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that sho feared must be a wicked hardness in her

THE AMERICAN REVOLUTION.

Al WORKMANLIKE HISTORY.

THE ON. J Fiske.
o Tiai, dime, o <o, o8
Mr. Fiske explains in his preface to these vol-

umes that they represent part of o larger work

which may not be completed. His idea in the

first instance was to do for American what J. R,

Green has done for English history. He thought

that & history from 1405 to 1865 might be written |

{n about four volumes. Much of the present work
wos dplivered s leotures, though not prepared
with t end in view, It s of oourse rather

a6 to shape the narrative in suoh a way e8 to em-
phasize relations of cause and effect that are often
buried in the msss of dgtails.” This desigm, it
may be frankly admitted, Mr. [Fiske has succeeded
in earrying out. Nothing could be more lucid than
Lig manner of telling the story, and due emphasis
ia put upon the significant facts. Several points
whish other and abler historians have insufficiently

[n most of the old historles the trath wes Bheoured

by & mistaken feeling of patriotism, which ignored }

or belittied all that waa in any way disereditable
to the men of the Revolution. Happily history
{s mo longer written in that way. The truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth, is the
guiding principle of the solentifio historian, and
Mr. Fiske holds fast to this method from begin-
ning to end.

Under the new methods the Revalution loses
nothing of interest or importance ; but it becomes a
very much more homan affair. In examining the
period we are no longer confronted by a nation
of heroes led by a demi-god. We encounter
abundance of error and frailty, no* little vice, cor-
ruption, malice, trenchery and incompetence; a
patriotism often so wenk as to appear almost
moribund ; a self-interest often rising above love
of country. Bat though the new historieal meth-
ods are disillusionizing, the benefits they confer
are imestimahle. For they enable us to realize
just how the Rewvolution was wrought, how the
spirit of it was maintained, the nature and extent
of the diffieulties against which it was urged for-
ward, the relative merit and demerit of the promi-
nent men engaged in it, and the actual cause of
enoh fresh turn in events. Under the inquest of
the post some long-held reputations fade and
wither; some shine out even more ngsplendently
than before: some, consigned to obloquy, are at
least 1ifted from the lowest depthe by the bring-
fng forwnrd of extenuating eireumstanoes in their
behalf. The faet of all others most to he rejoiced
over, however, is the undiminished brilliancy with
which the oharnoter and eanse of George Wash-
ington emerge from the fiercest and most exhaust-
jve sorutiny. Of him, even more truly perhaps
than of the Iron Duke, it may be said that

“ Whatever record leaps to light,
He never shall be shamed.”

‘Nuy. more; the closer he is studied the greater
and nobler does he appear, so that the Amerioan
of the close of the nineteenth century may and
should feel prouder of this great patriot, soldier
and statesinan than his warmest admirers in his
own day could do. We ean say to-day with de-
Yiberation and full knowledge of what he was and
did that the history of no revolutionary leader or
seoular leader of any kind compares with *' ¢ of
Whashington in steadfast devotion to a greatr canse,
unalterable patience and endurance, ecommand of
temper, absolute purity of conduct and unfailing
soundness of judgment. And we know and eee
now better than was possible fifty years ago low
greatly WaBhington was the Revolution, how in-
dispensable to the achievement of American inde-
pendence. Without him success could hardly
have been won. In a military point of view there
was perhaps one captain who might have taken
his place, namely, General Greene, FEven this
is hut conjecture, for though Greene showed greéat
ability he never was tried as Washington was.
The difference hetween a good corps commander
and o good eommander-in-chief is wvery great,
Greene was the first, nundoubtedly, but he might
not have proved equal to the second position. Dut
the military side of the Revolution was only one:
the political side demanded in the head of the
Army quite other qualitles and capacities. Read
Washington's letters to members of the Congress
and see how constantly he was engaged in the
struggle against political perversities and inea-
pacities. The truth §s that Congress was the
most discreditable feature of the Revolution, ani
it may well be surmised that it wounld have par-
alyzed the arm of any other man than Washing-
ton. Tn one particular, this body of meddlers
and muddlers unhappily reflected not unfaithfnlly
o prejudiee of the country and the period. It
most dlsgraceful record is fhat wherein the treat-
ment of the Army is concerned; and here it was, at
least, indirectly supported by the popular feeling
against anything in the shape of a standing army.
Paradoxical as the fact may be, it is certain that
Congress treated the Army as though it were a
necessary evil. As for its claims upon the coun-
try, they were never recognized save thm!gh nom-
pulsion, and then in the shahbiest and meanest
manner. It was not enough to withhold from the
patriots in the fleld food, elothing, munitions and
pay. Congress could not he brought to entertain
the question of pensions {n a proper spirit. Tories
and Hessians could hardly have been dedlt with
from & more hostile point of view, in faet, and it
i no wonder that the spirit of mutiny found its
way into this mueh-abused and long-suffering
organization. To make the situation worse and
more ignominifons, corruption was not wanting.
The Army contract acandals which so roused pub-
lic indignation at the North during the War of
the Rehellion only enlarged upon the examples
get during the War of Independence. Politioal
adventurers zrew fat while the soldiers starved and
froze at Valley Forge. The revenues of the States
officers who could not deal with the commissariat.
afficers who could not deal with the eammissarint
All the abuses of political generanlship were in a
flourishing eondition. And to eap the elimax of
fniquity cabals existed in the Army itself, aimed at
Washington.

In these wolumes Mr. Fiske has brought ont
with special prominence the concern in one such
eabal of a man who, for a long time, Amerieans
delighted to honor--General Gates, the so-called
“hero of Raratoga.” The time has come when
that {1l-earned reputation has to fall, and the man
pppears a8 he really was, & pompous, pretentions,
pvil-minded, treacherous impostor; a wretahed
parusite, fattening upon the exploits of other men
and stealing their good nnme; a creature so little
deserving of honorable remembrance that the eap-
ture of Burgoyne, upon which his fame chiefly
rested was the oceasion of perhaps the most im-
pudent asurpation in a eareer checkered by such
meanness. The surrender of Durgoyne was
brought about hy the splendid gallantry and the
initintive of Amold and Morgan, (Gates himself,
though nominally in ecommand, having opposed
the movement and done nothing to support it
Yet in his dispatches Gates made no mention of
the officers who had done all the work, and he
eoolly appropriated all the honors of the day.
Mr. Fiske may possibly be accused of having
striven to rehahilitate the wemory of Benedict
Arnold, so difficult 1s it to tell the truth without
being misunderstood, What he really does is
1o emphasize the continued {ll-treatment of Arnold
by Congregs: an ill-treatment which, while it
cannot exouse or condone his treason, certainly
makes it less diffioult to understand why he played
the traitor, Nor is it right at any time 1o ignore
the really magnificent services rendered to the
cause of Amerioan independence by this man
whose name has become a by-word and reproach.
While he was still faithful no general in the
field was more distinguished both for valor and
military judgment. His successes were great, and
sharacterized by a singular doring. It was not his
tault, assuredly, that the Canadian expedition
failed. And though the deed which demned him

one of wholly inexousable baseness and
it oould mot efface the honorable and

ts which preceded it
fell, “like Lucifer, never to rise
again ;" but he had a carcer before his fall the
contemplation of whish by every candid mind
must temper execration with regret.

COhatles Lee has never heen the object of pop-
ular condemnpation, like Arnold, yet it is open 10
question whether, putting aside dramatic noces-
garies, he was not as black a traitor 24 the man
who drew poar Andre into the trap—and left him
there. Lee, too, abused his positior in the Army
to further designs which were certainly treasonable.
We agree with Mr. Fiske that he ought to have
been shot after Monmouth, and that the pititully
|nadequate sentence passed upon him by the
court-martial was a danger to the cause, and in
gome sanse a betrayal of the publio interests. But
the whole episode serves to illustrate the obverse
gide of the Revolution, and to show how many
obstruotive and dangerous influences were at work
both in the Army and in politics. The defenders of
Charles Lee were, of course, the enemies of Wash-
Ington ; for Lee himself was o most bitter and vin-
dlotive foe of the Commander-in-ohief, and the
malignant adventurer really believed that he was
fit for the highest position in the Army.

Of course mo modern scoount of the American
Revolution could afford to omit a careful study
of English polities during the period, and Mr.
Fiske has furnished a spirited sketch of the lnst
oampalgus of the last absolute English overeign,
fie hos, moreover, duly empbasized the dependenoce
of British freedom and Parlinmentary reform upon
the igsues of that distant struggle, and he has done
well to dispute the general tradition of George
the Third's stupfdity, No doubt it is very human
to impeach the intelligence of those who differ
from us, but it is not & philosophical or a sefentiflo
position to take. George the Third was a man
whose wholé character arrayed him against the de-
mands of liberty-loving men. He cared only for
absolutism, and he resolved, 1f possible. to restore
it in Bngland, He could not endure a constiti-
tional Government, s Minister respongible to the
people. That is why he cluug to the North Min-
istry, which was without independence or spirit—
n mere echo of the Royal will. While North was
at the head of offairs ostensibly, the stubborn
old menarch could say his “sls volo; sie jubeo”
without exaggeration. And this is the reason he
hated the elder Pitt so rancorously and persist-
ently. It has been said that he was 60 narrows-
minded as to be willing to sacrifice the interests
of the Kingdom to the gratifieation of his personal
prejudices, but that is itself a narrow view to tnke
of his condudt. To him the interests of the Crown
were paramount; that is the real explanation of
his course. He wished to be an absolute ruler,
and naturally he subordinated all other consid-
erations to that. Moreover, in opposing any change
of polley in regard to the American colonles he wus
sonsistent, for his aim clearly was to break down
the liberties of Englishmen 3,000 miles awny,
as @ preliminary to introducing the same twyran-
nies at home. If this was not more widely recog-
nized in England the abuses of the time explujn
the general dulness of apprehension. The Iouse
of Commons wids then a nest of rotten boroughs.
The press was neither able nor influentinl, nor
particularly honest. The common penple hiad no
representation, and were, moreover, densely iz
norant, a6 o rule. Mr, Fiske opportunely remarks
upon the evidence which goes to show that the
ratio of public intelligence in this conntry was far
larger than that of England at the time. Dis-
cussion and elbow-room had opened the American
mind. It was still erode enough, but it had gone
ahend of the Dritish mind, which was fostened
in ite rite hy easte, eonvention and an aristooratic
system. We speak of intelligerics, not of morals,
There is nothing to show that Amerfean ethica
had progressed in the same proportion, or, it mishi
be said, in any proportion. They were probablh
up to the general standard of Europe, but no mors
ean be said.

There is one more point in Mr. Fiske's careful
survey which deserves to be noticed. It is the
practieal solidarity of all the interests of elviliza.
tion, demonstrated in the gradual inclusion of the
governments scemingly ‘least interested, in the
American Revolution. Commercinl interests, and
then the balance of power, wronght this Interfer-
ence, until, befors pence was deelared, Englnnd
found herself threatened with whet might very
enslly have expanded into a war with all the worll,
As sueh a war must have been waged upon the
sea, shé might have heen able to undertake it
there, it Its maintenance Wounld eertninly have
exhavsted her strength eventually. Primarily it
may be said thet the outeome of the Hevolution,
like its inception, was due to the obstinate and
despotic aims of one selflsh man in Epglwd,  But
be was sustained and enoouraged by Minis-
ters even more blind and no whit less selfish
and the Colonies In turn owed much of their sue
cess in the war to the blunders aml Incapneity of
eommanders who committed the fatal error ol
underestimating an unknown adversary until it
was too late to revise judgment. And i one man
in Europ: was espeeinlly responsible for all the
suffering and evil of the Revalution, thoughe Lis
ill turned, despite him, to good in the long run, so
an the American side the virtues, patriotism, self-
devotlon and genius of one wan turned the wlis
henvily agalnst the Invaders, more than offset
their superlority in numbers and ornament, and
held the country firm against iteé own weakness
and slugglshness.  Never ean the study of this
great historle pleture cease to be interesting nmid
instruotive : nor is there nnﬁ- better way of pre-
senting it than that which Mr. Fiske has taken in
these volumes—volumes, let us add, which are iu
all respects worthy of his Ligh reputation.
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SUMMER READING.

NOVELS AND SHORT STORIES.

MONK AND KNIGHT. An Historical study In Fletion,
By Frank B, Gunsaulus, In two volumes, 12mo.
Chichgn., A. C. MeChurg & Co.

THE MAID OF HONOR. By the Hon. Lewis Wing-
fleld. 12mo, pp. 340, 1, Appleton & (0.

A LIFE FOR LOVE. By L. T. Meads,
g2,  United States Bookk Company.

FELICIA. By Faunie N. D. Murfres.
458,  Houghton, Miffin & Co.

TOURMALIN'S TIME CHEQUES, By F. Anstey.
16mo, pp. 102. D, Appleton & Co.

FLUTE AND VIOLIN, Ry James Lane Allen, Hius-
trated, 12mo, pp. 308, Horper & Hrothers,

CROSSES. By “Q" 1
203, Cassell Iﬁal:ltium:m f‘nmpnh_\r.o s
A POX OF MONKEYS, AND OTHER FAIUE COME

DIER. By Gmee Livingston Fuornlss,  16mo

Irper & Brathers. '
IDLE TIME TALES,

Francols ('ur]um, Honore de Balzae, Alphonse Da-

det. ond Altred de Musset. Iy . A, Blerstadt,

12mo, pp. 227. Rand. MeNally & Co.

The experiment of Mr. Gunsaulns must have eost
much Wbor, and we fear the resnlt will not be compen
satory. “ Monk and Knighi® is an attempt to depiet
the period of the Reformation In a series of tableans,
linked together by & frail thread of fietion. The out-
come is not very lively, Thera are seatterad bits of
intorost, but The history kills the fiction, and (he
fetton kills the history. A novel with the Reformation
for background might be written. A blstory of the
Reformation 1s searcely neoded.  Bot a mixtare of (e
two was not a happy thonght. The anthor has Intro-
dueced many historieal persimages—that 1s, by name;
bt these gre mere puppets, possessing po individunlity,
nor lifelikeness, and they parade throogh the pages
dreartly and dully. Francls the First, Henry tho
Eizhth of England, Erssmus, Thomoas More, Waolsey,
Loulse of Savoy, and others, are nmong the “drmmatis
personae,” but only ostensbly. The author hns mode
no sttempl to differentinte characters, They all speak
allke. The few attempls ab dramatie action are but
féebly accomplished, and the work as s whole striles
us 8& o rther palnful waste of energy.

Mr. Wingfield has drawn his subject from the
French Revolution, though the Revolution tself cuts
but A small fignre In the story.  There I an historieal
foundation  for the central inejdent—the siteinpt,
namely, by the husband apd brotherdln-law of o
nublewoman to foree her to change her will in their
favor, and then mmurder her; but the author has st
gether overdone his emotion, and also the villany
of his villsne The maMm of honor, the Marchioness
dn Gange, a friend of Mare Antolnetts and
Mineoss da Lamballs, is the partienlnely helpless ahi
apathetio vietin of 83 coarse and clumsy a conspirucy
a8 ever was hiatehed. The chiel conspirmior, the Ahbe
Pharamond, Is painted in such lurid colors as 1o
smouny to a grofesque carlcature.  No human being

12mo, pp.

12mo, pp

NUU'GHTS AND

Transhted from the French of

ever beliaved lhke this  Jmpossible  monster,
and perhnps ni Jinman belng  ever  sat
0 &ill and Impotent In the fuce of kuown

villany as the stunid I wirtoous  Marchloness,

the |

People who ¢an find Interest In stories as uureal
and unthinkable as the wildest dreams may be pleased
with this ons, Thoso who domand some Iittle con-
formity to nstdre in thelr fiction will be disappolnted
with It.

“A Life for & Love” fs much more realiztic in the
working out, but hardly less Impossibie a& repards
plot than the novel last coneldered. The head of a
great mercantile firm accepts as son-in-law n Foung
man without means, on condition that after & year
of marrled 1ifa hoe shall go to Anstralin and arTange
sham death, first having Insured his life for o very
Inrie t, which t 15 to save the merchant
from ruin and shame by enabling him to make good
a trust fund he Nas stolen. The young man who
agrees to this plece of drellsm 1is represented
mmmuomm.-mnanm
Jenst remarkabla, Almrmﬂﬂ.lbodmnﬂtm
him, but consents to marry bim fto pleaso her
affectionate but criminal pops. It is not surprising
mtﬂnmmedwmmmuilm
m.mmu;mulm:fmm
author's introdnction of what the Pwychical Research
Socioty has been pleased to denominate * Phantasms
of the Living,” under conditions altogether {rrecon-
ellablo with such phenomens.

Miss Murfree’s ©Pellcia” 15 not s chedFfal novel,
nor is it a very interesting one. It turns upon the
attempt of o restless-minded yonng woman to live the
fife of & publie singer whom ghe has marrled in
deflance of her family. The singer {s really a very
good fellow—too good, one fs Inclined to think, for
the wife, who 15 selfish and dlgloyn! withont meaning
or Eknowing it. Things betwoen them, however, get
Into such s tangls that the author finds it necessary
to ki1 one of her diffienlt characters before the end of
the story; and we are porry to say that in our judg-
ment she has “removed” the wrong one. There 18
some falrly good oharacter analysis In the tale, but
it lacks brightness and hamor, and the gloom seitles
more and more desply down nntil the close,

Mr. Anstey is generally original in his raneeita
snd not less generally amusing. In “Tourmalin's
Time Chegues” he has devised an ingenlous motive,
which s handled with decided skill and smonthness.
The idea of the “time cheques” 18 novel, and just
absurd enough to be entertaining, and the adventures
of Peter Tourmalin in expending his cheques are of
a kind to ellolt leughter from the grimmest reador.
To give any hint as to the nature of the fun
would be nunfair to all who have the pleasure of
peading the book In store. Wa have only one
fault o find with the book, and that concerns the
Aenouement, which tn truth 1s hackneyed.

The Kentucky tales and shketehes pablished by
James Lane Allen under the title of “Flute and
Violin™ are full of varied merit and {nterest, and while
dealing In some Instances with trite subjecls, Invest
them with an originality and freshness which more
than mokes amands. There is much sinapls pathos In
most of these storfes, of which the “The White Cowl"
and *Bister Dolorosa® opens & new veln, in dealing
with Amerjosn momasticism as a motive fn fiction.
Mr. Allen does not rely at all upon dinlect, which 1s
a rellef, for dialect has been torribly overworked for
some time. .

The author, who writes under the “ nom de plume® of
«Q" hns bronght tegethes, In ihe wolume entitled
wxNmghts and  Crosees™ a number of storles and
ghotohes which ehow him nt his best,  He posiesses a
distinciide, quaint and pleasant sixle, and & whim-
siegitty which marks the true humorist, 1le mever
imitates or borrows, which s much to bn able to Ray
of any writer In days when every subject has boen
evploited and every idea worn threadbtare.  Moreover
he hos not injured himeelf, a8 &0 mAny promising
writers do, 1% exeessive production: a tatilt whieh Is
for more fatal 1o genins than neglect. “Q" evidently
works slowly and carefully, and so It is that mueh of
Lis best work reads as though (4 had cost no effort
whatever, His new volume I8 just the kind of thiog
to take into the country.

Under the title “A Pox of Monkevs,™ Gracs Liv-
ingston  Furniss has collested four farce-comedies of
vor¢ mueh the sane order of interest, They are
lgnt, as thexy onght to be, and they are chnrinterizod
by what our grandfathers called a *tonch-and-go-man-
ner.” Of conrse it wonld be absurd to look for
dramatie monins In eompositions of the kind. Fun Is
all that ean be expeeted of them, and if they provide
that they fulil their miselon.  They are, moreover, for
voung people, and young peopls laugh more easlly
vinn thelr sentors, and 5 should find in these liktle
farce-comedies sufflelent entertaltment.

“1dle Time Tales" consist of four translations, from
Coppes, Balzae, Daudet, and De Mueset, respectively.
We cunnot say that the transdatlons are well done, nnd
as mrch better Entlish vorslons of most of the stories
exist elsewhere, perhaps It was hardly worth while to
oifer the publie these Indifferent versions,

LITERARY NOTES.

John Poavne, the translator bf the latest editton of
dmhe Arhian Nights]" s now at work upon a com-
plets metrical transintlon of the writines of Nafiz, the
prest Persian poet.  The work will be fssued by the
Villon Socloty.

Thiero 16 6 Haht merry and sauey tarn in Mr, Arthur
Dirlshatie’'s artiele in “The Nook-Liuyer,” on his young
comrade, Richnrd Harding Davis. To speak In Swive
ellercse, 1t 15 “a sparklaz” and conveys thereby »
neat andl vivid Impression of lig subject. Thoea
cutlons coticerning Mr. Davie's Lusy and extremely
croditabile Htemey eareer must sealt “The Hook-Tmyer”
for satiefaction—tha tals is too long to quote: but here
iy the serap of personal deseription ascompanying a
pood portralt of the author pf “ Gallegher™: @ Itlchiard
Harniigg Davis 18 & young man, twonty-slx years old.
He is big, with broad shoulders, has a great deal of
color In his face, and {8 good-looking. 1le welghs
about 183 pounds, . He §s a good hand at varlous
athlette exerclses, ¥nows all about foothall, and has
long Leen recognized as probably the best swimmer on
the New-Jersey coast, e has saved severnl peopls
from drowning, and his ife has also been saved, under
very romantic olrenmstances. It wns & young girl
who pulled him out of the water,”

It 15 said by a writer for “ The North Chine Heranld®
that fletlon among tlie Celestists Is, and alwnys has
bean, an tnfluence for evil, mueh condemned by moral-
ists of the Confoelan schoal.

The four “ Lectnres on Arehitectnre and Palnting”
delivered by Mr. Ruskin in Edinbuegh in 1853, and
never reprinted since the seeond edition fn 1663, are
now to be brought out by Mr. Allen. Two of these
lectures are on “Architeetura,® the third s on * Tur-
per and His Works,” and the fourth on ~ Fre-Haplaei-
{tism.®* The fifteen full-page Nlustrations by Mr. Rus-
%in will spprar in thelr proper plares In the text, as
in the first edition. Pesides the ordinary lssue, there
Is 1o b & spocinl edition of the book of 250 coples, on
hand - made paper.

Alnck! There be they who care not for ¥ Looking
Ruckward.” “Xot long past,” says “The London
Academy,” © there wns published s book of an ngliness
so gross and a valgarity so pestilent that jt descrved
the bonfire and the hangman, the fate of no worse
pooks in & by-gone age. The hook has been bonght
by tens of thousands and hundred of thonsands, in
Enaland and Amerens; clubs and societies have been
collsd after 1ts author's name. ‘That book is ‘Looking
Dackward,' Tt purported to give ps an  Insight
It the perfeeted socksty of the future] and what we
saw was a nightmare spectacls of macliinery dominating
the worll.”

A correspondent ashs us fo republish Mr, Aldrich's
protty poem on the “ Flight of the Goddess"—{hat grace-
ful hit of consolatian for genlue In a garret—for the
Lenefit of the discontented and poverty-stidehen man
of hralns with a prejudice In favor of clothes and some-
thing to eat.  But 1t has not boen proven, in spite of
Mr. Aldriel’s charming verses, that a gurvet Is betler
for the geuins than a comfortable home. Flying 1o
spledt from sorrow and adversity, ho finds a refuge In
the world of Imagination, but It §s quite possible that
other Inflnences, which fate denles 0 him, might de-
velop his powers ns thoroughly. The question 1s still
open for discasslon.

Young Lord Honghton Is showing In his posms much
of his father’s Hght and graceful fancy: and it Is sad
that hls sister, the Hou. Mrs. Hennlker—whose novel,
“air George,” has Just been published—also shows a
good deal of the patarnal elevorness.

The falr Ouwida doesn't like youug Master Kipling,
“ A young man,” she observes, with emphasis, “ has of
Inta been hatled as o fina writer, when ha has nelther
knowledge of style nor common acguaintance with
grammar, and should be whipped and pot In o corner
Mhe w nanghty ohild, for his impudenes In tonching
pen and ink without ¥newing how to nss them.® This
I8 4 queer eriticlem to como from Onulds, whoss own
siyle Is sometimes only less extraomdinary than her
Erammar,

As for Kipling's style, Dame Natnro has been kind
to him, for he rarely falls to use the unerringly right
wornd—a rude one, perhaps, bul exprvessly formed, It
would aliost seem, W Il exactly the place wherein Le
casts It

ROWENY IN BOSTON

»

XIX.

FERDINAND IN TROUBLE.
(ghis 1801: By The Tridune Amsociaton,
um:;: a'n she reached home Rowena took
her little band lamp aud went up to her room
where the one window looked over the wide
streteh of posture land, The moon lighted up
the pasture now. .

The girl sat down a momeht with the letter
in her hand. Phillp had gone. He had not
lingered & moment, save 1o take her hand and
sy in an unsteady volce that “he didn'v know
when he should see ber again, He should try not
to see her: he didn't think he could stan’ it to
keep meeting her.”

Mrs. Tuttle was standing fn the open door when
her daughter walked slowly up to the house.

w Oh, Roweny ! * she exclajmed. * I do hope you
aint done nothin' you'll he sorTy for."

“1 hope so too,” returned Rowena. “T've
done what 1 had to do. Don’t stop me, mother.
1 can’t talk about it."

Then she had taken her lamp and gome up
stairs. Her sisters looked nt her wonderingly.

Mrs. Tuttle stepped put to the bnrn, where her
hushand was looking after a sick cow.

“T guess it's all over, Hiram,"” she said, stop-
ping in the yard, where she found, him entting
up fodder.

“ What's over?” in an alarmed tone.

4 All our plans 'bout Roweny 'n' Philup. £he's
Jest come home.”

“0Oh, well,” returned Mr. Tuttle, “we can't
manage them things, yon know. The young folks
have thelr own notlons, 1 hope it'll all come
out right, 'n’ I guess 'twill, Do you think"—paus-
ing in pushing the fodder through the cutter, * do
you think she's got o fancy for this feller that's
round, fn' that can't say r only once 'n' &
while 2"

“I've ben tryin’ to make up my
can't. Well's 1 know her, I ean't seem
What do you think of him?”

“T like him first-rate. He aln’t mo fool, I
toll ye. I've heen watehin' him. He'a in love
with her.”

Mr. Tuttle spoke rather proudly. He had taken
to Bradford more than his wife had dope. Tt was
a recommendation for the young man that he had
fallen in love with Rowena.

At Inst the girl detached her thoughts from
Philip sufficiently to recall her interest in the letter
she lind just received,

It was not from the young man whose annt was
a medium. It was from Miss Phillipps. She had
lost no time in keeping her promise to her eousin
Keats. Her note to Rowena had gone out in the
same day on which he had gone. There were not
many lines. The girl’s eyes flashed engerly down
the page, then back agaln for a second readling.
Surely there was more than that., No, there wos
not.

The letter seemed to he cordial, It asked
Rowenn to come to Charles-st. for a visit of a
week or two on her retiitn w0 Boston. The writer
would not leave town quite as early as she had
ance intended.

It was in vain for Rowena to read the words
again. She was chilled. DBut she did not know
why. Her very fingers grew ocold as they held
the paper and felt the meesage from her heart.
And yet it seemed o ecordial, sincere invitation.

She would not wo to Miss Phillipps's house.
Tven if she haa felt differently she would not go,
because she wans In Doston to work. Shé was to
leave home the following Monday. She eould
gpare na more time before the long summer when
she would be in the country and wonld feel as if
everybody was looking at her and condemning lier
benaige, [f she must take lessons, she did not
take them of that woman whe came out from
some plane=it was not known where—only *she
came out.® Sbe made a person an artist in six
onsy lessons,

Rowenn was very much depressed when at last
she lay down for the night. In the backgronnd
of all lier reflections was tlie face of Philip Barrett
when he had bidden lier good.hy. There was also
n feeling that her money might not hold ont,
She supposed people always spent more than they
intended to spend, She felt thnat she had been
gaving of her pennles to the verge of meanness
And they were getting so low., She mnst decide
whether she would apply for the sohool Georgle
Wharner would give np In the fall. She should
dislike it: but she might be abliged to teach a
term or two so that she might still go to Alles-
tree for lessons. She eonld not concelve any
gtress of clroumstances beyond an interferenoe hy
Providence that wounld make her give up her
learning to paint, It had been a dear trinmph
for her to know that, since her study, she had far
more control of her hand when she made sketches
from nature. There was a something she could
catoh and hold now which had always eluded her
hefore.

Mr. Brodford praised while he eritielsed. He
had many ways like his consin, Rowena had al-
most fallen into a habit of watching for those
ways. When they came she would suddenly look
up at the young mon and smile. Oo such ocen-
glons the responsive smile upon lis face was he-
coming so ardently warm that Rowena was
vaguely moved by it

The next day was Saturday. On the Monday,
early, she wonld go back to Boston in a boat with
Uncle Reuben. To ride thus would not be tedi-
ous now that the days were sweet and warm with
the near presence of summer. Besides, she saved
a car fare hy going this way. She would send
Miss Puillipps a note from Hudson-st.

Lytng there close to the roof of the old house
ahe bezan to compose the note to Miss Phillipps.
But her mind wandered: she no longer heard
the frogs. She was nsleep.

Georgie Warner was already mending mpidly,
The news that Mary June Jewett wns really
going to mary Charlle Simmons and “lve in
Boreton,” was now widely disseminated. Miss
Jewett had kept ler promiee. She had told
Jim Townshend, e had struggled manfully under
the blow, and he was resolved that Georgle
ghould eomfort him, as resolved ag he eould be
with his kind of a mouth and chin,

AMiss Jewett, to facilitnte faorther the distribn
tion of the news, had lmparted it to Marthy S.

When Rowena walked over to see Georgle late
Saturday afternoon she had found that invalld
sitting in o roeker, with a pillow, at her baek,
looking over Btrips of patehwork., She even had
visions of n new kind of pattern of a bedquilt
that should outde anything ever yet made.

Georgle was still weak, however, She wns
melted to tears at sight of her friend, who had not
been afraxd to speak to that Jewett girl

She hugged Rowena with lLiyaterical fervor.
She asserted that if it had not been for her she
“ghonld have ben in her grave ‘fore the 4th of
July."

Rowenn oonld not dispnte this assertion. She
sat down and put her amm round Georgie. Bhe
listened, a little alsently, to a great desl of talk
of Jim and Jim's goodness, now he wns “ really
red of that awful Jewett girl.” Georgie almost
binted that Jim would probably have taken meas-
ures himss!f to be “red of her" if things hadn't
turned out exaetly as they had.

It was not many days since this change of
cireumstances had ocourred, but {t seemed rather
long ago. Georgle's intensity of interest in bed-
quilts at last wearied even Rowena, She must
go back. She rose. She skiltully purried or
fgnored any references to the elty feller, also to
Fhilip Barrett. She thought she could not henr
Philip's name mentioned. She was in terror lest
Georgle might speak it

She eanght up Marmadake under her arm and
hurrled nway. She would stop and say good-hy
on Monday.

She wolked through the small pine wood, the
odorous dusk soothing her. She was almost
ashamed and wholly astonished that she was eager
to get awny from home ageln,

She believed her home and its surroundings
must have changed. Ouly Ler mother and father
were the samo alwavs, At thought of them all

mind, but I
to tell.

pature melted snddenly and flooded her eyes.
1t was full of black shadows among the pines
there, though the moonlight was bright beyond
the trees. Rowena could hear the terrier rustling
sbout In the sweet-smelling pine needles, sniffing
and sometimes growling under his breath. He
*uuwmwuuumn.mhmm.
Suddenly he ran forward and barked in such a
tumultuous way that ench explosion raised his

forefeet from the ground.

Rowena stood still, hidden in the shadows.
It was & lonely place, bit the girl had traversed
it many a dark pight and never *hought of fear.
It was & part of her home to her. But she was
startled,

She could not see Marmaduke at all, but he
kept up his clamor a8 he never did save at some
kind of an intruder.

After walting a moment, Rowena walked for.
ward toward the dog. Now she saw in the moon-
light the figure of a woman, hesitating and look-
ing about her doubtfully,

% Qome here, Marmaduke! Be still, siri”

Boweuundmoedunhe:pake.mdndmm
stranger.

“Is it Miss Tuttle?” inquired s voice which
Rowena had heard before, but which she ocould
not really recognize.

She went swiftly forward.

“Did you want meP” sho asked, alarmed and
surprised.

The stranger, who wore a long, gray eloak and
a close bonnet, olasped her hands nervously to

gether.

* Oh, I'm so thankful to find you!" she erled in
o subdued voloe, “It secems as if I'd been looking
for you for ages, though I only left Doston this
afternoon.  You lknow me, don't you, Miss

Tuttle ?”
Rowens held out her hand.
“\Why, it's Miss Foster!! she said, in strong

surprise.

Miss Foster moved a féw steps until she came to
a tree; she leaned heavily against it.

“ P just os nervous 's I can be,” she said dis-
tressfully. * We drove over from the mest town.
Ferdinand would have it so. He said he didn't
sare what did Liappen: he would see you before
he went: and he made me come with him. He
enid he shouldn't dare to come without me. He
took & notion that you seemed to like me. You
know we sald we'd go to see each other in Bors-

ton,”
“Yes,” sald Rowena. She was becoming ex-
oited herself now. She wanted to question the
girl, but she hardly knew how to do so. She
tried to be quiet, and walt. Meanwhile the moon-
light revealed Miss Fosters faco to be more pallid
than usual, and full of the keenest auflering. Her
ayes were wild and dilated. She was contin.
ually looking behind her, and often she stqpped
in the middle of a sentence and seemed to listen.
She left the tree and eame close to Rowena.
“You ser,” she sald, almost whispering, and
speaking so rapldly v wos difficult for her listener
to follow her. * Ferdinand's got into trouble. He
msde me promise to tell yon. He's so generous
and so good-hearted, you know, that he's been
spending too much money. He's the most generous
fellow in the world; money just slips out of his
hands. Oh, Miss Tuttle, don't you go and think
he's bad! I'd know what 1 should have done it it
hadn't heen for him since T've been sick,
him and the Sclence Ie's g6t into debt,
Oh, 1 mustn’t stop to tell you sall abont it. You
know bLe's head bookkeeper for Nichols Brother,

He's béen taking money now aml then, for some
time. He was going to r lt.‘bnck, you know,
He fixed up the books so 1v didn't show  He says
in a few months more, he thinks, he should have
had a chanee to pay it all back. DBut they've
found it out, or Ferd 18 almost ure they suspect.
He says he's got to skip; he says he'll go out of the
country: be suys he sh'll find some way to pay
sum: le's sure he shall, He's out there, roung
ihe turn. the other side of those savins, Wil
you eome? Ile's woittfig.”

Rowena conld not, for the moment, reply. Bhe
gazed in silence at the girl, who kept twisting
her hands together.

“We ean't waste time,”  said Miss Foster,
“Wa've got to be over to Hibbard’s station to
eatoh the midnight trafn, and our horse's l?een
getting lame for the last mile or two, It's a
stable lLoree from the town herd, and I've got
to drive it back. You see he mighy have gone
right on in the train, but he was bound to see
vou. ile snid he'd risk it. Oh, do come! How
can it harm you?"

Rowena did mnot hesitate any longer. Miss
Fester took her hand eagerly and together the
two girls ran along the dusty, ‘moonlghted road.

Not for, however. The terrier, racing on ahead,
came to a place where he began to hark again.
A form detached itself from the darkness under
e savins, There was 4 horse and buggy stand-
Ing_near,

Rowena had not a eingle word at lier com-
manid as young Foster eame out into the moon-
light. She held fast to her companion's hand
lest she might try to leave her.

Fardinand Foster took off his hat ‘without- any
of his old flourish. He had no dispiay of neck-
tie and no flower in his butten-hole. He fixed
Lis eves eagerly on Rowena. She held out her
hand There wns somgthing so desnlate and ap-
pealing in Fuster's face and attitude, gometliing
so entirely different from the way she had re-
membered him, rhi‘.t n}t:o l;hv,vod her kindly im-

ulse and put out her hand,

P It is :;:wruil,\' good of yuln.“ 'l;lo stammered
“You see I had to see you, Il——

ffe stopped suddenly, He turned and walked
awny a few steps, his hat still in his hand, his
head bent. -

Rowena hardly knew him. 6he wos so 8OITY
that her foce was almost tendor.

He returned nod stood in_ front of her back
to the Jight which was upon her in full radiance.

“Since I've seen you, Miss Tuttle,” he Pegun
agnin, * I've meant to be a better fellow. I'd got
{uto kind of bad ways, you know. But from the
minute 1 saw you I felt different, Ive left oft
dolog n lot of things that 1 knew you waonldn't
ke, I meant to tell you all abont It some time,
when I knew vou better, But I souldn't see you
much, somehow. I wish I sonld have seen you
more. 1 don't see how a_fellow could he very
had that saw you often. Yes, I do wish I could

liave seen you more.”

Rowena was silent. She was trying to recog-
niza the man before her. FEven his voice seemeid
unfamilinr, She could not gnite realize that these
words were spoken by Mr. Foster—and to her.
It was all unreal. The moonlight, the two peo-
ple, the shadowy carringe and homse; even the
terrier. now sitting silently elose to her feet might
have been some other terrier.

“Yon ain't going to be sngry with me, are
von 2" asked Foster, coming still nearer. * 1 know
1 was cheeky in tryin’ to see you! but you'll over-
look i, won't yon? I guess you don't know how
I've been thinkin' of yon. Tb tell yon the truth,
it you were a friend to o fellow I don't see how
e eonld help being good. T wish I'd known you
a wond whils ago”

Still Rowena (1id not speak. DBut she wans
touched, She did not understand very well how
he sould really mean that o man wonld be better
if ghe wers his friend. She thought it was only a
way of speaking,

foster wos looking at her iIntently, longingly
is commonplace fage reeeived a little dignity from
his earnestness,

His slster drew ont her watah and looked at it

“There ain't much more time, Fred,” she said.

He torned Tlm"m savagely upon her,

ST oan't help it,” he erisd,  *T don't gee how
T'm going to get that train, anyway. Look nat
that horse. He ean’t put that foot to the ground
now. I'm just up n tree—thats what 1 am."

Miss Foster begnn to wring her hands.

“Ton't do that,” he went on, “ What's the
nse of it? If T ean get away 1 shall.
thu}"il nab me, that's allL"

He seemed ashamed of this outburst, for he
went on directly, looking at Rowena and then
back to his slster:

“You see, I ain't slept much lately., I'm a reg-
ular brute, Miss Tuttle—"

Here Lo appenred unable to control his voiee
dimnt?'. He put his hand to his necktie, ns if he
must loosen it. All the time he was gazing in-
tently at Rowena, whose feell were o mixture
of plty nqd & desire to turn and run away.

I don't suppese I shall ever see you again,”
he said. “I ean't evef tell you—you wouldn't
want me to tell von how [—"

“Oh, no! no!" eriel Rowens, in o kind of
tright, suldenly feeling that the expression in the
man's eves had all at once become unendurahle.
She could not be looked at in that way by Ferdi-
mué;‘! Foater. i g . e -

She retreated a few steps. haps unoon-
solously. Foster followed her. 15

“1 tell you I shall never see yon again,” he
repeated passionately.  * Haven's you any pity
to throw to me?”

The pleading in his volee touched her now. She
put out hoth her hands

“Oh, T am sorry! 1 am sorry!” ghe sald, with
pathetic samestness.

He seized hoth hands and beld them despair-

Ingly.

He eould not say any different words from
those he hoad alrendy used,

“1 dn wish 1 eould have seen you oftener!”

* Ferdirand | *
f'a ster called his name, She was trying to

It I don’t

Foster heside »If. Rowena
mdmwhmo:dudbwmmly. 'l"‘brn
bor who had a horse that eould go
heyond a slow trot, Useless to think of them,
She knew that Mr, Dradford’s horse was fleet,
She had thought he would come over this even.

oy el e Nolho ® g o

at her house . But eon
Eg‘)?uﬂlmﬂmmuwlltmw
It is true that th

tanely. One of R ¥t
sound of a quick gnllop came down the road
Rowena knew that prhi very well. She ran
down to meet the coming horseman. He saw her

and oame more rapidly. He to
mund. Bhe hardly lmhj at Mmm'g& m::
&wu hridle,
“Come, Mr. Foster! Qnunick! This horse'l
take yon!”

Foster ran forward, He eaught Rowena's
hand and kissed it. He jumped into the :ﬂﬁ
and rode away.

Rowenn now turned to Keats Pradtord,

“You'll Iend your forse for a few hours, won*
you, Mr, Bradford ? case |8 very uruent,®

Bradford's face was rather hlack. He wa
thinking of the kiss upon Rowena’s hand,

“1 think I shall lend him." he answered, * sing
you ask me, and since he is already gone.

AMERICA'S PROBLEMS.

A FEW JUST WORDS FROM ENGLAND.

From The Spectator, London.

During the Philadelphia Centennial Exhibition,
them!motthemﬁuuchha to be
Hving with an Eng n who Liad for spine years
made his home in the United States. le wos o
man of much quiet observation and shrewd in.

telligence, He one day summed up the resalt of
his experience of great Kepublic in theso
words: “The more [ see of the people of the

United States, the more contradictory seem to mo
to be the conclnsions which any man living among
them, who does not feel himseif to be vne of them,
must draw from ‘what passes under his eye. Yon
have no sooner sten one set of phenomens w
make you disposed to put in a very short fone
some very definite statement ss to the characte
ties of the wople, n a new eeries
of events tend w induce ¥uu to maks
a statement of exaetly opposite mdcnc{. At
one moment you feel convinced that there
never was among any s0 great a love of
order; at another, that never did any people show
such an ex tolerance of disorder and
such a love of riot. At one moment it seems as if
the Central Government had power at all; st
the next, it suddenly acts with a despotism that
would be hardly tolerated in Russis, or that would
ast there be 't.empledred by assassination.’ AS
ne moment vou would say there never was &
?iov;mmn. either municipal or politleal, so0
hopelessly corrupt: at the next, a sud revolt of
all the strongest elements in 080
AgRINST corruption makes you feel that ther®
never was a people so thoronghly determined
at all costs to put down corruption. 'ou might
earry on the same series of contradwtory assertions
almost indefinitely. There is hardly any state-
ment that eould be e by any student :if m
can life as to which I am mot prepared,
at & moment's notiee, to put forward
what will seem to be irrefragable con.
firmation of the truth, or {rrefragable demonstra.
tion of its falsehomtl. The fact is, that the grest
questions which have interested mankind through.
out their history are here heing fought out with
an almost fair field.® We think that that is the
true answer to the writer in “Blackwood," who,
in the current mouth’s issue, has brought a savige

indistment agalnst the great Republic.  'We do not
deny that many of the facts he quotes tend to
prove the assertion he makes of less tyr-

anny and corruption that pﬂe in the States.
We venture, however, to Delleve that another
writer, as much prejudiud fn favor of the States
ns this writer is prejudiced against them, ruld
eagily produce evidence for a panegyric ns eathusi-
astio as this attack is swee and vindictive,
But, after all, it is in the private lives of
its citizens that the true condition of & country ean
hest he studied; and we therefore think iv fort.
unate that, in the same month in which
this attack s formulated, attention should be
drawn to a singularly representative life which has
just come to an end, Wulm'les" who was
rsonally well aoquainted with General Sherman,
Eﬁ? a series of articles in “ The United Servies
waine,” giving a study of the career of that
";. auhifu‘.'f Seein tiaaﬁ Shb:mnn Wi tn!:’nre than
!o r8 of age when he began to ta rt in
the Cf:ﬁ War, and had passed ;hm-.‘;ah 2‘ modn
eventful carcer hefore that , Lord Wolseley
Las felt that no study of the two or thres yeany
during which Sherman fought for the Union would
adoquntely represent the man. He therefem, in
the eurrent mimber, restricts himself to the perflod
which preceded the war. We do not propose to
follow him through the varions ineidents of Sher.
man's life as hanker, landsurveyor, lawyer and
loneer. We are only gled to the opportuns
ty presented by this study of his of life to'
draw certain conclusions as to the “}mmtﬁ riised by
the * Blagkwood * review. Lord Wolseley's object
is naturally to select the plums from Shermnn's very
interestiag biography, end from other sources of
information. Ours 18 to take more especinlly
one incldent of Sherman's eareer, as jllustrating
events whieh are passing at the present moment.
Sherman, during the early days of Californian
emigration, and during the height of the goli-
tever, found himself in presence of a eondition
of things veby similar to that which now prevalls
in New-Orleans. A Comfiittee of Public Bafety
during that time virtnally seized the exeoutiva

power in San Franeiseo, and, being sup-
ported nt first hy the most respestable
sitizens in the town, proceeded to put down

a ecomndition of lowlessness which the estab.
lished authorities had been unwilling or upable
to suppress.  There seem to be only a few featurey
in which there is o sharp contrast between the
present state of things in New-Orleans and the
state of things then existing in San Francisco.
In the first place, no foreign question was In.
volved, the men who were execnted by lyneb law
being apparently American citizens. In the see-
ond, the Cen Government was too distant, 100
completely cut off from communication witl
Francigco, to interfere by protest or otherwise i
what went on. Thirdly, the same {solation o
Californin left the loeal public opinfon to rule
enpreme, the oral influence of the opinion of
the people of the States as a whole beins una
to act ip time. What, however, is most interest-
ing in the incidents that followed, which no one
has described in a more interesting way
(ieneral Sherman himself, {s the mixture of mo-
tives which netuated  those who op)
and those who ossisted  the  Committed
of Public Safety. No one could have @
stronger feeling than Sherman had of the dau,
and mischiefs of such a remedy for
order. No one could have illustrated more forel
Lly from the subsequent history how such an insti-
tution, when once established, was sure to draw
to ltself elements as eorrupt as those which it had
replaced ; to inspire terror among the very people
on whose support it had first relied: and hecause
of the seeresy and [llegality of {ts opemtions, to
become at once a danger to soclety, o gross ty-
ranny, and an actuslly evil power. Yet fron a cer-
tain historical fairness to those to whom he wag
opposed, Sherman so tells the story as to maks
it very difficult for an Englishman not to see
that he might have folind himself on either slle
in the contest whioh followed.
It was a gennine love of order, and even, in
the main, of uncorrnpt justice and teal wﬂfi;ﬁ.
which indueed many of the best cltizens of Uall-
fornia to join or support the Vigilance Committee.
The feeling that it was time that wild murder in
the strests should at any cost be sm?wi: the
determination I]’mt trials of eriminals should pod
hecome a farce hesause of hribery: the sense that
there was n higher law than that of going throagh
the forms of justies,—all these were oparative
causes of the movement, Affer all, is one not
carried bnelk by the suzgestions which the story
u#:m to that memorable time when all Eugland
watehed the trial of Hampden? Are not the fevl
ings which inepired these men very like those
whioh England felt when it became evident tha
ustice was not to be obtained In the Jaw courts
Jl‘hr diffieult iunl:l which thea lulrlnmt-ii.
row grecter as the years went on ar T ¢
gsnl’ll getnmlnminn of every hw-ahldinﬁ Eu;t‘nh—
man, are issues such as are continnally comi
hefore our cousins across the water, To us
soems that they ought to be watehed with sym.
thetle interest, not with hasty detraction.
fon like Shermau and others fully rep
resent the side which desires to  gleal
the édministration of the ordinary law,
and at all cost to waintain its supremaocy. But
the words of the Philadelphia Englishmon eon-
tinually reeur to us. T men secmed ta us W
be the trie descendants of our own forefathers,
sot to olve problems other than those which we
have to solve. In their own way, our own ame
quite diffioult enough. They are almost as easily
misrepresented. We have much need to ask
a generous nppreciation and understanding of our
own difficulties.  We too, in the cause of right
have often to cast aside forms which we do nol
the less reverence. We are not likely any the
better to solve ouUr own questions beoause we
nnlnnmuﬂy conderon  others who have diffe
onlties to face, of which we have no experience.

SHE THOUGHT OF HER DOLL
From The Youth's Companion.

Edith and ber brother were togother and
into wouble with thelr toys. ’}?ﬂ,ﬁu became :ﬁ
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