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THE MERRITT MATTER.

H o w  H e le n  B la k e  B r o u g h t A b o u t A 

C h ris tm a s  R e c o n c ilia tio n ,

m

' P S

a

”1 wonder what^you’ll be like at my age,” 
said William Merriot angerly to his son 
Albert, one day memorable in the lives of 
both.

William Merritt was what the people called 
“a hard man to get along with.” 
He was hard, just, sincere and 
severe. He began mature life as a flatboat 
captain, and finished his training as sheriff of 
an Indiana county. A born ruler, at 50years 
of age he knew absolutely nothing of any 
methods save stern command and force ready 
for instant applic tion. To this he added a 
habit of perpetual fault finding.

He had been going over the hoary harangue 
with which some old people have insulted 
young ones since the days of Homer, about 
the good boys and the industrious young men 
of his early life and the degenerate sons of 
these days, when Albert’s satirical humor 
rose.

“You’re mighty little account now,” said 
the father. “What’ll you be at my age?”

“ I suppose,” said Albert, unconsciously 
imitating his father’s sneer, “ I’ll do like other 
old men—sit and tell lies about the big things 
I did when I was a boy.”

It was one of those insults which some men 
consider “the first blow,” and the second fell 
promptly. Raising his broad, right hand, 
and foaming with rage, the father brought it 
down fiat across the son’s mouth, d he blood 
flew from Albert’s nose as he staggered back. 
He rallied, gazed an instant on the father, 
then turned away with clinched teeth and set 
purpose.

He sought his confidant, Sam McCorkle, 
the drunken shoemaker’s boy near by, who 
was of the same age as Albert, but knew fifty 
times as much of the tricks and devises of the 
oppressed. At 10 years Sam was an expert 
it evasive tricks; at 18 he was simply a prod- 
igy.

These two had met and conferred often— 
the sad, cynical skeptic, whose father was 
among the well to-do farmers of the commun
ity, and the finished trickster, whose father 
was the outcast; they often laid out wonderful 
plans of life in distant regions; but soon a 
fair young face rose before Albert Merritt’s 
eyes, and he could not make up his mind to 
go. It was the face of Helen Blake, only a 
few years before his schoolmate. But now 
Albert was resolved. If Helen thought of 
him as often as he did of her, she would wait 
for him to return, and if she were worth the 
winning she would respect him more for leav
ing the discomforts of his present life. Thus 
he reasoned.

Late that night two lads with small bundles 
might have been seen, but took care not to be, 
on the river road, and it was soon known to 
all the community that they had leit the place.

Of farewells the boys had said none.
Albert had indeed written a brief note to 

his mother, in which he had bidden her a 
good by full of clumsily worded tenderness, 
and another to Helen, which he had formally 
begun “Miss Helen Blake,” and in which he 
had as formally expressed the hope that, 
though absent perhaps for years, he would not 
be forgotten. These epistles he took with 
him in his flight, and a day or two later en
trusted them to Sam McCorkle to post, but 
that individual, fearful that the route of de
parture would be guessed by the postmark, 
calmly destroyed them, although he solemnly 
declared to Albert that he had deposited them 
in the postoffice of a considerable town 
through which they journeyed. And so the 
two boys were quite cut ofi from the old 
world of semi servitude.

That a father should be sorry for the flight 
of a son is but natural; that he should, while 
a spark of pride or anger remains, tell any 
one of his sorrow would be contrary to all re
corded precedents in such cases. William 
Merritt was not the man to violate precedents 
of discipline. He held himself stiffly, waved 
away the subject complacently .and said when 
he spoke at all, “Oh, he’ll soon get sick of 
his flirt; he’ll be glad enough to come back.” 
But late summer yielded to autumn, and au
tumn gave place to winter, and a sad Christ 
mas day had come, for Albert Merritt had 
made no sign.

When Helen Blake was told that Albert 
Merritt was a “runaway boy” she merely said, 
“Ah, indeed,” and bent very low over her 
work; but she knew why he had gone—knew 
it, indeed, about as well as he did.

Ere long she and Mrs. Merritt seemed to 
have a good deal to say to each other. They 
seldom if ever mentioned Albert, but it always 
seemed that the mother was much cheered 
after a visit from Helen. In her own de
sponding heart the mother said: He w ill
never come back, he is too much like his 
father,” a favorite delusion with mothers, by 
the way. And so, on this sad Christmas day, 
the two sorrowful women exchanged deep 
symathies without exchanging a word on the 
subject nearest their hearts, and the mother 
felt that night as if volumes had been spoken 
on the subject, when in fact it had not been 
mentioned. And thereafter Helen came 
oftener and oftener, and somehow after each 
visit the mother felt an assurance that all 
would be right, and felt it just the same 
whether Albert’s name was mentioned or not.

Now, after the first shock was passed, Hel
en Blake never felt a doubt in her bosom that 
she would in good time receive some word 
from Albert Merritt, and she would have 
risked much on her conviction that she 
would hear before either of his parents,though 
she could not have told you why, and proba
bly would not if sh« could, for the best farm 
in Jackson township. Yet she knew it all the 
same, and visited the Meriitts often, and at 
each visit it somehow fell out that something 
rather singular happened.

On one occasion she grew quite hilarious in 
reminiscences of a certain school exhibition, 
and told how the teacher had photographs of 
the whole class taken; a set for all, and how 
childish the pictures looked now, and how 
everybody had changed, though it was but six 
years ago, and then she brought out the pho
tographs—cheap, tawdry things they were,
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but among them was one of a tall, fair boy, 
with all the glow of class leadership in his 
eye, and light hair curling around a bold fore
head, and under it, in round boyish script, 
was the autograj h, “ Albert Merritt.”

A pang shot through the father’s heart, and 
he longed for her to talk of his hoy; but she 
rattled on about Tom and Jennie and Mattie, 
and soon hastened home.

But the mother noticed that Helen “had 
forgotten her pictures,” and so they lay on 
the looking glass stand for many a day, where 
the father often saw the presentiment of his 
boy, but he never touched it, and they lay 
.there till Helen came again.

Tliis time she brought a “story paper” for 
Mrs. Merritt, saying the main story in it had 
interested her very much; and after she was 
gone William Merritt picked itupand pished 
and pshawed and ridiculed the pictures, hut 
he read the story. It was a commonplace 
novelette of a son, who had fled from a harsh 
father and enlisted in the Federal army, and 
who was sick almost unto death in a southern 
hospital, and how in delirium he babbled of 
home, and how a Sister of Charity wrote to 
the father,who came and patiently nursed his 
boy back to life and love and forgiveness. A 
commonplace story—one of ten thousand war 
stories of the time—but the father’s hand 
trembled as he read, and he rushed to the 
field and drove his work with unusual energy 
and shouted louder than ever at his team, and 
at night was stern and silent and solemn to a 
degree that surprised even his long suflering 
wife.

The other chitdren would occasionally ven
ture a reference to Albert, and now when 
Helen came the father would blame the run
away; but she only listened quietly and asked 
if they had heard of him, and turned the talk 
to their school days. And so two years passed 
away and the third Christmas came. In cel
ebration of the day the Merritts were to be the 
guests of the Blakes, and when they gathered 
in the big room of the great farm house, it 
happened that all the young people present 
were of that last day class at the head of 
which Albert Merritt had stood. Of course 
Helen Blake never thought of alluding to 
such a fact—“it just happened so,” her par
ents thought—but there were plenty in a class 
of eight young people who could talk as fast 
as they could think, and usually did it, too. 
And so the conversation rattled on about that 
glorious day, and the father, whose heart was 
literally pounding against his ribs, and whose 
internal struggles were such that he could not 
tell whether he was eating turkey or oak 
chips, talked loudly and aggressively to those 
at his end of the table, and quite overbore 
Mr. Blake on politics, and finally offered to 
bet “the pick of his horses agin’ a yearlin’ 
calf’ that his candidate for the presidency 
would have 500,000 majority over any man 
the other side conld put up next year.

crat told of “our fair ladies who charmed the 
audience with their music” at a certain Christ
mas eve church festival, and, by request con
veyed in a note inclosing the stamps, the pub
lisher directed a copy to “A. Merritt, Esq., 
Teekeewali, Kan.” And this sort of thing 
went on for eight months more,and the golden 
autumn set in and the country was most might
ily stirred over the presidential election, and 
the Blakes and the Merritts began to look for
ward with strangely mingled feelings to an
other Christmas.

William Merritt was the same and yet not 
the same. Ilis hair, which was just streaked 
with gray when his son Albert had left him, 
was now whitening visibly. Ilis broad,burly 
shoulders had begun to stoop. His hard eyes 
had lost somewhat of their steadiness, and oc
casionally there were lines denoting mental 
pain visible in his austere countenance. His 
voice, too, sometimes quavered in a way that 
astonished no one more than himself. And 
one day just after the sorrel colt—a wild, 
vicious beast, he was breaking to the saddle— 
had almost thrown him on the way to town, 
he had caught himself audibly wishing that 
Albert, who must be a full grown, strong man 
by this time, were there to help subjugate the 
animal.
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JU M PED  TO TH E GROUND.

Now Helen was quite satisfied in her own 
mind that the little surprise had done its work, 
but that evening her brother brought home the 
weekly mail, and in it, after all her weary 
waiting, a little surprise for her. It was a 
copy of The Tekeewah (Kan.) Bugle, and 
great was the wonder in the family as to the 
why and wheretore of its coming; but Helen 
knew. There wan’t a mark of any kind on 
the printed sheet, so she set herself resolutely 
t o  read every line. Never had far western 
publisher in the most heated campaign a more 
devoted reader, and at last, in a leaded article 
in the page headed “Imcal Intelligence,” she 
found a list of members of a new fire com
pary, and among the names was “Albert Mer
ritt.” A writer in the “County Correspond- 

of ths next issue of The County Demo-

“ c a n ’t  w e  g e t  a l b e r t  b a c k ?”

And so when Helen next paid the Merritt 
homestead a visit she found the fortress of the 
old man’s heart ready to yield. She had the 
day before received a copy of The Teekeewah 
Bugle, in which she found the following par
agraph half way down a crudely written ac 
count of a fire in that enterprising town:

“We should utterly fail in our duty to our 
readers if we omitted to take more than pass
ing note of the heroic conduct of one of our 
young townsmen, a prominent and efficient 
member of Avalanche Engine company No. 
i. Of course we refer to Mr. Albert Merritt, 
than whom a braver man never drew breath. 
No sooner had it become known that a child 
was in the burning building than, at the risk 
of his own life, Mr. Merritt rushed into the 
smoke and flames, dashed up the stairs almost 
at a bound, and groping about in the stifling 
heat, found the infant, fought his way through 
the fire to the window, for by this time the 
stairway was burning, and jumped to the 
ground with his prescious burden safe in his 
arms. He was greeted with such a cheer as 
only Tekeewah throats can give. We regret 
to be obliged to add that Mr. Merritt suffered 
a painful, though not necessarily dangerous, 
injury in the breaking of an arm, which was 
struck by a falling timber. He was also 
rather severely burned. It is hoped, however, 
that he will soon be himself again.”

This paper Helen brought with her but 
carefully hidden. She had determined, if 
need be, to show it to the stern father, but she 
projKxsed to hold it for the last resort. But 
her manner (for, though ordinarily calm, she 
was now much excited) betrayed her, and as 
soon as William Merritt looked into her face 
he knew that she knew something of Albert; 
and her unwonted agitation,as he gazed fixed
ly at her, convinced him that something was 
amiss with his son. Mrs. Merritt was about 
to speak when her husband interrupted her 
in strained, quivering tones:

“Helen Blake,” he said, “is Albert dead ? 
Tell me the truth!”

There was a world of paternal love in the 
old man’s voice now. But for a moment 
Helen said nothing, for she felt that were she 
to speak she would instantly and completely 
lose her -self control. So with a deprecatory 
gesture and a white face she walked to the 
window to compose herself, while the father 
and mother waited in suspense. After a lit
tle she turned again to them, and, with a re
assuring look toward Mrs. Blake, who sat

with clasped hands and parted lips, she took 
the paper from her pocket.

“ I would like to read to you an article from 
The Teweewah (Kansas) Bugle,” she said,in 
as steady a voice as she could command. And 
then she read the account of the fire, from 
headlines to dash, without a break, and with
out looking up. When she had done she 
raised her eyes. Mrs. Blake was crying quiet
ly and the old man was quite broken down.

“Helen,” he said, reaching out both hands 
to the girl, “it’s no use. I can’t be a hard
ened old fool no longer. Can’t we get Albert 
back here with us? Hadn’t I better go out to 
Kansas and get him? Poor boy, maybe he’s 
hurt worse than it says.” And then the old 
man let the tears flow unconcealed.

That night a letter was mailed to Tekeewah, 
Kan. It was written by Helen, though un
signed, and here is a copy:

Mr. Albert Merritt: The account of the re
cent fire in Tekeehaw and the bravery dis
played by yourself on that occasion has 
worked a great change of opinion in certain 
quarters, a change which would have come 
soon, however, in the natural course of things. 
Your father is very much broken and anxious 
to see you. A F r i e n d .

When Albert Merritt received this letter he 
was convalescent, lying on the bed of the best 
room of the Tekeewah tavern, while Sam Mc
Corkle was standing in the center of the floor 
telling some admiring friends for the thous
andth time how “my pard here saved that gal 
baby.” “I tell you,” he said, “it takes the 
boys from old Indianny to do things. Now, 
I mind me one time before I came west of 
how little Jimmy Jones fell into the river, ’n 
I jumped right in without stopping to peel a 
bit”-----  And then he reeled off a wholly im
aginary yarn of his own bravery, while Albert 
smiled and the rest listened open mouthed. 
When Albert had read his letter he said 
quietly:

“Sam, I ’m going home for Christmas. I 
shall start as soon as I can do it safely.”

Sam was astonished, but he did not remon
strate, and finally concluded to go, too, “just 
to take care of À1,” he explained to the boys, 
But secretly he was glad of the excuse.

The next issue of The Tekeewah Bugle con 
tained this paragraph:

“Our well known townsman, Mr. Albert 
Merritt, is about to visit his old home in In
diana. where he will probably spend the hol
idays. He is very nearly well of the injuries 
sustained at the recent fire. He will be ac
companied by his fast friend, Mr. Sam Me. 
Corkle, the well known lightning rod agent.” 

“The stage was due to pass William Mer
ritt’s house at 4:30 o’clock on Christmas eve, 
but the roads were bad and it was quite dark 
when, with a sweeping curve, it swerved to 
the side of the pike and stopped in front of 
the house,in the open front doorway of which, 
in strong silhouette against the flood of light 
within, stood the burly form of William Mer
ritt, his hands outstretched with trembling 
hopefulness.
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T H E R E  WAS A C R Y .

“Come along, Sam,” said one of the young 
men who dismounted from the back seat of 
the high stage, “ I need you yet.”

There was a cry, in which recognition, 
welcome and forgiveness were all blended 
from the figure in the doorway, and an answer 
from the taller of the travelers, who still car
ried one arm in a sling. And a moment later 
William Merritt led this one into his house.

“Mother,” he said, “our boy has come 
back.”

In the ecstatic joy of meeting his mother, 
Albert had forgotten Sam McCorkle, and 
when he looked for him that individual had 
disappeared. As he afterward explained, he 
“didn't feel like he was any use when folks 
was all a-cryin’ and a-weeptn’ and failin’ on 
each other’s necks, so he just sloped.”

But Albert did not look for Sam very long.
He had much to tell of his new life in the 

West, where he had been fairly successful,and 
his fatherand mother and brothers and sisters 
had quite as much to tell him.

The next day there was such a Christmas 
gathering at William Merritt’s house as had 
never been there before. Such roast turkey 
with cranberry sauce, and such juicy mince 
pies, and such mealey potatoes, and such fine 
white home made bread, and such good things 
to eat generally as they who sat down at the 
dinner table partook of have never been ex
celled. All the Blakes were there, and so 
were all the members of that class of eight, 
where photographs were the first weapon 
Helen had employed in storming William 
Merritt’s flinty old heart.

And Sam McCorkle, too, the drunken shoe
maker’s son, full of far western dash and his
torian of the time “A1 rescued the baby.” He 
was “Mr. McCorkle,” an honored gnest, and 
no one received greater respect than he. But 
he did not rise to the height of his glory till 
evening, for at the dinner table Albert would 
not suffer his own praises to be sung in too 
high a key. Eut when Albert, seeming to 
have something particular to say to Helen, 
whose great, brown eyes sparkled unwonted- 
ly and whose cheeks persisted in blushing 
furiously, led her away with him into a quiet 
corner and left the field to Sam, that individ
ual chanted his hero’s deeds to his heart’s 
content and everybody else’s delight, though 
he did not let slip the opportunities to tell of 
some things he himself accomplished in the 
West.

The close of this veracious history may be 
clipped from The Teekeewah Bugle of March 
15, 1869:

“Mr. Samuel McCorkle, the gentlemanly 
and enterprising agent for Flash & Hittem’s 
justly celebrated lightning rods, has returned 
from Indiana healthy and happy. His friend 
and our former townsman, Mr. Albert Merritt, 
has concluded to remain East, where he will 
settle down upon his father's extensive farms. 
A little bird has whispered that the blind god 
had something to do with Mr. Merritt’s de- 
cission to forego a share in the golden future 
sure to come to Tekeewah. Those who are 
curious in this matter are directed to the no
tice in the marriage column on another page 
headed “Merritt Blake.”

H e n r y  D a w s o n .

FOUND AT FIVE POINTS.

A Christmas Story of Real Life, 

by David A. Curtis.
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O THE younger gener
ation who know New 
York only as it has 
been for tw enty years 
past, growing better 
all the time despite the 
sneers of œ ssim ists. it 

is impossible to realize that only a few years 
farther back there was such a place in the 
center of the city as the Five Points. Nowa
days it does not take unusual courage for a 
moderately athletic man to walk alone in 
broad daylight through any street in the city. 
Then it was not safe to do so, and even 
policemen rarely ventured alone after dark 
into the region known by the old name. 
Now the horse cars run through the center 
of it. Broad streets have been cut through, 
and old buildings replaced with new. Fac
tories and stores stand where formerly tumble 
down rookeries had stood since the last 
century, and that were swarming with the 
most degraded poor and the most desperate 
criminals. When the Rev. W. C. Van Me
ter, with a few friends as earnest and deter
mined as himself, first started a mission 
school within the borders of this valley of 
the shadow of crime, he was repeatedly 
warned by the police of the dangers he in
curred, and it was some time after the work 
was started before he dared to take, even un
der escort, in the middle of the day, the la
dies who were anxious to aid by teaching in 
the school. It seems now like a story of a 
foreign land and under another age, but I 
saw in 1854 or 1855 a party of a dozen 
ladies and gentlemen mobbed as they started 
homeward lrom the school one Sunday noon, 
hustled into the street and assailed with vol
leys of obscene oaths and rotten vegetables, 
and so beset by a horde of half drunken men 
and women that they wete glad to escape 
with whole bones and ruined garments. 
And the police seemed powerless to prevent 
or punish such outrages, for this was no un
usual occui ranee.

The region about what is now Paradise 
square, for the distance of a couple of blocks 
in every direction, was heney combed with 
blind alleys and secret passages, some of them 
running under-ground from one block to 
another. It was a city of refuge for criminals, 
and, jthough they warred and preyed upon 
one another with entire lawlessness, they 
combined as a unit to protect any one among 
them from the processes of the law. Aside 
from the criminals the population consisted 
almost entirely, if not quite so, c the povety 
stricken, for dire poverty and desperate 
crime then, as so often in history, went hand 
in hand.

The children, who were coaxed one by 
one into the mission school room were a 
crowd of little savages. Their ignorance was 
something amazing. It was not very uncom
mon to lind among them boys and girls of six 
or seven years old who did not know their 
full names, but who stoutly declared that 
“Sally” or “Bill” was the only name they had, 
and once or twice children were found who 
actually did not know whether they had ever 
had fathers and mothers. Some had no 
homes. God only knows how they kept 
alive, for they slept in holes and corners, and 
fed like vagrant cats and dogs on whatever 
they could beg, find or steal. Impossible ? 
Certainly it is, but it is true, nevertheless.

Among the wildest and shyest of all who 
c ame in was a boy who was the originator of 
at least one famous joke, though without in
tention. The teacher asked him his name 
and he said it was George. Being asked 
what his last name was he said that was his 
last name.

“But you must have another name, urged 
the teacher. “ Is it George Smith, or George 
Johnson, or George What?”

“Nope,” he said shortly. “ ’Taint George 
What, nor George Nothin’, it’s George. I 
ain’t got no oder name.”

But the joke came when the teacher, wish
ing to know whether he had learned anything 
at all, asked him, “Do you know who made 
you ?”

At the same instant a boy behind him stuck 
a pin into George. Such tricks were very 
common among the little savages, but it did 
not hurt any the less because it was not un
usual. George jumped from his seat and 
shouted at the top of his voice, “Godde- 
mitey.”

“ Well, that’s right,” said the teacher, who 
had not noticed the trick. “But don’t shout 
so.” The story was told afterwards, with en
largements, until it became a “chestnut” 
many years ago.

It was a long time—some months—before 
the teachers could learn much about the boy, 
for he was distrustful to the last degree. He 
kicked the Rev. Mr. Van Meter on the shins 
very violently, and twisted himself away like 
an eel when ’hat gentleman, according to his 
habit, laid his hand affectionately on the boy’s 
shoulder. George thought he was going to 
be beaten, and took his usual precaution of 
eluding the preliminary hold. He had, it 
seemed, never known what it was to have 
anybody take hold of him in kindness, and 
was no more to be handled than a young bird 
or a squirrel. There was hardly anything, 
in lact, that he did not know, as the good 
mission people reckoned knowledge. He 
knew how to swear fluently, as bis accident
ally correct answer as to his Makzr indicated, 
but he did not know, and it was a long time 
before he could be made to understand that 
swearing was wrong. In fact, he did not 
kr.ow what wrong was. So far as his expe
rience of life went, everybody did precisely 
what seemed at the moment desirable to do, 
unless prevented by superior physical force, 
or by bodily fear. Stealing was to him a 
perfectly legitimate mode of acquiring any
thing that he might happen to want, and the 
only reason why it should be done secretly 
was that too much ostentation about the act 
was apt to provoke interference on the pari of 
the owner, who might and probably would 
want the article himself. Lying was simply 
the easiest way of concealing anything that 
he did rot care to reveal, and the only ink
ling he had of the objectionable character of

the act was that anybody to whom he told a 
lie would beat him savagely if he did not lie 
cleverly enough to escape detection. As to 
the Sabbath, the first knowledge he had of the 
difference between one day and another came 
from his noticing that once in a while these 
people who had whole clothes on and who 
spoke gently came into the neighborhood and 
opened the little mission room and tried 10 
get the children to go into it.

George was among those who were coaxed 
in with much difficulty, but after going once 
he went regularly. The room was clean and 
pleasant and as the autumn aavs came on 
there was a stove put in and a fire made it 
warm. That was a novelty to him—being al
lowed to sit undisturbed in a warm room. 
The story the good teacher obtained from 
him after winning his confidence was appal
ling by its very absence of detail; but it was 
only one of many like stories, and she could 
do very little to alleviate the misery that was 
all around her.

George lived with a woman whom he had 
been taught to call Aunt Sally. Whether 
she was his aunt, who his mother or father
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was, whether they were alive, or whether, in
deed, he had ever had a mother or a father, 
were matters concerning which he absolutely 
knew nothing, even by hearsay. Aunt Sal’.y 
was negatively good to him, it appeared. She 
did not beat him, excepting when she wac 
drunk, which was, however, much of the 
time. She let him sleep in her room, and 
when she had food she gav ehim some. When 
she was drinking heavily she did not bother 
about eating, and George had learned, as 
young as he was, to keep away from her, and 
get his food for himself. How or when he 
got it, only God’s ravers could have told. 
Such cases are not as common in New York 
as they were twenty five or thirty years ago, 
but they are found now and again, even in 
these days. Who Aunt Sally was, or why 
she took any interest whatever in him, he 
knew nothing about. She was a fact, and her 
interest, faint though it was, was a fact, and 
he had not come to the age of reasoning abou1 
facts. He only recognized them.

One day—and it chanced to be Christmas 
eve—a lady and gentleman appeared in the 
little room as visitors. They had read of the 
mission work, the gentleman explained, and 
had come from their home in a nearby city to 
see it and to give what little help was in their 
power. There was a story back of it, but this 
story was not told till afterward. Their name 
was not Harrison, so 1 may call them that.
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“My, wife,” said Mr. Harrison, “is pain
fully, almost morbidly, anxious to do every
thing she can for poor children, especially for 
orphans. And about Christmas time she 
seems especially nervous about it. There is 
a story about it, of course, but it is too long 
and too painful to tell now.” This to Mr. 
Van Meter, whose earnestness in his chosen 
work made him rejoice in every new found 
friend, and whose enthusiasm was contagious.

Before long the story was known. Mrs. 
Hairison’s father was a wealthy manufacturer, 
whose two daughters were the children of dif
ferent mothers, and developed as they grew 
to womanhood strikingly different character
istics. The elder one, Sarah, was the daugh
ter of his first wife, who had deserted him and 
her infant child to run away with one of his 
clerks. He knew little of her story after her 
flight, but in the course of a year and a half 
he learned that she had been forsaken by her 
lover and had plunged into such a terrible 
course of dissipation that death had been mer
cifully speedy in overtaking her. A year 
later he married the second time.

Again a daughter was born to him, and as 
the two children grew up they were treated, 
as nearly as possibly, exactly alike. Every
thing that money could buy, or affect.on dic
tate, was at their command, and every infiu- 
ense of refinement and education was exerted 
to fit them for a high place in society, but 
whether it was some Lint in the blood, or a 
morbid brooding over a mother’s sin and 
shame something led the elder daughter to 
turn away from good and seek evil from her 
early youth. The father sought in every way 
possible to avert the misery which he foresaw 
tor himself and for her, but it was of no avail. 
A wayward youth was followed by utterreck
lessness as the unhappy girl became a woman. 
She still made her father’s house her horn#, 
and would spend a large portion of her time 
there; but there were prolonged absences 
which the family strove in every way to con 
ceal, and into which they dared not inquire 
closely for fear of shameful disclosures. The 
climax came in a peculiarly painful way. 
Among the gentlemen who visited at the 
house was Mr. Harrison, and it happened 
that, while the youuger daughter was the one 
he sought in marriage, both the girls fell in
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