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little wood bridge, from which he could
see across the village commun and through 
the tall elms to the gray church and the 
pleasant reetary hard by, a lighted window 
of which broke through the thickening 
twilight gloom like an early evening star.

“It fares to me, Butcher,” said the 
clerk, addressing his confidant, “that 
there’s a kind o* twist in things generally. 
We’re getting out of order, Butcher, 
are ; or we’re growing old, iny man, and I 
doubt that’s just another word for foolish. 
What are you blinking at that light for, 
my man ? You weren’t ! I say you 
Don’t I know you? Wouldn’t you be off 
if you heard her voice, and hurry to lick 
her hand, and give your worthless old 
case for a mat for her pretty feet ? Ay, I 
kuow ! Aud I don’t wonder at it eithor. 
Blame me ! if I wouldn’t almost change 
places with you, Butcher, for the chance 
of her smile and the touch of her pretty 
fondiu’ hand. But that’s where the twist 
is, Butcher. What ha’ we to do with pret
ty faces and soft hands ? Our business is 
to keep tho warmin down, and not to med
dle with high game. And, after all, we 
may be making kinder fools of ourselves, 

Mister Addison may ha’ been to 
blame, and pretty pink face and soft white 
hands haven’t much to do with workin’ 
folk generally. But she’s not idle, is she, 
Butcher ? The angels in heaven are busy 
enough ; but they dosen’t rufiie their plum
age or soil their white shinin’ robes. Lord 
love you ! I mind she nursed my old 
mother, the poor old body wouldn’t take a 
bite or sup of anything she didn’t make 
up for her. And she was the neatest hand 
at a mutton broth I over see, and could 
give that flavor to cold-water gruel that ail 
the brandy in the world couldn’t equal.

“ Don’t tell my sister, Jacob,” said Mis
ter Addison to me, and I see his poor white 
face writhe, “don’t tell Miss Lucie, Jacob.” 
But lord love you, Butcher, if we don’t, 
some one will. Butcher, you brute, how 
can you lie a snorin’ there while the beau
tiful face is wet with tears, and the pretty 
white hands are prayin’ help ? And yet 
you’re right, I dare say. Shoulders are 
made to bear their own burden, and it’s 
kinder tempting Providence to overload 
them. We should’nt be where

kitchen, directed him there with a little
scream.

means put together would not retard—
could uot avert—my ruin.”

“ Huin, Louis !” she cried ; and then she 
looked with surprise at his face—pale, in
deed, yet with no look or sense of shame 
upon it.

“And I am heartless enough to tell you 
this, Lucie, and to ask you to ljcar Mr. 
Twissell’s only plan of rescue for mo.”

“Pardon me, Mr. Addison.” said the 
gentleman in black, stiiHy. “ You will re
member that I put it in a suggestion simp-

see the village inn alight for the night, 
aud could picture the jovial party wonder
ing that the seat of their acknowledged 
referee and oracle thould be empty, 
this of all the nights in the year. They 
would have wondered ?ar more—his vil
lage friends—could they have seen Jacob’s 
anxious face, aud known how his heart 
grieved for the troubles of Louis Addisou 
and his sister. He really sorrowed for 
them. The offer of his hard-earned hoard 
had been made in sober earnest; the fear 
that they would shrink unselfishly from 
accepting it troubled him fur more than 
the thought that his generosity would leave

“ But I must be your confidant alto
gether, Louis,” she urged. “ 
to he of some use to you then.

“ You shall be then,” he said evasively, 
“ but not now. You have had sorrow 
enough for one sun, Lucie.”

But she pressed him close, 
upon me, Louis,” she said ; 
anything better than this dreadful 
tainty.”

treated, and for my fault. This, at least, 
I may remedy.”

“ We can accept no obligations at your 

“ I offer none ; I seek to pay a simple

“ And then you leave us?”
“ If you will, forever."
As he spoke he stole one look at the 

figure upon Louis Addison’s breast. But 
the face, if pale, was very grave and 
stern ; and, could he have read Lucie’s 
heart, its language would have been 
firm.
and guided me so long and lovingly shall 
guide me now and forever.”

“ Upon that table,’’ said Louis, “ 
will find a letter from Mr. Twiseoll. Head 

It will tell you the extent of my need, 
and to that extent you are my debtor."

Charles Trevor read the letter in silence, 
and sitting down, wrote a few lines. He 
rose then and went to the door. There he 
turned back to get another look at the 
pretty pale face that had lain on his bo
som once, and was so cold and distant 
now. And, then, without a word of part
ing, he turned away.

When the door closed upon him, Lucie 
Addison raised the poor impassive face to 
her brother’s lips. She would be guided 
by him always, she kept saying to herself; 
would know no will but his. “ You are 
saved, Louis ; I am so happy,” she said. 
But there was something in the poor face 
so unlike happiness that he was keenly 
touched as he stooped and kissed it.— 
“ Happy, my poor darling ! 
ciful to you !” he cried.

Charles Trevor forced his way over the 
frozen grass, Jacob Purchus breathless by 
his side.

Ot!B IDOL,.
Cluso tho door lightly, 

Bridle tho breath,
Our little earth ungel,

Is talking with death.
Gently ho wooe her,

She wishes to stay,
His arms is about hor—

Ho boars her away !

Music comes floating 
Down from the doino :

Angels are ohanting
The sweet weleomo homo.

Come, stricken weeper I 
Como to the bod :

Gare un tho sleeper—
Our idol is dead !

Mr. Purchas was not altogether pleased. 
He did not object to a sensitive tempera
ment, but he had occasion sometimes to 
find fault with Skippens’ manner as too 
impulsive.

“It’s not my fault, Mr. Purchas,” she 
said, apologetically ; 
me by surprise.”

“Of course, Skippens," explained Mr. 
Purchas, “ I have nothing to say against 
your being affected at seeing 
very natural and quite proper. But the 
manner of showing it wouldn’t meet witli 
Miss Lucie’s approval—that is all.”

“I couldn’t help it,” urged Skippens, 
little testily. “I ain’t a stock or a stone, 
Mr. Purchas.“

“I should think not, Skippens. 
tides like you and Miss Lucie ain’t made 
of those materials.
Skippens—”

“ Miss Lucie ?”

I may hope

hands.

debt.
Take pity 
I can bear 

uncer-
you should not take

we

“ Let me be a judge of that, Lucie,” 
he said, kindly, and he would have put 
the subject by. But she rose aud faced 

, “ Louis, you must not trifle with
me. I will do my best to be good and 
brave and useful to you. I can he, I 
think. Still, I am but a woman, and may 

Louis, what is this mystery you 
keep from me ? How is it that you are in 
debt, you whose habits are so frugal and 
wants so few ?”

He laughed, but not naturally. “ My 
dear,” he said, “ see how little you women 
know of the world. Are none hut spend
thrifts beggars ? Does misfortune 
come of error?”

“ Louis, you do not answer me.”
_ “ Be guided by me, Lucie,” he was be

ginning to urge again, when she interrup
ted him. “ I canuot, I dare not, I would 
not answer for my mind if I tried. I 
know too much already. Louis, had not 
that—that name been dropped, I might 
have yielded to your wish. But now I 
must know how and by whose fault it 
comes that—that Mr. T 
his power.”

“ Nay,” he said, trying to smile, 
he uot as much in mine ? You heard 
what Twissel said.”

“ Louis,” she said then, quitting her 
hold of his hand, aud falling back from 
him, “you are not kind to me; you treat 
mo as a child, and yet you lay upon 
burden which few women would be strong 
enough to bear.”

It was the first time she had used this 
tone and manner to him, and his face 
flushed painfully, 
to speak, Lucie,” he said, 
be so, you will give me all the help you 
can, so that of the pain you will bring 
upou younfelf my share may seem as small

pos.siUM^
“ Thank you, Louis ; I will do all you

“ You compel me, Lucie, to speak of a 
time and of a people the recollection of 
which irritates me, aud must needs be hu
miliating to you ?”

Her face flushed crimson, but her voice 
jvas calm. _ “ Yes, Lo.uis,”

“ I want to recall, without mentioning 
his name, so hard should I tiud it to do 
calmly, one who—who—”

“ I will spare you the pain,” she said, 
calmly. “ You mean Charles Trevor, who 
was so false—to you in friendship, and in 
love to me.”

He looked up in amazement at her calm 
face, his own racked and white with pas- 

We were as brothers,” he contin
ued presently in a hoarse voice. “ 1 had 
no doubt or suspicion of him. Had he 
asked me to give my life into his keeping 
I would have done so without a question. 
He was rash, headstrong, reckless, this 
man, and wanted money often. At some 
such time he came to me to help him bor
row it. I could only lend him my name, 
but that was useful, and I gave it. You 
are following me, Lucie ?”

“ Yes, Louis.”
“ I forgot it as soon as it was done. 

When he fell, as God in his just venge
ance decreed he should fall, I had no 
thought that his ruin would prove mine. 
But so it was. The hills which I had 
given him changed hands often, and came 
at last to Mr. Trevor. That little I re
ceived; no more. He pressed me; then 
withdrew his grasp ; tightened it again ; 
again relaxed it, It seemed to me that he 
had followed no rule, but was harsh or 
merciful as mere caprice dictated. But 
latterly his purpose has been plain enough, 
and our ruin certain.”

Trembling violently, Lucie looked at 
the pale thin face, hardening under his 
grmvous trial an expression of fierce ha- 

!*. “ Louis,” she said, “ this trouble is
of my bringing. I have always been a 
burden and a sorrow to you.”

“ My poor Lucie,” he cried iu a brokeu 
voice, “ my life's joy always !”

It's l.Y.Ill"

“I beg your pardon; suggestion, then; 
and, to help me decide upon its acceptancfl 
or rejection. You will sit down, my dear I” 

“No, Louis; let me be by your side, 
please. If you will give n.i hold of your 
hand—thank you, I am ready now.”

“ I need not remind you Lucie, under 
what circumstances we came to pass our 
pleasant life here. You have known all 
along that it would end in a given time, 
and each year brought that cud 

“Yes, Louis."
“ When it was said to me by one who 

was then our friend, ‘ I propose my neph
ew for the Church, and this vacant living 
of Glevering; if you like to fill it until he 
can hold it, do !’ He knew, witli me. that 
once placed here, no power could stir me, 
unless I pleased, and that I i*ight he faith
less to him with no fear of any nearer pun
ishment than God’s !”

“Yes, Louis!”
“That time has come; and not, of 

course, without some little sorrow, fre had 
prepared to leave the place aud work 
had grown to love, and live elsewhere

w, I ashim. This hand that has sheltered me

car- Witli .some vague thought that they 
might yet accept his proffered help, he 
liuug about the Koctory ground until the 
night closed iu darkly, and the damp grass 
stiffened under his feet. It was so cold 
now that he was obliged to keep himself 
in motion, or his blood would have stiff
ened too, but he always came back at in
tervals, to a break in the shrubs, whence 
he could see the lighted window of the 
room in which the poor brother and sister 
Silt. Upon one of these occasions, the 
clerk was startled to see the shadow of a 
man precede him. So, too, was Butcher, 
who gave a low, ominous growl.

Silencing the dog with a motion of his 
baud, and more excited than the clerk 
ever remembered to have felt in his life, 
Jacob stole round, by a back path, to a 
place where he might face the suspicious 
strauger. It was too dark to see him with 
any distinctness, hut he had made out a 
tall, manly form, in a rough traveling 
dress, with a dark, bearded face turned 
intently to the lighted window; when 
Butcher, who had been growing more and 
more restless, broke from his hand, with a 
sudden bound aud bark, more of glad 
prise than anger.

The figure turned to fly, but it 
across the clerk’s path, and Jacob's blood 

up, and he dosed with it, calling 
Butcher to his aid. He needed help of 
some sort. For a moment, taken by sur
prise, his foe reeled under the clerk’s sud
den onslaught, but, iu the next, he had 
seized and held Jacob by the throat, in a 
grip so strong and fierce, the clerk—with 
a hitter thought that Butcher had failed 
him in his neod, for the dog was leaping 
at the stranger’s hand with a joyful whine 
—felt breath and senses goiug, when sud
denly the cruel hold relaxed, and a startled 
exclamation broke from his adversary, fol
lowed by a loud, hearty laugh.

-‘■'Why, JmaJt, man,” lut cried, “ is this, 
you ? Tliis is a pretty welcome to give an 
old friend.”

The clerk shook himself a little, and 
rubbed away a film that had gathered be
fore his eyes. “ |
“ It’s Mr. Charles, 
eh ?”

Smooth out tho ringlets :
Close the blue eye—

Ho wonder such beauty 
Was claimed in tho sky : 

Cross tho hands gently 
O’er the white breast,

So like the wild spirit 
Struyed from the blest : 

Bear her out softly,
This idol of ours,

Ler her gruve slumber 
Be 'mid the sweet flowers.

youfail.
it.Ar-

I want to’ see her,

nearer.“ Yes, private, on important business.— 
She—she ain’t engaged with the strange 
gentleman ?”

“No.

i:always

He asked to see the master pri
vate, on important business—he did. There 
seems to be a great deal of mystery abroad 
this Christmas Eve, Mr. Purchas,” paid 
Skippens, as he went upon his errand.

Site came to him in the passage—Lucie 
Addison, with the sunny smiling face they 
all knew so well ; the good pretty face, with 
the honest blue eyes, and the golden hair 
tumbling out of its purple net, they all 
knew and learned to love so well.

“ Good evening, Jacob,” she said, 
asked to see me. Is there anything more 
to do in the church, or do you want to 
wish me joy this happy Christmas time ?”

“ Miss Lucie,” stammered the clerk, 
“heaven knows it isn’t at wishes I’d stop 
if there was anything I could do to give 
you joy and happiness.”

“Thank you, Jacob. You are all so 
kind to me.”

She said it with a little wonder, perhaps, 
for the clerk was reputed to be a hard and 
selfish man, and yet there was an unmis
takable earnestness of manner as well as in 
his words.

“Not so good as you have beeu to us, 
Miss. It isn’t many years back since you 
made my old mother’s death a happy one. 
I don’t wish to forget it. How could I 
ever meet her, please God, if I did ?”

“ It is good to think of her at this time, 
Jacob,” she said. “It is a season when 
the thought of those that we have loved 
and lust can ho burnt' with ns little jwii* tot 
possible.”

But her voice shuok as she spoke, and 
the lines about her mouth quivered piti
fully.

“I’ve had a hard life, Miss,” said the 
clerk, “and been a hard man—may be the 
one led to the other. It’s little euo’ I ever 
done for another ; it’s less, perhaps, I’ve 
ever had done for me. So I’m kinder 
ashamed like to say what I want to. But, 
Miss Lucie, if trouble should come to

THE FAMILY DltEDUE.
How very oft it is 
This, too, in gentuol families,
Or what tho world would call gcntcol— 
That one amongst thorn “ turns tho wheel,” 
Or “ hews the wood and draws tho water.” 
Sometimes it is the first-born daughter;
Dut far more oft it is tho 
That some defect in form or face 
lias doomed that hapless one to bo 
Tho drudge of tho whole family.
And whatsoever may befall, *
She's ever at their beck* und call ;
Tho first to rise, tho last to rest,
Compar’d to others, meanly dress’d.
While aome are taught, I know not what, 
Her education is forgot ;
She may have learned to read and write, 
Know just onough to be polite :
She, uncomplaining, toils all day,
While others read, and sing and play; 
While they are schooled in all the arts,
She makes the puddings, pics and tarts ; 
Superintends tho roast and boil’d,
And see s the diunor is not spoil’d.
If aught would hap to fowl,
Or any other dainty dish,
*Tia she who should have 
And suitable precautions took.
She marks the linen, counts the plate,
Sees every room in proper state ;
She’s hore and there, and everywhere,
And scarce of comforts gets her share.

Yet were I bound to choose a wife 
From such a homo, if I’m a judge,

The one to brave the cares of life,
The best would be the Family Drudge.

too.MM*

Vevor has you in

we I- God be mer-‘You upon
my fellowship, aud what other work I 
might find to do. Regretfully, but uot 
happily, Lucie—”

“ Not unhappily, Louis,” she echoed, to 
show that she was listening to and under
stood him.

“Lucie,” he said in another toue, “for 
years I have kept this care of mine from 
you. I always hoped that it might not fall 
and crush me, as it threatens now ; hut, 
for a little while past I have been prepar
ed for the worst, and Mr. Twissell does not 
take me by surprise when Ire tells me that 
further hope is vain.”

“ God help us, Louis !”
“I have hut one ehanee left me,” he
id, hoarsely ; “ that suggestion I told you 

of. It is, Lucie, that I should refuse to 
give up this living that I hold but for 
another, and make it worth that other’s 
while to buy the keeping of my given 
word.” /*. ' ■
- Louis ‘-------------------

The lawyer's face floshe«kqMinfullyt
“Consider if you please. Miss Addison,” 

ho said, “how often the -discharge of a 
plain duty is harder than the indulgence 
of personal feeling. It seemed to me my 
duty to make the suggestion, hut I foresaw 
how repugnant it must he to your brother 
and yourself; and I think, but for the 
special circumstances of the case, I should 
have failed in this duty and never made it.”

“And they are?” she asked.
“That—your pardon, Mr. Addison, I 

must speak—that your brother’s creditor 
and the patron of the living are one and 
the same, aud that his treatment, in press
ing his claim, is more cruel, ungenerous, 
aud unjust than any case within my 
pcricncc, and that is saying much. I 
not overstating these circumstances, sir.”

“No,” said Louis, quietly, 
cie, for your decision !’’

She gave a keen, anxious look at her 
brother. She was but a woman, you know, 
and ruin is so painful, and pain so hard to 
bear ; and I think, had she seen 
of wavering in his face, her 
might have yielded. But she saw

“ Louis,” she said, “why do you ask 
for my mind when yours is already fixed ?”

“ I am quite ready to take my share.— 
Dear Louis, doing wrong we must he

come what may; acting right we 
—who can say we shall ?”

“ You hear her, Mr. Twissell ? It is our 
only answer.”

“1 accept it unwillingly, Mr. Addison,” 
he said, “ but conclusively.”

“If anything could be done,” said 
anything urged to save

un-

“ Mister Charles !” the clerk managed 
to say, “ will you give me a word ?”

“Speak, man!” he said fiercely; “we 
are out of hearing now."

“ Mister Charles — you—you are not 
leaving Glevering for good ?”

“That’s a hard question, Jacob,” he 
said, with a bitter laugh ; “ but I am, for
ever."

sur in. ;i

the cook
You force me, then, 

If it must

“ Forever ! Oh ! Mister Charles, there’s 
been some bad management here. Why 

you leave it to Skippens? You 
were allers so rash and headstrong.

“ She is not heartless," he was saying, 
unheeding Jacob’s eoncern, “ and yet 
how cold aud feelingloss she looked ! It 
must be true what they told me of her. 
She has forgotten me. Another has m 
place. Fool ! What have I done that 
should doubt it?"

He was starting away again at a great 
pace, when the clerk laid a trembling 
hand upou his arm.

“ Mister Charles,” he said, “ Skippens 
could clear that matter up, I take it.
‘ Skippens,’ says I to her, not a half 
hour hack, when wo was summin’ up your 
chances in the kitchen, ‘I’ll answer for 
Miss Lucie’s steadfastness.’ But Skip- 
pens she shakes her head. ‘ Skippens,* 
says I, thou, 1 shakin’ of the head ain’t 
an ungraceful action when the head’s a 
pretty one ; but there ain’t no logic in it 
whatever.’ ‘ Mr. I’urehas,’ says she, ‘ is 
there any kind of logic iu the fact of my 
seeing Miss Lucie continually taking 
out u little gold locket, with a purple 
stone, an’ lookin’ at it lovingly ; and some
times a putting it down afore her where 
she may see it when she kneels to pray?”

“ A golden locket with a purple jewel ! 
My own last gift !” he cried.

“ Eh ! Why that is strange, too, Mis
ter Charles," cried the clerk, in another 
tone. “ Harkce ! Folks alius said you 
had gone to the bad, and I believe them 
now. Mister Charles.”

“ What do you meau ?”
“ Mean ? Why, I’m afraid you belong 

to a class about whom our parson preached 
a sermon only last Sunday. ‘ The wicked,’ 
Master Charles, ‘ who have fear where no 
fear is.’ ”

u
we are,

Butcher, eh ? if we’d minded every tear
ful face and sad heart ? But there must 
be something in the season, after all, al
though it is so contrary, that makes me 
fare so Boft, I wouldn’t ha’ it, known to 
Glevering for the world. Tlnuk of the 
warmin comin for to know of it, Butcher, 
or tliu to limita when we go eoHectin’’ of our 
rents. But we’ll take our chance of that 
and I’ll tell you what, my lad, boin’ in the 
cool of tho evening, we’ll just take a kind
er permiscuous stroll up to the Rectory 
and see Skippens upon it. You’re ready 
enough for that, eh ? Whatever troubles 
there may be in the Rectory parlor, there’s 
allers a warm fire and a fat bone ill the 
kitchen for ye. Halloa, my man ! why, 
what’s the matter now ?”

didn’tas

:-;i wish.’

SHtUtt ®aU.

THE CURATE OF GLEVERING.
i

OHAPTKH I.
The olerk of a country village is gener

ally an important personage ; and Jacob 
Purchas, parish clerk of Glevering, collec
tor of rcuts, land steward on a small scale, 
referee of all the difficulties iu the neigh
borhood, and comptroller of the accounts 
of those who were lucky enough to have 
any to keep, was not, in his own estimation 
or in that of his neighbors, any exception 
to this rule. Had he to keep your com
pany, reader, through three volumes of a 
story instead of as few pages, it would he 
my duty to describe Mr. Purchas at length; 
hut all that I need say of him now is, that 
he was about fifty years old, of a spare 
frame upon which hard work had left no 
more flesh than the muscles absolutely 
needed, with a shrewd hard face, on which 
Time must have cut its wrinkles- with a 
very strong chisel, and a ready, witty ton
gue. His companion may he described in 
still fewer words. Like Jacob, he was 
small sized, broad shouldered, hard faced, 
stood very firm upon his legs, had a keen 
eye to the main chance, was a determined 
foe to vermin, animal and human, and 
equally prompt with Jacob to lapse from 
threat into action. The main point in 
which he differed from his friend and mas
ter was in a less frequent use of his ton
gue. Jacob Purehas found it the hardest 
trial of his life to keep his mouth shut— 
his companion rarely opened his except to 
use his teeth. For this cause, perhaps, he 
had passed through an ardous aud 
what adventurous eareor more happily than 
the clerk ; and if he was somewhat less 
liked, hud made himself more feared than 
respected. His name was Butcher, and 
he was, in short, a bull-terrier, almost ug
ly enough to be a thorough-bred. Of a 
fighting race, and sprung from a fighting 
family, Butcher's life had been one of con
flict, the traces of which he bore abundant
ly in his well-scarred face and haggy 
and jaws. Age had, however, tamed his 
ferocity ; and, except against vermin 
erally, now and then in support of 
mentons principle, aud occasionally for 
half an hour’s recreation when he 
across a foemau worthy of his steel, Butch
er’s old age was trauquil.

A very perfect understanding existed 
between Jacob Purchase and his comrade, 
.and perhaps Butcher was the closest 
fidant the clerk had in the work ; it might 
be because he kept his secrets best.

It had been a mild winter as yet, and 
the skeleton of the dead summer was scarce
ly bare. Lipon the old oitkM a remnant of 
brown leaves still fluttered in the evening 
breeze ; about the village houses the 
tumn creepers were loth to quit their hold; 
the’ little trout stream, whose garrulous 
voice the frost was generally the first to 
seize and gag, still babbled through the 
red woods merrily ; here and there upon 

southellPhanks the scent of violets

so

V
Lord love me,” he said, 

I haven’t hurt you.

“ Not much,” he said, laughing again ; 
“ but you—”

“ Blame me !” said the clerk, confused
ly. “We done two foolish things to-night, 
Butcher and I. He must needs go and 
affront a lawyer, and I lia' struck a friend.”

“Well for you it was a friend, Jacob.— 
You should he more careful, man. Anoth
er moment and you wouldn’t have had 
much breath left for to-morrow’s Amens.”

“ You are a tough ’un, Mister Charles,” 
said the clerk, grimly. “ When did you 
come home, sir ?”

“ To-day—a few hours ago. Only loug 
enough back to hurry here.”

“ They—they don’t look for you, Mister

sion.
For Butcher, who had been lying with 

his car to the ground, started up with a 
vicious growl, and every bristly muscle 
taut for action, as a dapper little man, 
dressed in black, with a jaunty step, ap
proached them.

“ Good evening my man, 
ing Butcher askew;
Green, I believe ?”

“Theclerk,much impressed with Butch
er’s maimer, answered shortly and suspi
ciously, yes.”

“And that is Glevering Churcli, and that 
the Rectory?"

“ It wouldn’t be manners to contradict 
you,” said the clerk, more shortly; “but 
I’ve half a mind—”

“There’s a way across the fields, isn’t 
there ? Confound that dog of yours ! lie’ll 
do me a mischief. Call the eur off, will

you
—and it may, you know, my dear—I wish 
to say as I’ve a little money laid by handy 
which I’ve no manner of use for—none 
whatever. If you or Mr. Louis, now, would 
use it for me, I should he that proud and 
happy, look, ye, Miss—”

He stopped, for just then a distant door 
opened, and a quiet voice was heard :— 

“Lucie, my dear, will you come this 
way ?”

The

he said, eye- 
this is Glevering

ex-
am

Now Lu-

clerk stepped hack.
Don’t say anything to the master, Miss

Lucie.’’ Charles.
“No, Jacob,” said she, wondoringly.
“ But don’t forget it, or think I didn’t 

mean it, Miss.”
“ I will remember it, Jacob, and grate-

“ No,” he said ; “ how could I tell I 
should be welcome ?”

“ They’re not altogether alone,” said 
Jacob, slowly; “there’s company with 
them, Mister Charles.”

“ Ah !”
“ Uninvited, Mister Charles, aud un

welcome, I take it. Which his name is 
Cave, sir.”

He gave a great start. “ She ; they 
are not ill ?” he said, in a thick voice. 
‘ Jacob, there’s no one—” lie could not 

speak the ghastly word. “ How strange 
you look, how silent you are. Has this 
>een my doing? Are they suffering for 

my ftiult ?”
“ There’s nothing happened hut can be 

mended,” said the clerk, shortly. Mr. 
Charles, have you come back rieh from 
foreign parts?”

“ For luy wants, yes, Jacob.”
“ Hurrah !” lie broke out then. “ laird 

love me, hut this is welcome Christmas 
news. I hope I didn’t hurt you, Mister 
Charles. I ask your pardou humbly. This 
way, sir; we had better take Skippens’ 
advice upon it first, I think. You don’t 
mind my having tried to throttle you? 1 
never should ha’ forgiven myself if I’d 
succeeded, never. Hush ! they’d bettor 
not know you arc here yet, Mister 
Charles.”

symptoms
resolution

none
NIC

fully.
“ I do mean it, from my heart. Butch

er and I would hegiu life again barc-foot to 
do you a service.”

“ Sister,” said the quiet voice from the 
gloom, “will you step this way, if you 
please ?”

And Jacob Purchas, with the sensation 
of having enjoyed a very unfamiliar lux
ury, went back to Skippens.

A tall, spare man, with a somewhat worn 
white face, aud light hair, thin upon the 
temples, advanced from the fire us Lucie 
entered. Tho Bev. Louis Addison was 
much older than Lucie, and, their mother 
dying young, she had been his care and 
joy almost from infancy. For her lie had 
begun life while others of his ago had 
scarcely weaned themselves from toff'ey and 
marbles ; for her he had turned his face 
from the world’s pleasures, and willingly 
taken upon himself its heaviest responsi
bilities. She had been the light and pride 
of his life; and, although Louis Addison 
was a soft and placable man generally, that 
man would have found him a hard and 
bitter foe who designed wrong or harm to 
Lucie. She had been wronged—how and 
by whom all Glevering knew, and—to for
give his own enemies was an easy injunc
tion, seeing that he pitied them too much 
to hate them ; but Louis Addisou had not, 
never would, pardon him who had plowed 
that line and cut those wrinkles 
ter’s face.

She took his hand and turned a flood of 
sunshine to his troubled face. But his 
greeting was an anxious one.

“ Lucie,” he said, “ I have to trouble yon 
with a little business, my dear. This is 
Mr. Twissel, my lawyer.” The gentleman 
in Jilack bowed. •• My love, vou little 
thought your brother was such a 
or that lawyers would he quitting 
firesides at such a season in his cause.”

?”you; un
happy, 
may he

“ Ho ain’t a cur,” said Jacob, curtly.— 
“You won’t find a better bit of blood in 
the country.”

“ Dut I’ve no wish he should try the 
quality of mine,” said the man in black, 
as quickly. “Is he dangerous?”

“To warmin—yes.”
“Oh !”
“And his judgment’s generally to be 

lied on, is Butcher’s.”
“That’s flattering.”
“Of course he’s wrong sometimes, and 

may be now. You do not like an idle man, 
sir.”

He broke away from him then, re-en
tered the house, and found Louis and his 
sister as he had left them. The brother 
looked up angrily at his entrance.

“Addison,” he said, “you will let me 
speak ; 1 must justify myself.”

“ There is no need,” he said ; we bring 
no charge against you."

“ Will you listeu to me ? I will not be 
long. Louis, I loved your sister, Heaven 
knows how dearly. So dearly do I love 
hor now."

“ Mr. Trevor,” said a low, calm voice, 
“ will you leave us, if you please ? In all 
my brother says he speaks for me, and as 
my heart would have him—”

“ I must disobey even you, Lucie,” he 
1 “ Hear me ! I will be brief. When

Bome-

I
Louis, hoarsely, 
my sister pain—

“ That cannot he, Louis,

tre
re

sile iutcr- 
I shall know none save halfposed.

yours.
Tho lawyer rose to go. 

my duty. I should bo glad if you allow 
me to shake your hand, sir. Miss Addi
son, if you can let me be your friend, 
after your experience of me as your bro
ther’s lawyer, I may be useful to you, and 
it will he quite a favor, I do assure you, if 
you will let me try. Thank you; good 
night ; I can find my way alone.”

He was groping his way along the dark 
passage, when he stumbled upon Jacob 
Purchas aud Butcher. The clerk would 
fain have learut his errand and its issue, 
hut the gentleman in black was too much 
for Jacob this time. lie evaded his in
quiries, aud gave him the cold shoulder, 
airily.

I have done “Thank you, she said, clinging to 
and it—it is hard to forgive, Louis;DOM him ; “

but you will—”
“ Not him,” he cried, fiercely, 

uever forgive that man.”
“ Oh, Louis ! at this season ?—hush !”

“Why, no—or I should’nt be here.’ 
“Nor an 

writer ?”
gen- 

a mo-
army man, nor a newspaper I will

“Scarcely. I am a lawyer.”
“A lawyer ! I humbly beg your pardon. 

Butcher, you old fool, what are you think
ing on? ’Ware ferret, lad ! ’ware ferret !” 
and the old dog’s growl subsided into a low 
watchful mutter.

“Now, upon my soul,” said the lawyer, 
laughing heartily, “you’re quite a humor
ist. ’Ware ferret, indeed ! I like that. 
You’re going my way, are you ? I shall 
be proud of your company, sir. After you 
aud your injudicious friend, if you please. 
’Ware ferret, i^eed ! By Jove, this fel
low’s impudence is stupendous !”

******

came
“ I cannot help it ; heaven forgive my 

hard, rebellious heart. But my wrong is 
grievous, my resentment just. And, liv
ing or dead, in his absence as if he stood 
to hear nie, I charge my shame and ruin 
to his folly and Bin aud curse—.
He stopped then with the fierce word 
frozen upon his white lips, his eyes fixed 
upon the doorway.

For there, as if called up by his hitter 
words, stood the man whom he was de
nouncing—Charles Trevor, his old com
panion, brother, friend. Taking Lucie’s 
trembling figure to his arms, with a mo
tion of one hand before her cygg as if to 
keep from them some shameful or conta
gious sight, and with the other waving 
him back, Louis Addison, erect and stern, 
confronted him.

cried.
I found that my uncle, hard and unforgiv
ing as he is rieh and powerful, had you in 
his power, Ijouis, 1 went to him to take your 
burden on myself. But I found I could 
only do so by paying what you 
for. And I had no money, 
then, if I would marry as he pleased, to 
pardon and enrich me, aud threatened, if 
1 refused, to ruin me and those I loved. 
He was the man to keep his word, I kuew 
that of old. Then I asked him, as I could 
not do his will, what if I refrained from 
having mine aud left England for a while ? 
He would make me no promise, but I 
that my suggestion pleased him, aud I 
promised to leave you at once, even with
out an explanation. My purpose 
work—you may well smile at the word— 
and save the sum I needed to free you 
and myself. It was hard and bitter lab 
Over and again the old man sent to me 
and offered pardon and wealth on the ono 
condition that Would leave me poor indeed. 
At last success came, and my hope was 
realized. But his agents were watching

Coil-

All !”
CHAPTER II.

After the lawyer’s departure, Louis Ad
dison and his sister still stood as he had 
left them, his hand clasped tight in both 
of hers, her white face turned in mute 
despair to his. Poor Lucie 1 
she said, sick at heart, and with that 
hope we sometimes have, in the first sun
ning sensation of misfortune, that we have 
fancied it all, that it cannot be real, “ is— 
is this all a dream ?”

“ As life is, my love, no more,” he said.
“ It is so—so sudden. If 1 had had 

any warning given me.”
“ There I have been wrong,” he said, 

“ but I have so little courage, Lucie.”
“ No, no, ’tis I who am so weak. But 

I am better now. You will let me kuow 
tho worst, Louis ? You will keep no sor
row secret from me ?”

“You do know the worst, already, 
Lucie,” he said.

were liable 
He offered

“ I am most proud, I am sure, to
have made your acquaintance, Mr.------ .
I have uot been favored with your name. 
It is of no consequence now. And your 
discriminating friend, Butcher, eh ? A 
singularly happy name, no doubt. Will 
you call him off again ? - Thank you.— 
There is something embarrassing in his 
close attentions. Good-by. This way, I 
think ? If I lived in this neighborhood, 
my good friend, that murderous brute 
should have a meal of something that 
should chock his appotito for strangers' 
calves, I take it.”

on LIS 818-
Louis,”

As Miss Lucie Addison’s confidential 
maid, and it may almost be said compan
ion, it was uot surprising that Skippens 
should contract some little of her mistress’ 
grace and boauty. It was this reflection 
indeed, of Lucie’s charms, and not any 
personal qualities of Skippens, that Mr. 
Purchas allowed himself to admire in that 
young person. Iu his warmest momenta 
in the Rectory kitchen, Jacob had always 
taken care as yet to qualify his attentions 
thus, aud not to commit himself to any 
closer or mpre personal relations with her.

He had left his companion in front of 
the Rectory, and Skippens, coming to her

sa w

sunny
lingered ; and in more places than one 
some very simple wild flowers, that had 
mistaken the chance February sunshine 
for the warm smile of spring, lifted white 
blinking laces to the remorseless frost.

. It was not ordinary winter weather, that 
was certain, and Jacob Purchas, whose no
tions of order were somewhat old-fashioned, 
was more than half inclined to pick a quar- 
yel with the season as he leaned over the

was to
“ Do not mistake me, Addison,” said a 

thick voice ; “ 1 come here claiming no 
welcome—expecting none—”

“ That you coiue at all is offence 
enough.”

“ 1 bqg your pardon. I did not care to 
intrust my business in strange hands. It 
is short, and need take hut few words. 
Addison, I am afraid you have been hardly

a Busy man, 
their in

“No, Louis,” she said, a little puzzled.
“And you little thought, Lucie—I never 

inteuded that you should—that I was in 
debt. Don’t tremble so love. In debt so 
heavily and hopelessly, that all

*

Jacob Purchas could uot force himself 
away from the neighborhood of the Rec
tory, although between the trees he couldour poor (Concluded oh fourth page.)
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