recognized as the

Lone Tree of which we had heard before.”

" If men of Hannington’s breed were “ struck with ter-
ror” at the way before them, how must it have been with
that soft bundle of sensation clothed in flesh which awaited
the unborn soul of Stella Mutrie ? Her will expired like a
snuffed candle ; what was left, it puzzled a woman of Mrs.
Hannington’s experience to deal with.

—%“Can’t go on? Why, there’s nothing else you can
do, now!” :

%I must speak to him, then. Aunt Silence, won’t you
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but everything connected with her personally, including
her garments, was repellent to Barbie on grounds of
spiritual caste. The odor of her hair on the pillow next her
own at night ; the sight of her marble shoulders when she
sat half dressed, feebly mending or altering some article
she needed to put on, gave Barbie thrills of loathing.

In a setting of forest the night would have been pitch
dark, but the vast overarching country of stars and
star-mist held light enough for space to brood in. The
land outstretched beneath might have been some worn-
out planet’s verge, and this little handful of breathing
creatures the remnant of its doomed inhabitants wait-
ing for extinction, instead of the sorted seed of a race
to come.

Barbie stood, arms uplifted, her small head dark
against the stars. The wind wrapped her skirts about
her poised, slender height as she rose on tiptoe, reach-
ing for the line. The corners of her apron tucked up made
a bit of classic drapery, but in fact was a pocket for clothes-
pins. She felt for them nimbly, and stuck them astride
the rope. Jimmy watched her.

“ Bought in Dugdale ?”

Barbie nodded.

“Don’t they look human? —jacking about in the
breeze of the last Divide! They ought to go down to pos-
terity : — ¢ Clothes-pins made in Massachusetts that my
grandmother hung up her clothes with, all across the con-
tinent in "42." ”

¢ Posterity may not care to own a grandmother that
washed her own clothes.”

“Posterity had better be thankful to get one not too
lazy to do it, or” (Jimmy’s eye was on a pink sunbonnet
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“You better get you dressed as quick as you can. He
wants to talk to you, right now, before we eat.”

The girl shuddered.

“ Barbie will bring you some coffee; it’s all made —
oh, my child, don’t do that!” Mrs. Hannington was dis-
tracted, watching Stella at her toilet. * Wait, I’ve got a
bit of tape in my work-basket.”

“ Did Uncle Alvin tell him?”

% Yes, last evening. I did n’t want him to so soon, but
it’s just as well to have it over with. He says Mr. Yard-
ley is holding the Door open to you; he wants you to re-
member there’s forgiveness to the last. But it’s got to
be asked for. He ’ll expect to see some sign of a change
in you.” .

“ What sign does he expect ?”

“He won’t ask for any public confession ; I was afraid
of that. He only wants to talk with you alone. He’s
braver to face the truth than I was: he won’t put up
with a wrong-doer if he knows who he is, and he won'’t
shirk the knowledge.”

¢ But he knows — he must know.”

“ He may guess, but he’ll have to have it straight from
you. Such a charge as that can’t be handed round on sus-
picion.”

“ He will never get that name from me! It’s madness.
Mr. Yardley can’t do anything to him, but he can drive him
to leave us all in the lurch. He can make him desert me.”

“ Why, of course he’ll expect to part you if he finds
the man is married. You can’t ask forgiveness and go on
sinning.”

“] haven’t asked forgiveness, yet; I can’t, if Ae won’t
— if he scorns it, and scorns me for asking. We are not
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the dirt under everybody’s feet; Mr. Yardley need n’t
stoop so low to be merciful.”

“ How about the woman at the Saviour’s feet ! did He
stoop? He spared her, but not what she had done. He
called it sin.”

“No one called it sin when I promised to marry Hor-
ace, but I felt more like dirt then than I do now. I
wasn’t bought — this time.”

Aunt Silence’s conscience may have stung her. She re-
torted: “You were, only you don’t know it. You parted
with yourself for the moment’s weakness, for just excite-
ment; it’s terrible to me to say so, but I’ve looked in

“vain for that love in you that might excuse you, if it was
unselfish. How long would it take you to turn against
him if he left you? You are counting on a great time with
him somewhere, somehow : that’s why you don’t suffer.”

“Did Uncle Alvin tell him I can’t go on?” A sullen
hardening of the girl’s face showed the uselessness of
words ; driven beyond a certain point she would turn in
this way.

“T don’t believe he did because you can, and you would,
if the man you rely on said so. Own up, now! wouldn’t
you? —if he was taking you to that paradise where you
won’t have to think about anybody but yourselves,—
would you say ‘I can’t goon’?”

“T suppose not; but he would make it easier some-
how.”

“I guess he can’t move mountains nor give you wings
to fly with. Mrs. Spaulding was full more delicate than
you are ; she went over on horseback, eight — nine years
ago. And Mrs. Whitman, a bride, straight from the altar.
They did it on their own courage and faith in God.—






THE SECOND ADMONITION = 145

should talk to her the way she is now ; nothing makes any
impression, and goodness knows I’ve said enough! I
never talked to any living being as I have to her. It
makes me think of snake-bite: it’s all through her sys-
tem. You can burn the place or you can cut it out ; —the
poison ’s in her blood.”



CHAPTER XVII
AN APOSTOLIC JUDGMENT

MRe. YARDLEY'S sense of his own impending duty
kept him silent like a breathless load. As the day went by,
with no better answer from the subject of his prayers, he
steeled himself slowly; he tried to forget old friends’
faces and family scenes ; honestly, fearfully, in the fear of
God, he isolated himself from man. Such was his teaching.

But when it came to his cherished mission, the blow
went home. Good men have their beast of pride to reckon
with. This scheme had taken years to ripen; it was the
fruit of self-blame, his atonement for admitted cowardice
in the past. Worse than physical torture it was to see
his dream so mutilated in the very inception. He was not
taking bad men and women into the clean wilderness to
reform them; he was taking good ones to exercise and
preserve their goodness, alone with the worship and the
works of God. What had he done that he should be so
confounded ? His explanation partook of the nature of
that hard-ridden doctrine of his time that life is one long
accounting : some sin of his own in secret the Lord was re-
warding openly. Herein was he punished, being called to
punish another ; risking his future influence with his flock
through their probable condemnation of the act. It must
be faced. He had gone partners, influenced by cowardice
of various kinds, with a man he neither knew nor liked.
He should have trusted God and walked forward.

All Saturday, journeying onward, he gazed at the fear-
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close to Mr. Yardley, making some remark, smiled, and
went on. He joined no one and no one questioned him.
‘What he had said was: “ Raising the Devil’s great sport,
sir, ain’t it, provided the rascal does n’t come!” The min-
ister gave no sign. Steps went by him singly or in pairs.
One or two of the younger men lingered speculating why
Jimmy Yardley should still be there; then, afraid they
might be left themselves, hastened away.

The husbands who returned to camp were questioned
by their women eagerly, but all eyes centred on the two
left alone at the foot of the tree.

% Qh, look there!” Aunt Silence cried in heart-broken
whispers. “Jimmy Yardley! he’s taken that villain’s
place!”

“What for?” said Alvin; he was terribly excited.
“He’s no business to. It’s a wrong thing to do.”

“ Well, I don’t care! I feel asif I’d like to go and kiss
that boy and I’m half a mind to do it, before everybody.
’T will show we understand.”

“ Mother, will you leave them alone!” Barbie uttered
wildly. “He is n’t doing it for us; he’s doing it for her.”

Stella lay quiet under her blinding canvas, and guessed
her fate in snatches: some form of discipline was coming
which staggered * even them.” Bradburn had saved him-
self and his schemes, and Jimmie stood her friend; in
some sort he was her champion, before them all, —and
Barbie knew why! “Now I hope they are satisfied!”
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“Those who took the respomsibility of bringing her,
did so, knowing the absolute terms of the contract which
governs us in our departure beyond the reach of human
law. They have placed the matter in my hands, as in duty
bound. I can see my duty no otherwise than as I have
stated. Now, son of Adam, come and take this daughter
of Eve for thy companion. May the toils and tribulations
of the way before you be counted to you for righteousness.
It is not in man, as some claim, to give you absolution,
but you know where it is to be found; and I think you
are on the best of all roads to meet it.”

No son of Adam answered: a long silence followed, —
on the minister’s part of prayer. The tension continued
till you heard men breathe. At length Mr. Yardley raised
his head and studied the faces before him.

“Is it possible?—is it possible! I had thought we
were at the bottom of this pit of infamy-—a company
such as this. Must we be cowards and liars, too ?

“So, the affirmative fails;” after a second, deeper si-
lence, he resumed. *“ We shall have tofall back, then,on the
plan of elimination. If the sinner has not nerve to stand
upon his feet, he may be able to sit still in his place. Let
every man present who can answer to God for the secrets
" of his heart leave this meeting, not looking behind him
for the next man.”

And still no one moved. Deacon Hannington, gray-
faced and trembling, came and took the minister by the
arm. “You better sit down, sir. This is too much for
you.”

He helped him to a seat on the ground and walked
away to join his wretched women-folk.

Captain Bradburn rose next to leave the group; passed
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the responsibility on you, and when you got through you
said ¢ Now, I leave it to the men.’ This is a man’s way.”

“ Three men’s way, I guess you mean. Jimmy won’t
back out ; his father can’t, now ; the other 1 don’tcall a
man. But if you’ll stand by me, you and I could give Mr.
Yardley a chance to forget he’s a rod of Aaron and act
like a human being. Don’t you believe he ’d thank us? I
do! I believe he’s just praying now for some way out of
it.,’

“He did his praying beforehand. He won’t ask for a
new way to be shown him.” ,

“ Why should n’t he? A new way was shown ; — had
to be, or the world could n’t go on. Don’t the hymn say
¢ last best creed’? Don’t you see how good it would turn
out, if you 'd only have the courage, Alvin!”

“I’m going to have the courage to keep my word and
obey the Law,” said her husband.

% Oh, the Law! There are forty different ways of read-
ing the Law, but there is only one Jesus.”

« ] said I would follow Mr. Yardley and abide by his
judgment on this march and I am going to do it, and I ex-
pect my wife will do the same, unless you want to take
hold and run the whole thing yourself.”

“] don’t see how we can do it!” moaned the woman.
«“ How are we ever going to forget those two! How are
you going to feel, when night comes down and you are fix-
ing you to sleep, and friends all around you, and don’t
know what may be creeping upon them! How’s Jimmy
Yardley going to keep awake every night — a young man
like him ? They ’ll be followed, and they ’ll be surprised!”

¢ Silence, where’s your faith in anything? Jimmy’s
got to do this ; there’s no one else for it. His father, if
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he’s consistent, can’t pardon a woman to save a man —
and his own son at that! How could any one believe that
scoundrel would have hung back ? Why, 1°d do it myself
if I wa’n’t owing money and had no family to provide for,
though I should be out of my element considerable; it’sa
young man’s job. Jimmy, I ventur’, don’t feel to be pitied
one bit; no more than if he was going tosea. Sailors have
to be broke of their sleep, young or old. He won't getlost ;
he isn’t afraid to fight and he won’t be in a hurry ¢o fight.
Youll see it will make a man of him! And if he has any
foolishness left for Stella, this trip will take it well out of

"him. He’ll know her before it ’s through. Now, go and see
what you can do for her and don’t talk mutiny to me in
the middle of the desert.”
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girls. Well, she’ll be another victim, if anything hap-
pens to him.”

“Victim of what?”

¢ — The parson’s threshing-floor. Where there’s such
an almighty wind let loose, something besides chaff is
bound to go.”



CHAPTER XXII
THINKING IT OVER

THEY travelled slowly that first day of the separation;
even the dumb beasts lagged, with ears strained back,
listening for their road companions that had been parted
out for the sinner’s convoy. Bradburn rode alone, well in
advance ; he addressed no one, and his face of wrath and
gloom forbade speech to him. Bits of rather free com-
ment on the late occurrence went on in subdued tones at
a safe distance from the leaders.

“ How are you feeling about now, Sam?”

“Mean as dirt!” grunted Sam.

“T feel a good deal like a pious nigger-driver myself.
How do you suppose the parson takes it about Jimmy ?”

¢ Parson Yardley lives with Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob.
I suppose he ’s feeling like Abraham, about now.”

“ Well, where ’s the angel of the Lord? Abraham has
stood his test —”

“You can’t call Jimmy a sacrifice for nothing but a
father’s pride, though it looks so. He’s acting like a little
man ; he’ll save us a lot of trouble, besides helping out
the girl. Where, by gracious, would we be if the other
had owned up ?”

A faint, awkward smile passed between the two young
husbands.

¢ Think you know who it is?”

“Parson’s process of ¢ elimination > — mental. It’s safer
than picking us over on the spot — and surer.— You
know who he is as well as I do.”
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fastidious moral training rejects such a meretricions per-
formance as her late confession to Jimmy ; that was no
penance worthy of the name. There might even be the
subtlest of dangers in contact with a point of view so
overbalanced in one’s favor, —so ingeniously clever at de-
fending one against one’s self. She and her conscience re-
mained on the same dark terms as before. Her state,
indeed, was worse : she, who had been crowned by hap-
piness and enriched by hope, — could she not put a little
spontaneity into her labored compassion for Stella? Alas,
she could do many things for Stella of set purpose, but
she could not quicken that dead plant, affection ; having
forced the first feeble shoots too hard and unavailingly,
all life seemed now to have gone out of the root.

She tried to feel towards her as if she were the Serip-
tural Magdalen, Christ’s immortal penitent, crouched
for all the ages at humanity’s feet. Instead, she saw a
painter’s invention — spurious, to Barbie’s Puritan eyes.
The print had been shown her once in a Boston book-
store : “ Magdalene at the entrance of her cavern,” it was
called. That plump, blonde female was Stella to the life !
There was an actual physical resemblance. The smooth flat
brows and full eyelids, the loops of fair hair pushed against
the oval cheek by that lovely hand supporting the mock
studious head. What was the connection between those
wellfed charms, those dazzling arms and shoulders and
bare breasts, and the life a penitent leads in the desert of
remorse? No; that comfortable feline creature was no
Magdalen of the cross. She was a fictitious student of
higher things, a burden on the earth, a disintegrating in-
fluence in any normal family or society that should take
her in.
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Why should her sisters love her? Her desire is not
towards them. It is little brother man she plays with. The
rules of the game are fixed — God sitting in the judge’s
chair. This was how Barbie felt, when she was honest
with herself, towards the victim of religious law.





















CHAPTER XXIV
THE DIVIDE

JmMMY began very soon to see where his chief difficulty
would lie. It was near the middle of September and they
were four hundred miles from Fort Hall: a certain rate of
progress they must make each day or be caught in the
snow. Stella groaned under his exactions. She could stand,
she told him, just about so much! He had seen her day
by day stand more, under the form of stimulus that ap-
pealed to her. «If I save her life, I shall have to treat her
like a child.” Jimmy had never handled children, but
thought he knew how it should be done, having observed
the mistakes of parents.

He went over with her, again and again, the unaltera-
ble facts which an intelligence of six years might have
retained. Stella had now no object in going one way more
than another; her “spur in the head ” was gone ; Jimmy
fell back on the “spur in the heel,” which brought the
situation down to a level humiliating to both.

“ Keep up! keep up!” would come the reiterated com-
mand, Jimmy leading, a long way ahead, Stella looking
her despair ; or he would ride back and rouse her beast
himself, and when a rough-and-tumble gait followed, she
scolded her rude knight and asked why not tie her hands
behind her back at once and lead her as his captive!

The trail for much of the way led through a broken
country of hills and box-canyons, along precipices where a
mis-step were fatal. In such places they could not travel
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fall my way! Now, let’s quit this nonsense and go about
our business: I don’t want to mess with a boy like you.”

A faint color came into Jimmy’s ashen face.

“ Thank you, Captain. I would spare your feelings if I
could, but this appears to be my business, just now.”

“ Then, farewell, Pilgrim father!” the mockery was
not coarsely meant; there was tribute in it to a quality
that Bradburn considered preposterous, yet did not scorn.
“ Heads or tails?” The coin flew and spatted the ground
between them.

“As I warned you!” He pointed to where it lay:
Jimmy had lost.

% We need n’t shake hands, I suppose,” said the captain.
“That’s a gallery play. Go back about ten paces. Halt!
I shall count three.”
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the cost of this delay to those who were waiting for them,
we need not attempt to say.

He now insisted on the precaution Bradburn had re-
minded him of: no good camper in an Indian country
sleeps by his fire or on the spot where he makes his first
halt; having eaten he creeps away to the shelter of the
dark. This simple manceuvre Jimmy had abandoned out
of sheer inability to control Stella’s actions ; hence his ex-
hausting night-watches. But he found her more docilenow :
half the time she seemed to be in a swoon of weariness or
drowned in a feeble sort of despair. He believed the chance
was small of their continued immunity from Indian alarms ;
but he was not posted on the temper of the tribes, and ’42
was before the army of invasion that started the next year
had alarmed them as to the future of their own possessions;
before the chiefs of distant nations would travel for many
moons, to gaze astonished on that highway of destiny which
they named the “Great Medicine Road of the Whites,”
and then silently creep away to join their confederates.
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Two or three men pounded past, to get the first news ; one
calling out to Mr. Yardley: “I wouldn’t come yet, sir.
We’ll send word if it ’s them.”

The moments lagged. Silence moved about clearing away
supper, but gave it up, and waited helplessly.

“J think, if you’ll excuse me, Mrs. Hannington, I’ll
walk down alittle way.”

¢ There ’s Barbie now,” said Silence. She put out her
hand to him ; supporting each other they walked forward
trembling.

Barbie had seen them and checked her run to a walk
gathering breath to speak.

«It is!” she gasped ; ¢ they are coming.”

Mr. Yardley uncovered his head. ¢ Is the young man
Absalom — ?” He had no power over his thoughts. The
women waited in silence with their eyes down. Then he
took a hand of each and said brokenly, “If this be true,
let us thank God, for His infinite mercy.”

“ Could you count them, Barbie ?” Silence whispered.

“ Yes, four men — and one woman.”

“ They can’t be our folks!”

“ They are ; the woman is Stella.”

“It can’t be!” Mrs. Hannington half groaned.

But she knew by Barbie’s face that it was, and in a mo-
ment the news became old and familiar to her, and she had
begun to readjust herself to the load.

%Is that man Bradburn with them?”

“ No, Mr. Yardley.”

“Could you see their faces ?”

“Yes, sir,” faltering ; — ¢ Jimmy is there. They are
coming very slowly. One of them is a woman —”

“ What woman ?” Mr. Yardley demanded.
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“I’m going — but your mother wants me, didn’t you
say ?”

The sounds from the tent grew plainer.

% Oh, of course! Stella first! She is the scourge of this
company. This is what she’s made Jimmy do! She
could n’t hurt him any other way.”

“ Don’t you say it, daughter; don’t you say it. Let
some one say it who has n’t suffered by her.”

“ Who is there among us who has n’t suffered by her or
won’t suffer before it ’s through with?”

¢ Hush, child. Let the minister say those things.”

¢« Has n’t he suffered ?”

Barbie took her mother’s place and mortified her spirit
by doing menial services which the sick require; she
washed the fair one’s feet, handled her soiled linen, un-
tangled her hateful hair. Outside, husband and wife were
holding another of those shameful colloquies over Mary’s
child.

¢ She ’s been over-doing right along ; no woman could
stand it except a squaw. Jimmy could n’t help it, though
of course she blames him. I can’t say but it would be bet-
ter to have it all over with : she’s not fit to be a mother.”

“You could n’t prevent it now, could you, even with a
doctor?”

% No, no. Mr. Yardley need n’t be worried about this
poor little seed of iniquity. But he’s got to let up on her
for a while. She must be kept stone-still and not wor-
ried —"

“ Why, what you talking about, mother ? What’s Mr.
Yardley done?”

“What are you talking about, all of you down there?”

“ Well, not about Stella.”
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and had known all his life. After the custom of disciplin-
ing church members, Jimmy had been asked if he would
choose counsel from those present, and had declined. This
was a disappointment to Sam, who had hoped to be called
on in some such capacity, and in general wished to relieve
his mind of things he did not know how to say. No one
spoke to the point of order.

““The question? Well —a —” Cephas hummed ;
“had n’t some of you better frame it in the shape of a —
resolution and then I will put it as a resolution ?”

Sam gave a sardonic laugh. “ Do we know what we are
doing anyhow? Are we a town-meetin’, or a church com-
mittee, or a judge and jury? I move, Mr. Moderator, we
consider that question first and in the mean time let
Jimmy go get his supper. It’s hardly fair to keep him
here while we discuss, and don’t even know what we want
to vote on.”

“ That’s a friendly suggestion,” Cephas allowed. “It
is moved that we a — no use repeating! you heard the
motion. Does any one second it? ”

¢ Neighbors, we must not trifle,” Mr. Yardley interposed
in a passionless voice. “ Let your sympathies and your sup-
pers wait.” They glanced at his chill, worn face and at
each other, but concluded not to smile. *“ We are thankful
to our Heavenly Father for our friends’ safe return, but
we must not shirk the duty that comes home to us in the
very act of this rejoicing. Although my son is not one of
our church fellowship, he’s a member of Christian so-
ciety of which you are all responsible members. Having
broken society’s oldest law and one of God’s most holy
commandments, he is not to be treated as a child who
wants his supper. He has come home to be judged, and
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“ Barbie, I’'m shocked! Where’s this sort of thing
going to end, in one that was a church member?”

“In hard work, where every frontier marriage ends,
we 're told.”

“ Will you mind it, I wonder? Of course, that’s most
miserably true!”

“ Not more than you will : you don’t love ploughing
do you?” B

“I am willing to plough for something better than
ploughing.”

“I’m willing to wash for something better than wash-
mg',’

“It won’t last, not the first period. And you won’t
wash, young lady. If you do, it means failure and we’ll
quit.”

“ By the time it means — anything, we’ll be so wild
about it we can’t ¢ quit.’”

¢ Prophetess in Israel, I bow to thy wisdom! I guess
we 'll stick it out somehow.”

They were silenced by the sight of two figures illumi.
nated by a lantern, who passed singly, at a distance, across
the dark mountain background : Deacon Hannington and
his wife. He carried a spade over his shoulder and she
walked behind him, holding something out on her two
hands wrapped in a white cloth ; her long step broke the
line of her skirt in the back; she moved with solemnity,
like a priestess presenting an offering. This strange sight
amazed the younger pair. Barbie was the first to under-
stand : her parents were burying the family pride, the
clean old record of generations which fate had made sport
of. It was also a sacrifice to Libitina ; the price of thrills.
And the irony which smote the girl was that her own
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father and mother, in the presence of their maiden daugh-
ter and her lover, should be the chosen ministrants of this
ceremony. She tore herself out of Jimmy’s arms and van-
ished somewhere, in the darkness.

When he had swallowed his share of the meaning of
that spectacle, he was better prepared for his part. Barbie
was not hard to find ; she was crying to herself in a little
heap on the ground, not anywhere in particular,— just
where she could be alone. He took her back to his arms;
there was little said; but Jimmy at length presented a
conclusion based not altogether on passion nor on circum-
stance: “I want to marry into this family as soon as it
will have me.”



PART II
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climb. How much can a woman’s pen say in fifteen min-
utes ?”’ Whitman took out his watch, but looked sailor-
wise at the sky.

“A pen that’s been waiting all summer to say it can
say a good deal, I guess.” Deacon Hannington smiled at
his wife. ¢ Here let me sharpen that pencil! I kept a
diary for most part of the way: if I could get at it handy,
I°d send that along to our folks in Buffalo.”

“ Better not,” Whitman cautioned. “ A diary of this
journey is going to be sought after, fifty years from now.
‘We ’re not sure, you know, if we’ll ever see a post-office
again.”






















































THE WASTERS 281

¢ Let’s divide Jimmy’s pie; yours was the smallest.”

“You go on home, you little baggage. I’ll be down
there this evening at seven, mind.”

% QObstinate old thing!” She stood and ate the second
pie in front of him, crushing the flaky pastry with her
perfect teeth between lips as red as the raspberry juice;
then she sighed, “ Hah, that was good!” and delicately,
one by one, she licked her finger tips, smiling at him. He
took her by the shoulders and faced her about towards
home, and as she whirled in his grasp to laugh back at
him, the impulse to kiss her burned in his silly face. He
saw that she saw it and knew she knew that much about
him which his own wife did not know, nor his best friend.
—¢“But it isn’t true! she’ll find she’s mistaken,” Sam
denied, kicking against the pricks.
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She laughed softly and seemed feebly amused and
happy. He was dozing off when she spoke again.

I have such a queer feeling — such a queer feeling ! —
all over me.”

He asked her where and she said, “ In my veins, I guess,”
and looked at him, puzzled. *“ Something seems to go tick,
tick, tick!” She could give no clearer account of her
sensation.

Alvin set it down to nerves; and she was perhaps a
little ¢ light-headed.”
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extricate himself from an attitude he would not have
cared to be seen in, Sam noisily gave chase and hooted
the beast away.

Nim sought cover till the night was again still: he had
found the weak spot. At sunrise the garden was no more ;
— a tragedy in the annals of a budding settlement. The
seed of that sweet corn just coming into tassel had been
brought from the garden of the old Dugdale manse ; the
lettuces and young cabbage plants, over which the parson
had toiled in the hot sun, had borne up against frosts and
fowls of the air and beasts of the field and vermin, to
perish in a night as a consequence of disobedience and
crass folly. The minister was human; he loved sweet corn
and fresh lettuce, and his words on this occasion lacked
a sense of proportion: nor was Stella backward in re-
sponse. They had not told her she must keep curfew
hours. Did they expect her to change the nature of the
fawn? it must be that or kill him! as for a consistent
antagonism, day after day, towards a creature she loved
and had taught to love her, it might be possible for some,
but not for her. The case, too, had been taken out of her
hands when they drove her weanling away with sticks
and stones.

“T didn’t shoot his mother and make him dependent
on us! Why did you let him live at all? Talk of the ten-
der mercies of the wicked ! — deliver me from the mercies
of the good!”
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He was as proud as the parent of a backward child
whenever the parson “acted like other folks.” Every
one knew that he could preach, that his mind was not
on common things, and that his life was beautiful and
stainless: it was the touch for human needs in little
ways he lacked and they had ceased to expect it. He
gave them, in giving himself, all he had to give. He
would never change.
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80, but she ’d have jilted me, as she did Horace, the mo-
ment she found she could do better.”

« She would have been satisfied with you, Jimmy, if
you had truly loved her.”

¢ Then she wouldn’t have been satisfied verylong. I am
not generous enough to sell my birthright for a mess of
pottage and stick to my bargain without growls.”

Barbie went inside to make her customary preparations
for next morning’s early breakfast, and Jimmy followed.

“ Would it be any easier for you, while your mother is
sick, to feed me over there? You are there so much of the
time.”

¢ No, it’s the greatest rest —it’s the only rest to come
back here. It’s so uncomplicated with only you, Jimmy.”

Then she remembered that his father would soon be
added unto-them and the vague dread of it made her see
what her mother had been doing, that they might have
this normal beginning by themselves. She was mistaken,
though, as to its having been such a cross : persons getting
on in years enjoy each other’s company; a wealth of asso-
ciations these old friends had stored away in common fur-
nished their daily intercourse with allusions which their
children could not share.

«“I think,” said Jimmy, “ we are about as complicated
as we know how to be.”

“ We’re learning:—you learned something, sonny,
when you made this chair!” Barbie stuck out the toes of
her little moccasins which she wore as a rest to swollen
feet ; they could barely reach the floor. The Yardleys were
long men ; —few men of any size can grasp the scheme of a
chair low enough for a woman’s comfort. Jimmy had made
these *seats of the mighty,” as Barbie called them, in









CHAPTER XI
SYMPTOMS OF A CHANGE

AT the open-air service on Sunday morning, before the
text was given out, Mr. Yardley read his son’s letter aloud
with its acknowledgments due the honor he therein re-
signed and his apologies for declining at this late day to
serve. At the words ¢ serious illness in the family,” eyes
were turned soberly on Deacon Hannington who sat with
bent head, working his hands on the top of his Sunday
cane; he had placed his chair in the doorway between
the sound of his wife’s sick breathing and the minister’s
voice outside.

There was a meeting under the trees after service to
consider the choice of a substitute. As time was short and
the committee wanted their dinners, the proceedings did
not detain them long: Jimmy had already primed them
individually. It was Mr. Yardley who proposed Samuel
Kiersted in his son’s place, and Sam was a delegate be-
fore he knew it.

A feeling of awkwardness (meanness and wrath), in
Jimmy’s presence, still annoyed him. He felt better, how-
ever, when the other men came up to congratulate him
frankly and cordially, and he saw his wife flushed with
pride, the centre of a circle of women pretending to pity
her coming loneliness, when each was envying her the
honor for her husband.

Lottie’s face shone with excitement: “ Why, I never
was 80 thunder-struck in my life! I was going to make
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plum-jam on Monday. Peter Cooniac said there ’s buckets
of wild plums only five or six miles up the old Indian trail.”

“Well, youll have all the more time, with no meals to
get.’i

“I suppose I might go on and do it, though I feel
so upset! Sam will have to get off early. Susan-Peter
promised she ’d bring me a lot of those plums to-morrow.”

“ Picked on Sunday?” one of the housewives whis-

pered. -

" Lottie bridled. “I did n’t tell her when to pick ’em. I
guess I could n’t very well prevent it if she did. Better
folks than I be have eat fruit picked on the Sabbath.”

“Just a meal, perhaps, but to lay in your winter sup-
ply! Of course, if she gives them —”

“She give ’em! She’ll be paid!”

“I would n’t really want to pay her: that makes it a
regular business transaction.”

“ Well, I don’t trouble myself how other people do
business, Sundays or week-days; but if I take anything
from an Indian I expect to pay for it, soon or late.”

Saturday was a disturbed night for Mr. Hannington,
while Barbie rested at home. Sunday would be her watch-
night. She rejoiced that her father could now have a
room to himself, and she made haste to move him and
arrange his clothes on the empty shelves that had held the
minister’s works on theology. Stella had been missing
after service, but came in and helped Barbie get supper,
very sweetly, in silence. More than once she had offered
to sit up with her aunt for part of the night, but Barbie,
meanly she owned, distrusted her nursing. That evening,
when she offered again, her manner was such that Barbie
could no longer refuse. The girls spoke in low voices,
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“ That seems a very wise thing to say. I will try to
remember it,” said Barbie with equal coolness.

“ Well, thank you, Barbie,” said Stella, changing her
tone. “I always thought you were one of the best girls
that ever lived. That’s why we can’t get on together.
Good-night.”



CHAPTER XII
THE EMPTY BEDROOM

For weeks they had said, each evening after the wind
fell, “This will be the hottest night we have had,” but
that Sunday night was hot beyond comparison. Doors
stood wide and every open window of the small cabins
gaped for air. Only Stella’s door of her bedroom in the
Long House she closed herself after midnight. Inside, in
semi-darkness, she changed her dress, adding the articles
she took off to a large bundle which she lifted over the
narrow window-sill and pushed out; hands below received
it and steps moved cautiously away. Very faintly from the
wood trail came a stir of horses’ feet; leaves of the late
summer were beginning to fall; one could almost hear
them dropping in the stillness.

Stella was now merely waiting. Her watch no longer
occupied her mind; it had been but a subterfuge — she
shrank at nothing. Yet, in her fashion, she loved Aunt
Silence ; this sickness grieved and oppressed her, with-
out in the slightest influencing her personal plans except
that the dreams which inflated her imagination included
something which she longed to do for her best friend on
earth.

She returned to the sick-room and stood by the bed lis-
tening. Sightless and deaf to the actual, Aunt Silence
lay, her eyes unclosed, going over aloud in the blood-chill-
ing tones of delirium, that old track her thoughts had
worn in hours of destructive dread and secrecy.
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“ Aunt Silence will not live long, here, if she has to
stay: they killed her when they brought her away from
home.” Self can always find a refuge for self, when causes
are sought for mischief done to others. Stella did not con-
nect herself as a contributive agent with this mysterious
break-down. She stood and listened sentimentally: she
and Aunt Silence ; — they two, the greatest sufferers, the
truly injured by the workings of an old man’s implacable
scheme. .

“ Yes, you are bound to die if you stay here, poor dear!
Don’t I know ! But if I could get the money soon enough
and pay off the mortgage on the old place, you and uncle
could go home.” "

% — May, June, July, August, September, —” the count
went on, the sick woman checking off the months on the
bed-sheet with her wasted fingers; “ — February,” she
ended, and with a satisfied sigh as though the question
were at rest, — ¢ Fort Hall | ”

¢ Yes, dear soul, ¢ Fort Hall’!” Stella answered, un-
shaken. “I don’t forget Fort Hall ! ”

¢ Fort Hall” was the parting word between them. Her
aunt’s little rocking-chair stood at the foot of the bed, and
because there were real tears in Stella’s eyes, she stumbled
against it and left it rocking empty in the wind from the
open door.

Barbie went over to her mother’s at ten minutes to two,
Jimmy at her side steadying her steps in the darkness. At
the house-steps they paused and kissed good-bye till dawn.

There was not a sign of human, wakeful presence, nor
the feeling of it, as Barbie stepped inside: she knew with-
out evidence that her mother was there alone. She had
ceased to wander in speech and lay breathing deep and
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sympathy as another of the poets’ long list of hapless
maids deceived, —she of the weary lot, or that other fair
one who tied her hair in a horse-boy’s trim. These guises
pleased her present fancy which luxuriated in sadness.
They provoked Rae’s passion, as steady drinking on a
, journey both lazy and exciting inflamed his blood. He
‘ may have been no more a libertine at heart than Sam
. Kiersted, but he needed Sam’s large doses of hard work,
administered by the natural persuasion of circumstances
which preach results. Nightly he tossed and groaned to
himself that he wished he had never met the little witch
— never known there was anything like her in the world !
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a vice-king down here: you have married the king’s
daughter. Of course my little kingdom has all gone to
smash,” she added, with bitter synchronism.— “ How hard
and extremely high your vice-regal chairs are: I think I
shall take the floor. Really you don’t belong down here ;
this is my place.”

“Don’t I?” —he stretched himself on the bearskin
rug beside her. * This is how it used to be.”

She pushed his arm away peevishly. “ Did I hear you
say just now, ‘my God’! — what was that for ?” He did
not explain.

“Well,” she subjoined: “a very pleasant time was
had, and now it’s over. It has n’t ended very well for me.
‘When I looked at my poor frock, this morning, all over
those dreadful stains, J Znew /! Something of mine was
dead. I knew the sign! Qui Court’s death finishes every-
thing for me, unless some one will go shares and help
me find that gold. There are n’t more than just so many
rivers in Calfornia. It was in the sand — you washed it
out; I mean you washed the sand out.” She was watching
him while she rambled ; the bait had not taken. «“I see!
I can’t tempt you?”

“— Not with gold.”

“T thought you were young enough perhaps to stake
something on the chance? It is my last chance, you know.
I suppose you are ambitious ?”

T hope so.”

“Well; I've nothing but my bare hands,” — she
showed them. “I wasn’t brought up to work, but I
dare say I can learn.”

Again Rae muttered “ My God!” His color deepened
hotly. Whether it was prudence in the king’s son-in-law,
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was Aunt Silence rocking in her funny old chair by the
camp-fire on the mountain; she saw the far sky wells tall
pine tops make when you lie and look up and see stars
drowned in their depths. The camp-fire roared and
crackled and sent up flights of sparks and the pines
made their rushing sound like great wings overhead in
the dark. Aunt Silence would not speak; and then she
did speak! “ Do you expect me to be ugly to you? I
never shall be.”

“Never! no, she would pity me now. This would dis-
courage her!” The sick incoherence of her emotions,
which she hugged under the name of despair, wrought
her to the point of sobs, hard sobs! Her head lay on this
other man’s breast like a broken flower ; and he pressed
her to him thinking, “ I have misjudged her: she is as
pure as a child —a lost child.” Was he doing a greater
wrong than his conscience or his code could take care of ?
But it was too late. She was his.

« Now, God help me to behave myself in every otherway.”

How this unhappy young gentleman succeeded in his
resolve, history must tell. I have never found but one al-
lusion to the story — a brief summing of its close ; but it
quite answers the purpose.

They had one of their sporadic revolutions down at the
Bay and our young Scotchman took the insurgent’s side.
It was not expected he should take any side, but he did:
the rebels disliked the Americans and favored the Eng-
lish. Rae furnished them arms, but they were beaten.
Under these circumstances we do not pay our debts. He
found himself responsible for $30,000 of the company’s
money risked on the lost cause. This may have been the
final stroke on the sundering wedge.
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Good-bye, old man. My best regards to all. I'’d put
it stronger, but what’s the use! You know how I feel.
And here s my hand on everything that ever was between
us, Jim. It’s been good, every bit of it,—and I guess
you’re glad I’m through!

Yours truly,
Sam.
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she sat beside the unsuspecting boy, with Mike between
them, his chest across her knee, his calloused elbows dig-
ging into her lap, her feet crossed under her like a school-
girl and her long braids sweeping the ground. That beau-
tiful hair had ceased to fall, there was no powder on her
face nor black around her eyes; she had given herself up
to the sun’s painting. She wore a short skirt of miner’s
jeans and a dark blue flannel blouse of a mannish cut,
strained across her bosom. The old curves had come back.
At this time the boy had excuse enough for his innocence
in playing with fire.

Miss Clayton had decided nothing — except to drift.
She refused to think. Moonlight nights were breaking her
heart with their beauty, unshared. The boy’s partner
rode to Downieville to buy supplies, after the winter’s
embargo of snow: he could do as he liked with his even-
ings now, without risking profane comment. He came and
stood one night in the entrance to the trellised porch where
her hammock swung. He came no further, but stood and
looked at her in silence. She could not see his face dis-
tinctly, but his hovering, troubled presence spoke his
longing. Had she not been calling him with her thoughts ?

“Oh, there you are!” she saluted him lightly; «I
wondered if you were going to waste all these lovely
nights down there alone ?”

% You have never asked me to come.”

“I don’t ask people: they ask me. Ithought you liked
your own company best.”

“No, no; you couldn’t think that,” he stammered.
“You must have known I was waiting to — to be asked.”
He took a seat on the low bench along the house-wall
close to her hammock and sought for her hand. She let
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is, there are some consequences he can’t take, nor see the
end of. She is going to have a child. God only knows what
she would do with it, or what the child might do if it should
live to grow up. I saw a mother to-day who is what she
will be a few years hence. I may be no better. So this
madness must stop . . .

It stopped, in the bedroom, a short time later.

Few women of Stella’s history ever brought the soul test
home to better types of character, men and women ; even in
death, it was said, she sorted out the city. The whited sepul-
chres in silk hats and frock coats were there in numbers at
her funeral, but where they had been bold in the past to look
at that beautiful face, they were troubled now. The city
was changed and changing. By common impulse all those
respectable citizens in white shirt-fronts avoided mutual
recognition. They passed each other as if each by an act
of will had been rendered invisible. Some of them would
meet that evening again at their wives’ dinner-tables, prac-
tising the discretion of bad boys under the eyes of un-
suspicious parents. Or, would these be the ghosts —of
men who had departed this life of the spirit, and were go-
ing about in the flesh, never suspecting their own demise ?
























CHAPTER XX
THE SAME DAY

“ WHAT are those blessed grandfathers up to now!”
Barbara spoke aloud in sheer astonishment. No one could
have heard her except her eldest, who did not answer, hav-
ing no interest in the question and showing it with the
sang-froid of your only true aristocrat. She is three, and
her name is not ¢ Sister” nor ¢ Polly-my-lamb,” nor
“ Doodleums "’ nor * Piggsy-wigs,”” nor any of the foolish
things her parents call her to avoid her real name, which
is Silence, they regret to say. It had to be — although
there never can be another Silence. Barbie feels that, and
she knows Jimmy does not like the name, but — father!
He was so wistful and humble about it. It just had
to be.

The morning’s work done and husband well on his way
to the Falls and baby having his long after-bath-and-
feeding nap, Barbara has taken her sewing out upon the
bench under her bedroom windows where the house shadow
falls ; where she can listen to baby and keep little sister
reasonably quiet if amused.

The sun has come out hot as Mr. Yardley predicted. It
shines an the vest-backs of the two old men, coats off and
waistcoats unbuttoned, who follow each other’s steps me-
thodically in silence over the slope of autumn grass. One
lays down a sort of measuring-rod, the other drives in a
sort of stake ; they repeat the process at some little distance
from the last stake, sighting with a string. It looks earnest
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guardianship with all its responsibilities undersoored.
Bradburn, unprincipled egotist and hardened sport, kept
the love of a pious, clever woman, touched her life with
the color of romance, and hoodwinked her to the last.
Jimmy, in theory, would have parted with his right hand
sooner than raise it deliberately against another man's
life for any fantastic notion of so-called honor ; yet, con-
fronted with the alternative, he chose the course least re-
pulsive to something in himself which he could not reason
about. And though by every effort of love and friendship,
and even his own conscience, he was freely absolved, the
cold horror of those moments alone with Bradburn’s body
on the mountain were never quite forgotten. Through all
the intricate sources of culpability in and out, without any
pretence of justice, his soul retained a deep-seated rage
against — not the man he fought, but the weak and winding
nature he fought for, that his hand for her sake must wear
this stain. As for his tenderness to one woman'’s sensibili-
ties and the remorseless way in which he could crush an-
other’s, we must admit he did what a man is called on to do
to protect his own from possible harm, but we should have
been sorry to see it done as he did it. It takes a certain
hardness to do such things, and hardness by the nature of
it must be hard: Jimmy Yardley, before he was through,
did more and better work, as a citizen, than all the young
brains of the Yardley tract put together.

As a final poser, there was Dr. Whitman ; the most
practical of men, wise, far-sighted, for others; who was
besieged with warnings and would not listen. No, but
held on at Waiilatpu (place of bloody grass, that winter
of 1847), and- brought destruction upon his faithful wife
and friends and died a martyr, sooner than abandon the
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