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A NEW GRAFT ON THE FAMILY TREE,' 

CHAPTER 1. 

WILL IT BLOOM, OR WITHER? 

the world are you ever going to 

do with all those tidies? " 

The speaker wa.' a girl of sixteen; a fair, 
bright crpature, with dancing eyes, and that alert 

expression which we find on the faces of those 

to whom the future is an interesting and excit­

ing puzzle which they long to solve_ 

She was watching with curious interest the 

absorption of her si:;tl'r. who knelt before a half­

packed trunk, ~tudying the disposal of pack­

ages, so as to solve that old problem, " How to get 
7 



8 A New Graft~on the Family Tree. 

twice as much into a trunk as it will reasonably 

hold." 
She made no answer to the young questioner, 

having just taken up a closely written sheet of 

paper, the contents of which absorbed her atten­

tion. The question was repeated. 
" Louise, what do you expect to do with all 

those tidies? " 
Put them on chairs and sofas," with a far­

away expression and dreamy tone, and eyes only 

for the paper before her. 
The young girl laughed slightly, then her face 

grew sober. 
"Louise," she said, hesitating as one who 

might be on doubtful ground, "has Lewis told 
you anything about his home and its surround­
ings? .. 

" Somewhat, dear:' Still only half attending 
to the speaker. 

"Well, Addie Dunlap says they live very 
plainly indeed. She visits the Wheelers, you 

know, in that vicinity, and she was at their 
house on two different occasions. She says it is 
quite isolated from neighbors, and is a regular 
country farm-house." 
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This brought a laugh . 

.. What would you have a country farm-house 
but a country farm-house? " 

" Oh, well, Louise, you know what I mean:' 
If she did she kept the knowledge in silence, 

and her young sister, after regarding her with a 
curious look for a moment, drew a heavy sigh. 

" It doesn't seem to me that you belong to 

country farm-houses," she said, boldly, "with 
your education and· talents. What will you do 
with them buried among commonplace - hills Y" 

She had nearly said people, but checked herself. 

" Why should Lewis hide himself ill that out-of. 

the-way place? " 
" Well, dear, you know it is a question of 

health with him. Nearly all his plans in life 
had to be changed to meet the demands of a 

failing body. Farm life agrees with him." 

" I don't believe it will with yon. I don't like 
to think of you away off there, miles away from 

anything to which you are accustomed. Louise, 
honestly, aren't you afraid you will be home­

sick? " 
Thus solemnly questioned, Louise dropped her 

engrossing paper, and, turning from the trunk, 
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gave the questioner the full benefit of her laugh. 

ing eyes . 
.. My dear little grandmother, have you gone 

and gotten yourself into a fever of anxiety over 

your young and giddy sister? I'm not a bit 

afraid of a farm-house. As for homesickness, of 

course I shall have that disease. What sort of a 

heart would it be that could leave such a home 

as mine without longing for it, and the dear 

faces that belong to it, sometimes many times a 

day? But, having looked at the matter fairly, 

it seems to be the right thing to do. And my 

troubled little sister, you want to fully realize 

this. I am hot going 'away off there' alone, 

but with Lewis Morgan; and if I did not love 

him enough to be absolutely certain that I could 

go to the ends of the earth with him as well as 

not, if it should seem best to do so, I assuredly 
ought not to marry him." 

" And leave papa and mamma! " 

It was impossible not to laugh at the startled, 

tragic tone in which these words werc spoken, 
as the elder sister repeated them. 

"And leave papa and mamma I And also, 

which is a very i~portant matter, leave Illy dear 
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little troubled sister Estelle. Positively, clear, 

though it has its sad side, of course, it does not 
seem too much of a sacrifice for me to make in 

order to be with Lewis. If it did, I should 
think myself unworthy of him." 

"How strange!" said the younger sister, 

though she was wise enough this time to say it 
to herself. "I'm sure I don't see how she can 
do it. Besides papa and mamma, there is our 
beautiful home, and all the girls, and the lect­
ures, and the circles, and - oh, well, everything. 

According to Addie Dunlap she will just be 

buried alive, surrounded by snow in winter and 
haying and harvesting in summer. What is 

there in Lewis Morgan that should make her 
want to go? I wouldn't like to go al)ywhere 
with him. He is nice enough; he is very nice 
indeed, for that matter. I like him as well, if 
not better, than any of the young men who call 
on us. But liking a man and enjoying a half 
hour's talk with him, and going to a lecture or 

concert with him, is one thing, and going away 
from one's father and mother to spend a life­

time with him, is another." 
The conclusion of her soliloquy was that she 
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said aloud, in tones more dismayed than before: 
" f don't understand it at all! I never could 

go away with Lewis Morgan, and leave papa and 
mamma and everybody! " 

Whereupon the bride-elect leaned over her 

open trunk and laughed immoderately. Her 
young sister's perplexity seemed 80 funny to 
her. 

"Of course you couldn't, you dear child," she 
said, when she could speak. " You are not ex· 
pected to want to go away from papa and 
mamma and live with Lewis Morgan, though I 
am sure I hope you will come and live with us 
half the time. Farm-houses are very nice places 
in which to spend summer, Estelle. But you 
mustn't wear a woe-begone face over me, and 
think of me as making a sacrifice. If you ever 
give your heart to a good, true man, you will be 
entirely willing to go away with him, and until 

you are you must never think of taking mar­
riage vows. Meantime, dear, of course you 
don't understand it; you are much too young. 
I hope it will be many a year before the thing 
will seem possible to you." 

"It will never seem possible," Estelle said 



Will It Bloom, or Wither? 13 

stoutly. .. If I have got to love any man 

enough to be willing to go away from papa and 
mamma before I can be married, I shall have to 
be an old maid; for that is all nonsense. I 
know no man on earth could tempt me to do 
it." 

.. Very well," said the bride in much compos­

ure, " I am glad you think so; it is the best way 
to feel; to be sure people change their minds 
sometimes; but at your age it is much the nicest 
thing to think. Meantime, dear, don't you 
worry about those tidies. I shall find places for 

them, where they will set the nice old-fashioned 
rooms aglow with their beauty. I am glad I 
have 80 many. Now, do you suppose that ebony 
box would fit in this niche? I would like to 
have it here, because we shall keep this trunk 

with us all the time." 
"She hasn't the least idea how farm-houses 

look, especially that one. I wonder if she has 
the slightest notion how her future brother-in­
law looks? Lewis Morgan indeed! I wish he 

had 8taid in Australia I" And with another 
long-drawn sigh the troubled young sister went 

in search of the ebony box. 
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This was not the first time that Louise Bar­

rows, the bride-elect, had been called upon to 

vindicate the comforts of her future home. Her 

father had demurred and hesitated, and argued 

the question with his prospective son-in-law, and 

the mother had shed some tears in secret over 

the thought that the daughter of whom she was 

so proud had chosen so obscure and prosaic II 

future . 
.. Think of her getting up at four o'clock in 

the morning to look after the uutter alld milk, 

anu get breakfast for the workmen!" she had 

said to her husband in their confidential talks, 

and he had answered: 

" There are worse lots in life than that, I OlUp 

pose." 

But, he had sighed as heavily as the young 
daughter always did when she thought auout it, 

and he had wished from his inmost heart that 

things had shaped differently. Still he essayed 

to comfort his wife. 

" He is Louise's own choice, and he is a good 
Chlistian man, with strong, solid principles. It 
might have been much worse." 

.. Oh, yes," the mother assented;" he is II 
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Christian man," and the tone in which she said 

it might almost have justified you in expecting 
ner to add: "But that doesn't amount to much." 

What she did say was: "But what can Louise 
do for herself or others, buried alive out there? 
She is eminently calculated for usefulness. You 

know as well as I that she would grace any cir­
cle, and that she is a leader among her set; she 
leads in the right direction, too, which is more 
than can be said of most girls; but what chance 
will she have to develop her talents? " 

"That is true," the father said, and then he 
sighed again. Yet these Christian parents had 
prayed for their daughter every day since sbe 
was born, and professed assured confidence in 
the belief that God guides his children, and 

answers prayer. Still their faith did not reach 
high enough to get away from a lurking belief 
that the Guide of their daughter's life had made 
a mistake in setting her future among such sur­

roundings. Not that they put the thought into 
such words - that would have been irreverent; 
but what did their sighings and regrettings 

mean? 
It W68 rather hard on the prospective bride. 
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even though her parents were wise enough to 
say almost nothing about their regrets, now that 
the question was settled. But she felt it in the 

atmosphere. Besides, she had to encounter a 
like anxiety from another source. It was only 
the evening before Estelle's cross-questioning 
occurred that Lewis Morgan himself, getting up 
frOO} one of the luxurious easy-chairs which re­
peated in varying patterns, abounded in Mr. 
Barrow's parlors, crossed over to the mantel, and, 
resting his elbow on its edge and his forehead on 
his hand, looked down from his fine height on 
Louise as she nestled in a brown-tinted plush 
chair that harmonized perfectly with her soft, 
rich dress, and contrasted perfectly with her del­

icate ~kin, and made to the gazer a lovely pict­
ure, which seemed but to heighten his per­
plexity. 

"After all, Louise," he said, "I don't know 
but we made a mistake in planning as we did. 
Someway, out in Australia, where my planning 

was done, the contrast between your present 
homc and our future one was not so ~arply 
defined before me as it is here." 

.. Shut your eyes. t.hen!,' said Louisej "~d 
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imagine yourself back in Australia, when you 
have any planning to do. That is quite as near 

as I want you to get to that barbarous country 
again." 

Lewis Morgan laughed, and then, immediately, 
his brow clouded. 

"But, Louise, there is a fitness in things, and 
you fit right in here. Everything matches with 
you.'· And his eyes gave a swift journey up 

and down the room, taking in its soft and har­
monizing furnishings, the richness and glow of 
the carpet, the delicacy and grace of the lace 
curtains, the air of ease and elegance in the dis­
posal of the elegant furniture, the rare paintings 
looking down on him from the walls, glowing in 
the gas-light, then back to the small, graceful 
figure in the brown chair. 

"Louise, you are entirely unfamiliar, you 
know, with country life, and I don't believe I 

can give you the least idea of the sharp and try· 
ing contrasts." 

"Then,don't try. Wait, and let me seethem 
for myself;" 

•• Yes;· but - what if we wait until it is tM 

late to reetifT mistakes? Though! for that IDa"" 
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ter, we ean change, of course, should the thing 
prove unbearable. But I am really afraid it is a 
mistake. I seem to feel it more to-night than 

ever before." 
"Lewis," said the little brown figure, "do you 

really think I am a bird of bright plumage, that 
must have a gilded cage and downy nest, and 

nothing else? " 
He looked down on her with unutterable ad­

miration in his eyes. 
" Oh, you know very well," he said, half smil­

ing, " that I think you are everything that any 
mortal woman can be - possibly, a little more. 
But - well, it is not only the house and sur­

roundings, though they are rude and plain 
enough. I am afraid that you and my mother 
will not understand each other. She is old­
fashioned and peculiar; she is a good mother, 
and I love and respect her; but, Louise, she is 

not in the least like yours, and I am not sure 
that she will have an idea in common with you." 

" Yes she will. We shall both bestow an un· 
due amount of admiration on, and take aD 

absurd degree of comfort in your tall self." 
He laughed again, and then shook his head. 
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" I doubt whether, even there, you will not be 

disappointed. My mother has a strong, warm 
love for her family; but she does not show it in 

the way to which you have been accustomed. 

She is reserved, pent up. She will sit up with 

my little sister Neelie six night.s in succession; 

but she never caresses and kisses her as your 
mother does Lora." 

"Never mind," said Louise; "it is not nat­

ural for some people to kiss and caress. The 
sitting up is the most important matter after all, 
especially when one is sick; though I will own 

that I am sorry for poor N eelie, without the 
kisses. Perhaps we can work together; your 
mother will do the patient caring for, and I will 

do the kissing. How will that work? " 

"I see you are bent on making everything 
shine with the brightness of your own spirit. 
But, really and truly, I am afraid I have been 

dreaming a wild dream in supposing that I could 

transplant you to such a rough atmosphere. It 

was ridiculous in my father to put in the proviso 
that we must live at home. I ought to have re­

sisted it. Because I must spend my days out of 
ioors, travelling over a farm, is no reason why 
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we shouldn't have a home of our own. I think 

my father is abundantly able to give me a sepa­

rate start, if he only saw the matter in that 

light." 
"But since he doesn't, we must, like dutiful 

children, try to see it in his light, until such 

time as we can win him over to our notions, or 

become full converts to his. I know all about 

it, Lewis. I don't expect to walk in a garden of 

roses all the time. I know, too, that to go into 

farm life is a trial to you. All your plans were 

in another channel. Yet I am more than glad 

to give up all those rose-colored plans for the 

sake of seeing you look at this moment as strong 

and well as your summer on a farm has made 

you. I fully intend to be happy on that farm. I 

shall have to make a confession to you. Papa 

talked seriously to me about trying to rent a 

farm and stock it for us, and do you know I 
controverted it? " 

"I should think so," said Lewis Morgan, 

hastily. " He ought not to spare the money from 

his business. And, besides, it would be unjust, 
as he is situated." 

" Well, I didn't enter into that part of it. I 
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simply said that I thought duty to your father 

obliged you to yield to his very decided wishes 
in this matter, and that you atd I were both re­

solved on a thorough trial of it. And, really, I 
don't apprehend any dreadful COli seq uences. I 
want to try the experiment of living with my 

motber-in-Iaw and having a thoroughly good 

time in doing it. And, Lewis, there b one sub­

ject on which we surely can agree. You forget 
the most important one of all." 

He shook his head, and his voice was low and 

sad. 
"No, I don't, Louise. You are mistakelJ; 

not one of the family, save myself, is a Christian." 
The first shadow that he had seen on hit, 

bride's face, when this subject was being dis­

cussed, flitted across it now. At last he had 

startled her. 



CHAPTER II. 

THE TREE. 

19;PEALING to your Father in heaven to 

;~ ~ witness your sincerity, you, Lewis, do 

now take this woman whose hand you hvld, 

choosing her alone from all the world, to be 

your lawfully wedded wife? You trust her as 

your best earthly friend; YOIl promiRe to love 

cherish and protect her; to be considerate of her 

happiness in your plans of life; to cultivate for 
her sake all manly virtues, and in all things to 

seek her welfare as you seek your own ? You 

pledge yourself thus honorably to be her hus­

band in good faith, so long as God in his provi­

dence shall spare you to each other? " 

"In like manner, looking to your heavenly 

Father for his blessing, you, Louise, do now re-
22 
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ceive this man, whose hand you hold, to be your 

lawfully wedded husband? You choose him 

from all the world, as he has chosen you; you 

pledge your trust to him as your best earthly 

friend; you promise til love, to comfort and to 

hOllor him; tu cultivate for his sake all womanly 

graces; to guard his reputatioll alld to assist him 

ill his life-work, and in all things to esteem his 

happiness as your own? You gi ve yourself thus 

trustfully to him to be his wife in good faith Sll 

long as the providence of God shall spare you to 

each other ?" 

The old story, repeated so many hundred 

times since the world was new, and yet so Ilew a 

story to each one who becomes all actor in it that 

it quickens the pulses and pales the cheek. 

Estelle Barrows, alert, eager, keen-eared, lis­

tened with flushing cheeks and quickened 

breathing to the interchange of solemn vows, 

and shivered over the closeness of the promises, 

and marvelled at the clear steadiness of her sis­

ter·s voice as she answered, "I do." The same 

skeptical spirit was in Estelle that had governed 

her during her talk with her sister. She could 

not yet see how such things were possible. It 
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was all very well for Lewis to promise to trust 

Louise as his" best earthly frielld-" of course 

she was; to promise to love, cherish and protect 

her; it was the least he could do after she had 

given up so much for him. ., To be considerate 

for her in his plans for life." Estelle almost 

thought that he ought to have hesitated over that 

promise. Had he been considerate? Did he 

think that home in the far-away farm-house 

would be conducive to her happiness? Still he 

doubtless meant his best, and it was right enough 

for him to ring out his" I do'" in a strong manly 

voice. Hut for Louise, how eould she say he 

was her best earthly friend, with papa looking 
down on her from his manly height and mamma 

struggling to hold back the tears? How could 

she promise to assist him in his life work? Sup­

pose his entire life had to be spent on that hate­

ful farm, must Louise bury herself there and as­

sist him? How would she do it? Would he 

expect her, sometime, to even milk the cows! 

She had heard that farmers' wives did these 

things. Or could she be expected to churn the 

but.ter, or work it, or mold it ready for market, 

and then to drive into town on a market-wagon 
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and barter her rolls of butter for woolen yarn to 

knit him some socks? She had stood with a 

sort of terrified fascination at one of the busy 

corners of the city, only the Llay before, and 

watched a market-woman clamber down from 

her height and take a pail of butter on one arm 

and a basket of eggs on the other, and tramp 

into the store. She had told it to Louise after­

ward, and she had laughed merrily over the dis­

comforted face, and had asked if the woman did 

not look rosy-cheeked and happy. 

All these and a hundred other commingling 

and disturbing thoughts floated through Estelle's 

brain as she watched the quiet face of her ,istcr 

during the ordeal of marriage. Even after the 

hopelessly binding words, "I pronounce you 

husband and wife," had been spoken, she still 

stood, gazing and wondering, She could never, 

never do it. Marriage was nice enough in the 

abstract, and she liked to go to weclclillg~, at 

least she had always liked to before this one. 

But to single out one man and make him the 

center of all these solemn and unalterable vows! 

And that man to be Lewis Morgan! 

Louise seemed entirely unconscious of the 
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necessity for any such turmoil of brain on her 

account. She looked as serenely sweet and sat­

isfied in her white silk robes as she had in the 

simple gold-brown that had been one of her fav­

orite home dresses. Oh, yes; she was in white 

silk and bridal veil, and orange blossoms, and the 

blinds were closed, and the heavy curtains 

dropped (although it was mid-day), and the 

blaze of the gas lighted up the scene; and there 

was a retinue of bridesmaids, in their white 

robes and their ten-buttoned kids, and there were 

all the et ceteras of the modern fashionable 

wedding! 
All these things fitted as naturally into the 

every-day life of the Barrows family as hard 

work and scanty fare fit into the lives of so 

many. They had not discussed the question at 

all, Lilt had merely accepted all these minor de­

tails as among the inevitables, and made them 

ready. 1\Ir~. Barrows came from an aristocratic 

and wealthy family; so also did the father, and 

all the surroundings and associatioIls of the fam­

ily had been connected with wealth and worldli­

ness to such a degree that, although they were 

x-eckoned among their set as remarkably plain 
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and conscientiously eco~omical people, viewed 

from Lewis Morgan's standpoint they were lav­

ish of their expenditures to a degree that he 

knew his father would have denounced as un­

pardonable. 
Isn't it a pity that in this carping world we 

can not oftener put ourselves in other people's 

places, mentally, at least, and try to discover how 

we should probably feel and talk and act were 

we surroulllied by their circumstances and biased 

by their educations? Something of this, Lewis 

Morgan had done. He might almost be said to 

occupy half-way ground betweeu the rigid plain­

ness of his country home life and the luxurious 

ease of his wife's city home life. He had been 

out into the world; had seen both sides, and his 

nature was broad enough and deep enough to 

distinguish between people and their surround­

ings. Therefore, while he admired and respected 

Mr. Barrows, he respected and loved his father, 

who was the very antipodes of his city brother. 

Hundreds of miles away from the gas-lights 

and glamour of orange blossoms, and bridal veils, 

llnd wedding favors, on a bleak hillside, was a 

plain two-story frame house, surrounded by 
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ample barns, which showed in their architecture 

and design a more comfortable finish for the pur­

poses for which they were intended than the 

plain unpainted house had eyer shown. There 

was evell a sense of beauty, or at least of care­

ful neatness, in the choosing of the paints and 

the general air of the buildings, that the hOllse 

lacked. Whatever Jacob Morgan thought of 

his family, it was quite apparent that he had a 

high opinion of his stock. 

Within this square, plain, solemn-looking 

house, on a certain dull and solemn fall evening, 

sat the Morgan family, gathered apparently for 

a special occasion; for though everyone of 

them, down to the gray old cat purring behind 
the great wood stove, tried to act as usual, a 

general air of expectancy, indescribable and yet 
distinctly felt, pervaded the room. 

The room, by the way, deserves a passing 

description. It was at once the sitting-room, 
dining-room and kitchen of the Morgans. It 
was large and square, and scrupulously clean. 

There was a large old-fashioned table, with its 

great leaves turned down, and itself pushed up 

against the north side of the hOllie; Rnd it had 
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a dark, flowered, shiny oil-cloth spread all over 
its surface, reaching down nearly to the fioor. 
On the oiled surface a large-sized, old-fashioned 

candle-stick held a substantial tallow candle 
which served to show Mother Morgan where to 

put the point of the great darning needle as she 
solemnly wove it iu and out of the gray sock 
drawn on her large, labor-roughened hand. The 
old-fashioned tray and snuffers stood beside the 

candle-stick, and a dreary-faced girl, in a dark 
calico dress, closely buttoned at the throat and 

guiltless of a collar, occupied herself in applying 
the snuffers at regular intervals to the black 

wick that rapidly formed. 

Occasionally the mother hinted that it was a 

very shiftless way to spend her time, and that 
Ilhe would do better to get out her mending or 

her knitting. But the girl, with a restless sort 
of half sigh, replied that she" couldn't mend or 
knit to-night." 

.. Aud why not to-night, as well as any time?" 

questioned Mrs. Morgan, in a half-vexed tone, 
as one who was fully prepared to combat senti­

ment, or folly of any sort, that might have arisen 

in her daughter's mind. But the daughter only 
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answered, "Oh, I don't know!" and snuffed 

the candle again; and the darning-needle 

gleamed back and forth in the candle-glow, and 

no soimd broke the stillness for the next ten 

minutes. 

The other furuishings of the room can be 

briefly given, A square stand, in the cornel'­

held the Pal'lIl1'I"S Companion, a weekly paper 

highly prized; n, small copy of "Webster," very 

much abridged, anll with one coyer gone. A 

tack in the wall, over the stand, held the 

" Farlller', Almanac," and near it a pasteboar.d 

case, somewhat gayly decorated with fancy pict­

ures, held the family hair-brush and comb, The 

great cook-stove, capable of taking in "chunks " 

of wood at a time, was aglow, both with fire­

light and with. polish, and was really the only 

bright and pleasant thing in the room. The 

floor was painted a good, clear yellow, and was 

guiltless of even a rug to relieve its bareness. 

Behind the stove, with his feet on the hearth, 

and his slouched hat pushed on the back of his 

head, and his pants tucked carefully into his 

barn-yard boots, sat the younger son of the fam­

ily, John M.organ; his hands in his pockets, and 
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his eyes fixed somewhat gloomily on the fire. 

Just across from him, occupying. the other 

corner of the fireplace, was the father of the 

family, a prematurely old, bent man. His gray 

bair stood in disorder on his head -" stood" 

being the exact word to apply to it, as even vig­

orous brushing never coaxed it into quietness for 

any length of time. He was tilted slightly back 

in his straight-backed wooden arm-chair, which 

boasted of a patch-work cushion, and was the 

only bit of luxury that the room contained. A 

few chairs, yellow-painted like the floor, wooden­

bottomed, keeping themselves in orderly condi­

tion in the three unoccupied corners of the room 

completed its furnbhings - unless a shelf back 

of the stove, and in somewhat alarming proxim­

ity to the r.foresaid barn-yard boots, where a row 

of milk-pam; were stationed waiting for the 

cream to "set," and a line on which hung.certain 

towels used in cleansing and drying the pans, 

and a hook at a little distance holding the family 

hand-towel, can be called furnishings .• 

Sundry other hooks were empty; the sixteen­

year-old daughter having taken counsel with 

herself for a little, and then quietly removed twa 
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coats and a pair of overalls to the back kitchen 

closet. 
A door leading into the small, square, bare­

floored bed-room of Jacob Morgan and his wife 

stood open, and revealed the six-year-old baby 

of the family, fair-haired, soft-eyed Neelie 

Morgall, her eyes at this time being wide open 

and aglow with an excitement which she could 

not control. But for the solemn rule tbat seven 

o'clock must find her in bed, whether the town 

three miles away was 011 fire, or whatever was 

happelling, she would have begged to stay out 

of that trundle-bed, on this particular evening, 

just olle hour more. 

John Morgan wiuked and blinked, and nodded 

assent to his dream-thoughts with his mouth wide 

open, then came dOWIl on the foul' legs of his 

chair with a sudden thud, that made him wide 

awake and rather cross. He looked at the tall, 

loud-voiced old clock in the corner - which was 
certainly part of the furniture, and the most im­

portant part; it is strange I should have forgot­

ten it. At this moment it was making up its 

mind to announce the advent of the next hour. 

" It seems a pity that Lewis couldn't have got 
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around at a little more seasonable hour," farmer 

Morgan said at last, rubbing his eyes and yawn. 

ing heavily, and gazing at the 8olemn.faced 

clock. .. I can't see why he coukln't jU8t as well 

have taken an earlier train, ami got here thi8 

afternoon. It will be getting-up time before we 

fairly go to bed." 

" I don't see any occasion for being very late 

to bed," ~Irs. Morgan said; and she drove the 

gleaming needle throngh the sock a8 though she 

were vexed at the yawning hole. .. We needn't 

sit up till morning to talk; there will be time 

enough for thl!.t; and so long as Lewi8 went to 

the expense of getting supper at the village we 

won't have to be hindered on that account." 

"I'm most awful glad he did," interposed the 

candle-snuffer. "I couldn't bear to think of 

getting supper and washing dishes right before 
her." 

"I wonder why not? She most likely has 

been nsed to dishes, and she knows they have to 

be washed. It isn't worth while to go to puttillg 

on airs before her, so long as you can't keep 

them 011. The dishes will probably have to be 

washed three times a day, jnst as they alway~ 
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have been. Because Lewis has got married the 

world isn-t going to stop turning around." 

How fast the darning-needle slipped through 

the hole, shrinking it at every turn, alld st~bbing 

its sides with great gray threads! 

" I most wonder why you didn't put a fire in 

the front room, being it was the first night; it 

wonld have been less - well, less embarrassing 

like," the farmer said, hunting in his brain for 

the right word, and apparently not finding it. 

" I don't know as there is any call to be em­

barrassed," Mrs. Morgan said, and the furrows in 

her face seemed to grow deeper. "I thought it 

was best to begin as we would have to hold out; 

and I didn't s'pose we would be likely to have 

fires in the front room of evenings now any 

more than we have had. This room has always 

been large enough and good enough for Lewis, 

and I suppose we can make a place for one 
more." 

But she looked that moment as though the 

"one more" were a sore trial to her, which she 

endured simply because she must, and out of 

which she saw no gleam of comfort. 

During this family discussion, John 1\forgan 



The Tree. 35 

kept his feet in their elevated position on the 
upper hearth, and contiuued his steady, gloomy 
gaze into the fire. He was a young man, not yet 

twenty, but already his face looked not ouly 
gloomy, but spiritless. It was not in every 

sense a good face; there were lines of sullennes8 
upon it, and there were lines which, even thus 
early, might have been born of dissipation. 
Mrs. Morgan had been heard to say many a 

time that Lewis was a good boy, had always 

been a good boy, but who John took after was 
more than she could imagine; he wasn't a mite 

like the Morgans, and she was sure he didn't 
favor her side of the house. 

But, truth to tell, Lewis Morgan had at last 

disappointed his mother. Of course, he would 
get married some time; it was the way with 
young men; but he was still quite a young man, 

and she had hoped that he would wait a few 
years. And then she had hoped that, when the 

fatal day did come, he would choose one of the 
good, sensible, hard-working farmer's girls with 
which the country abounded, anyone of whom 

would have esteemed it an honor to be connected 

with the Morgan family. 
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But to go to New York for awife,and then to 
plunge right into the midst of aristocracy, and 

actually bring away a daughter of Lyman Bar­
rows, whose brother was a Congressman, and 
whose father was high in power once at Wash­
lngton? Mrs. Morgan felt aggrieved. Farmers 
and farmers' wives and daughters had always 
been good enough for her; why were they not 

for her son? 
This matter of family pride is a very queex 

thing to deal with. I doubt if you will not find 
it as strongly developed among the thrifty and 
intelligent classes of farmers as anywhere in 
this country. To be sure, there are different 
manifestations of pride. Assuredly Mrs. Mor­
gan knew how to manifest hers. 

"There they come!" declared the candle­
snuffer; and her face grew red, and she dropped 
the snuffers into the tray with a bang. It was 
just as the old clock had made up its mind to 
speak, and it solemnly tolled out eight strokes. 

" Dorothy!" said she of the darning-needle, 
severely, " I am ashamed of you. There is no 
occasion for you going into hysterics. if they 
have come." 
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The feet on the upper hearth came down on 

the brick hearth with a louder bang than .the 
snuffers had made. "I'm going to the barn," 
said their owner promptly. "Lewis will want 

to have his horse took care of; and I don't want 
to see none of 'em to-night. You needn't call 
me in, for I ain't coming." 

And he dodged out at the back door, just as 
the front one opened, and a shfJving of trunks 

sounded on the oil-cloth floor of the great old­
fashioned hall, and Lewis Morgan's voice said 

cheerily, " Where are you all?" and the mother 
rolled up the stocking, and stabbed it with the 

darning-needle, and shook out her check apron 

and stood up to give them greeting; and Louise 

Morgan had reached her home. 



CHAPTER III. 

INTRODUCED. 

I. OW Louise, despite all her previous 
knowledge of the Morgan family, had 

~' 

doue jU8t as people are always doing: planned 
their reception at the old homes tead quite after 

the manner of life to which she had been accus­
tomed, instead of arranging things from the 

Morgan standpoint. In imagination, she had 

seen her husband folued ill his mother's arrus, 
his bearded face covered with motherly kisses. 
,. It is not reasonable to suppose that· she will 

care to kiss me," she had said to herself, "but I 
will give her one little, quiet kiss, to show her 

how dear Lewis' mother is to me, and then I will 
keep myself in the background for the first 

evening. They will be so glad to get Lewis 

38 
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back, that they will not have room for much 
notice of me." 

Kisses! hardly anything could be more foreign 
to Mother Morgan's life than those. It was 

actually years since she had kissed her grown-up 

son. She held out her hard, old hand to him, 
and her heart beat quickly, and she felt a 

curious tremble all over her, that she would 
have been ashamed to own, but with a mighty 
effort she controlled her voice, and said: 

" Well, so you have got back safe, with all 
your rampaging around the world; I should 
think you had had enough of it. And this is 
your wife?" 

And then Louise had felt the quick grasp and 
release of her hand, and had not realized the 

heart-beats; and Lewis had shaken hands with 
his father and his sister Dorothy, and had said: 

"Father, this is my wife." 
And the premature old man, with the prema­

ture gray hairs standing up over his head, had 

nodded to her, without even a hand-clasp, and 

said: 
"I'm glad you are safe at home. You must 

be tuckered out; travelling is worse than plow-
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ing all day. I never could see why folks who 

hadn't [Jot to do it, should take journeys." 

And this was the home-coming! Two nights 

before, they had spent in the old home in New 

York, stopping there over night, after a two 

weeks' absence in another direction. How the 

mother had clasped her to her heart, and cried 

over her! How the father had call~d her his 

"precious daughter," and wundered, with a 

quiver in his lips and a tremble in his voice, 

how they could let her go again! How Estelle 

-bright, beautiful, fooli~h E~telle - had hugged 

and care~sed, and rejoiced over her darling sis­

ter! What a contrast it wa~! _. It all came 

over her just then, standing alone in the center 

of that yellow-painted floor - the tremenduus, 

the far.reachillg, the ever-developing contrast 

between the home that had vanished from her 

sight, aud the new home to which she had come. 

She felt a strange, choking sensation as if a 

hand were graspillg at her throat; the dim light 

in the tallow candle gleamed and divided itself 

into many sparks, and seemed swinging in space, 

and but for a stroug and resolute determination 

to do no such thiijg, the bride would have made 



Introduced. 41 

her advent into the Morgan household a thing 
of vivid memory, by fainting away I 

" Lewis!" called a soft, timid voice from 
somewhere in .the darkness. Looking out at 

them from that bed-room door, poor little Neelie, 
with her shining eyes and her beating heart, 

eould endure it no longer; and, although 
frightened at her boldness, and dipping her 
yellow head under the sheet, the minute the 
word was out, yet had spoken that one low, 
~ager word . 

.. Oh, Neelie I" Lewis had exclaimed; "are 
yon awake? Louise, come and see Neelie." 

Indeed she would; nothing in life looked as 

mviting to his young wife at that moment as the 
Jarknel:ls and comparative solitude of that inner 

room. But Lewis had seized the tallow candle 

as he went - Dorothy, meantime, having roused 

sufficiently to produce another one; and, as 
Louise followed him, she caught a glimpse of 

the shining eyes and the yellow curls. A whole 
torrent of pent-up longing for home, and love, 

and tenderness flowed out in the kisses which 

were suddenly lavished on astonished little 
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Neelie, as Louise nestled her head in the bed, 

clothes, and gathered the child to her arms, 

"She looks like you, Lewis," was the only 

comment she made; and Lewis laughed and 

flushed like a girl, and told his wife she was 

growing alarmingly complimentary; and N eelie 

looked from one to the other of them, with 

great, earnest, soulfnl eyes, and whispered to 

Lewis that she" loved her almost as much as she 

did him!" with a long-drawn breath on the 

word "almost" that showed the magnitude of 

the offering at the shrine of his new wife. On 

the whole, it was Neelie that sweetened the 

memory of the home-coming, amI stayed the 

tears th~,t might Imve wet Louise MOl'gan's pil­

low that night. 

As for John, he stayed in the ham, as he Imd 

planned, until the new-comers were fairly out of 

sight above stairs. 

"He is a queer fellow," explained Lewis to 
his wife, as they went about their own room. 

"I hardly know how to take him. I don't 

think I have ever understood his character; I 

doubt if anybody does. He is pent up; there i" 

no getting at his likes 01' dislikes, aud yet he has 
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~trollg feelings. He has given my father a good 

many anxious hours already; and sometimes I 

fear there are many more in store for him from 

the same source." 

And Lewis sighed. Already the burden of 

home-life was dropping on him. 

Louise was by this time so divided between 

the sense of loneliness that possessed her and the 

sense of curiosity over every article in and 

about her room, that she could not give to John 

the interest which the subjec11' demanded. It 

was utterly unlike any room that she had eYer 

seen before. A brilliant carpet, aglow with 

alternate stripes of red and green, covered the 

floor. Louise looked at it with mingled feelings 

of curiosity and wonder. How had it been 

made, and where? How did it happen that she 

had uever seen a like pattern before? It did 

not occur to her that it was home-made; and, if 

it had, she would not have understood the term. 

The two windows to the room were shaded with 

blue paper, partly rolled, and tied with red cal'll. 

There was a wood fire burning in a Franklin 

stove, which snapped, and glowed, and lighted 

up the strange colors and fantastic figures of the 
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wall-paper; there were two or three old-fashioned 

chairs, comfortable, as all old-fashioned chairs 
are; and there was a high-post bedstead, cur­

tained at its base by what Louise learned to 

know was a "valance," though what its llame or 

use, on this evening she could not have told. 

The bed itself was a marvel of height; it looked 

to the bewildered eyes of the bride as though 

they might need the services of a step-ladder to 

mount it; and it was covered with a tulip bed­

quilt! This arso was knowledge acquired at a 

later date. What the strangely-shaped masses 

of color were intended to represent she had not 

the slightest idea. There was a very simple 

toilet-table, neatly covered with a towel, and the 

appointments of it were the simplest and com­

monest. A high, wide, deep-drawered bureau, 

and a pine-framed mirror, perhaps a foot wide 
and less than two feet long, completed the fur­

nishings, save a couple of patchwork footstools 
under the windows. 

Lewis set down the candle-stick, which he had 

been holding aloft, on the little toilet-table, and 

surveyed his wife with a curious, half-laughing 
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air, behind which was hidden an anxious, quest­
ioning gaze. 

" My mother has an intense horror of the new 
invention known as kerosene," was his first ex­
planatory sentence, with a comical side glance 
toward the blibing candle. 

"Kerosene !" said Louise, absently; her 
thoughts in such confusion that she could not 

pick them out and answer clearly; "doesn't she 
like gas? " And then the very absurdity of her 
question brought her back to the present, and 

ahe looked up, quickly, in her husband's face, 
and, struggling with the pent-up tears, burst in­
stead, into a low, sweet, ringing laugh, which 

laugh he joined in and swelled until the low ceil­
ings might almost have shaken over their mirth. 

"Upon my word, I don't know what we are 

laughing at," he said at last; " but she is a brave 
little woman to laugh, and I'm thankful to be 

able to join her;" and he pushed one of the 
patchwork footstools over to where she had 

sunken on the other, and s~t down beside her . 
.. It is all as different as candle-light from sun­

light, isn't it? That blinking little wretch over 

there on the stand furnished me with a simile. 
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I haven't done a thing to this room; mainly be­

cause I didn't know what to do. I realized the 

absurdity of trying to put New York into it 

and I didn't know how to put anything into it; 

I thought you would. In fact, I don't know but 

it fits country life. It has always seemed to me 

to be a nice, pleasant home room, but - well­
well, the simple truth is, L.ouise, there is some­

thing the matter with it all, now that you are in 

it; it doesn't fit you; but you will know how to 

repair it, will you not?" An anxious look in 

his eyes, almost a tremble in his voice, the 

laughter gone out of them so soon. It nerved 
LouiRe to bravery. 

"We will not rearrange anything to-night," 
she said, brightly; "we are too tired for plan­

ning; that great bed is the most comfortable 

thing I can think of; if we can only manage to 

get into it. What make8 it so high, Lewis? " 

Whereupon he laughed again, and she joined, 

laughing in that immoderate, nervous way in 

which people indicate that the laughter, hilarious 
as it appears, is but one remove from tears. 

And it was thus that the first evening under the 
new home-roof was spent. 
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John, coming from his hiding place and goillg 
ill stocking feet np the stairs, hearu the outburst, 

and, curling his sour-looking lip, muttered: 
.• They feel very fine over it; I hope it will 
last." 

Anu the poor fellow had not the remotest idea 
that it would. Boy that he was, John Morgan 

was at war with life; he believeu that it had ill­
treated him; that to his fortunate elder brother 

had fallen all the joy, and to him all the bitter­
ness. He was jealous because of the joy. He 

waH not sure but he almost hated his brother's 
wife. Her low, clear laugh, as it rang out to 

him, sounded like mockery; he could almost 
make his warped nature belieye that she was . 

laughing at him, though she had never seen, per­

haps never heard of him. If she had seen his 

face at that moment, doubtless her thoughts 
would have been of him; as it was, they re­

volved around the Morgan family. 
"What about your sister Dorothy?" sho 

asked her husband, diving into the bewilderments 
of the large trunk, in search of her toilet case. 

"Dorothy is a good, warm-hearted girl, who 

has no - well" - and then he stopped; he did 
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not know how to finish his sentence j it would 

not do to say she had no education, for she had 

been the best scholar in their country school, 

and, during her last winter, was reported to have 

learned all that the master could teach her. 

She had been disappointed, it is true, that he 

had not known more, and Lewis had been disap­

pointed, because he wanted her to go on, or go 

elsewhere, and get - what'? He did not know 

how to name it. Something that his wife had to 
her very finger tips, ani!. something that Dorothy 

had not a trace of; what was the name of it? 

Was it to be learned from books? At least, he 

had wanted her to try, and ~he had been willing 

enough, but Farmer Morgan had not. 

" She has book learning enough for a farmer's 

daughter," he had said, sturdily. "She knows 

more about books:now than her mother ever did j 

and, if she makes one-half as capable a woman, 

she will be ahead of all the women there are 
llow-days." 

So Dorothy had packed away her books, and 
settled down at her churning and baking and 

dish-washing; she took it quietly, patiently. 
Lewis did not know whether the disappointment 
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was very great or not; in truth, he kllew very 
little about her. Of late, he had known almost 

nothing of home, until within the last year fail­
ing health, and the necessity for out-door life 

had changed all his plans, and nearly all his 
hopes in life. 

Louise waited for a completion of the unfin­

ished sentence, but her husband seemed unable 
to add to it. He bent over the valise and gave 

himself to the business of unpacking, with a 

puzzled air, as though he were trying to solve a 
problem that eluded him. His wife tried again. 

" Lewis, why is she not a Christian? " 

Now, indeed, he dropped the coat that he was 
unrolling, and, rising up, gave the questioner 

the full benefit of his troubled eyes. He was 
under the impression that he was pretty well ac­

quainted with his wife; yet she certaillly had 
the fashion of asking the most strange-sounding 
questions, perplexing to answer, and yet simple 

and straightforward enough in their tone. 

" Why is it ?" he repeated. " I do not know; 
my dear Louise, how could I know? " 

"Well, doesn't it seem strange that a young 
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lady, in this age of the world, surrounded by 

Christian influences, shpuld go on, year after 

year, without settling that question?" 

Her husband's answer was very thoughtfully 

given. "It seems exceedingly strange, when I 
hear you speak of it, but Ido not know that I 

ever thought of it in that sense before." 

Then the 'unpacking went on in silence for a 
few minutes, until Louise interrupted it with 

another question. 

" Lewis, what does she say when you talk with 
her about these matters? What line of reason­
ing does she use?" 

It was so long before she received an answer 

that she turned from her work in surprise, to 
look at him; then he spoke. 

"Louise, I never said a word to her on this 

subject in my life. And that seems stranger to 
you than anything else?" he added, at last, his 
voice low, and with an anxious touch ill it. 

She smiled on him gently. "It seems a little 
strange to me, Lewis, I shall have to own; hut 1 

suppose it is different with brothers and sisters 

from what it is when two are thrown together 
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constantly as companions. I have no brother, 
you know." 

Do you know what Lewis thought of then 1 
His bl"Other J ohu. 



CHAPTER IV. 

FROM DAWN TO DAYLIGHT. 

WI:. 
~y,iT was by the light of the blinking tallow 
~ candle that they made their toilets next 
morning. Louise roused suddenly, not a little 
startled at what she supposed were unusual 
sounds, issuing from all portions of the house, in 
the middle of the night. 

" Do you suppose anyone is sick? " she asked 
her husband. "There has been a banging of 
doors and a good deal of hurrying around for 
some miuutes." 

"Oh, no," he said, re-assuringly. "It is get­
ting-up time. John is a noisy fellow, and 
Dorothy can make considerable noise when she 
undertakes. I suspect they are trying to rouse 
us." 

52 
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"Getting-up time I Why, it must be in the 
middle of the night! " 

"That depends on whether one lives in New 
York or the country. I shouldn't be greatly 
surprised if breakfast were waiting for us." 

"Then let us hurry," said Louise, making a 
motion to do so, but her husband remanded her 

back to her pillow, while he made vigorous ef­
forts to conquer the old-fashioned Franklin 
stove, and secure some warmth. 

"But we ought not to keep them '9aiting 
breakfast," Louise said in dismay. "That is 

very disagreeable, when everything is ready to 

serve. We have been annoyed in that way our­
selves., Lewis, why didn't you waken me be­
fore? Haven't you heard the sounds of life for 

a good while? " 
" Yes," said Lewis, "longer than I wanted to 

hear them. If they don't want breakfast to wait 
they shouldn't get it ready at such an unearthly 

hour. There is no sense in rousing up the 
household in the night. During the busy season 

it is a sort of necessity, and I always succumb 
to it meekly. But at this date it is just the out­

growth of a notion, and I have waged a sort of 
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silent war on it for some time. I suppose I have 

eaten cold breakfasts about half the time this 

fall." 
"Cold breakfasts! Didn't your mother keep 

something warm for you? ., 
"Not by any manner of means did she. My 

mother would not consider that she was doing 
her duty to her SOil by winking at his indolent 
habits in any such fashion; she believes that it 
is his sacred duty to eat his breakfast by early 
candle-light, and if he sins in that direction it is 

not for her to smooth the punishment of the 

transgressor. " 

Louise laughed over the serio-comic tone in 
which this was said, albeit there was a little 
feeling of dismay in her heart; these things 
sounded so new, and strange, and unmotherly! 

"Louise, dear, J don't want to dictate the 
least in the world, and I don't want to pretend 
to know more than I do, but isn't that dress just 
a trifle too stylish for the country - in the morn· 
ing, you know?" 

This hesitating, doubtful sort of question was 
put to Mrs. Morgan somewhat later, after a rapid 
and apparently unpremeditated toilet. 
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She gave the speaker the benefit of a flash 
from a pair of roguish eyes, as she said: 

"Part of that sentence is very opportune, 

Lewis. You are evidently' pretending to know 

more than you do.' This dress was prepared 
especially for a morning toilet in the country, 

and cost just ten cents a yard." 
" Is it possible I" he answered, surveying her 

from head to foot with a comic air of bewilder­

ment. " Then, Louise, what is it that you do to 

your dresses? " 
" Wear them," she answered demurely. "And 

I shall surely wear this, this morning; it fits 

precisely." 
Did it? Her husband was in great doubt. 

He would not have liked to own it; he did not 
own it even to himself; but, the truth was, he 

lived in a sort of terror of his mother's opinions. 

She was easily shocked, easily disgusted; the 
whole subject of dress shocked her, perhaps, 

more than any other. She was almost eloquent 
over the extravagance, the lavish display, the 

waste of time as well as money exhibited in 
these degenerate days, ill the decorations of the 

bodJ:. She even sternly hinted that occasionally 
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Dorothy "prinked" altogether too much for a 
girl with brains. What would she think of Mrs. 
Lewis Morgan? The dress which troubled him 
was one of those soft neutral-tinted cottons, so 

commo~ in these days, so entirely unfashionable 
ill the fashionable world, that Louise had already 

horrified her mother, and vexed Estelle, by per· 
sisting in her determination to have several of 
them. Once purchased she had exercised her 

taste in the making, and her selections of pat­
terns and trimming "fitted the material per­
fectly," so Estelle had told her, meaning any­

thing but a compliment thereby. 
It was simplicity itself in its finishings; yet 

the pattern was graceful in its folds and draperies, 
and fitted her form to perfection. The suit was 
finished at the throat with a rolling collar, inside 

of which Louise had basted a very narrow frill 
of soft, yellowish lace. The close-fitting sleeves 
were finished in the same way. A very tiny 
scarlet knot of narrow ribbon at the throat com 
pleted the costume, and the whole effect was 
such that her husband, surveying her, believed 
he had never seen her better dressed, and was 
\lure hils mother would be shocked. The bewil 
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derment on his face seemed to strike his wife as 
ludicrous. 

"Why, Lewis," she said, gayly," what would 
you have me wear? " 

" I don't know, I am sure," he answered, join.. 
ing her laugh, "only, why should ten cent goods 
look like a tea-party dress on you?" Then 
they went uown to breakfast. 

Almost the first thought that the young wife 
had, as she surveyed the strauge scene, was em­
bodied in a wonderment as to what Estelle would 
say could she look in on them now! 

That great, clean kitchen; the kettle steaming 
on the cook-stove, and the black" spider" still 
sizzling about the ham gravy that was left in it; 
the large-leaved table, sprea,d ; queer-shaped, old­
fashioned, blue earthenware dishes arrallged on 
it, without regard to grace, certainly, whatever 

might be said of convenience. In the middle of 
the table sat the inevitable tallow candle, and 
another one blinked on the high mantelpiece, 
bringing out the shadows in a strange, weird way. 

Seated at the foot of the table was John, in 

his shirt-sleeves, the mild winter morning having 
proved !ao trying for his coat. His father was 
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still engaged in putting the finishing touches to 

his toilet, by brushing his few spears of gray 
hair, before the little glass in the further end of 
the room. Dorothy leaned against the window 
and waited, looking both distressed and cross. 

" Come! come! come!" said the mother of 
this home, directly the stair door had closed 
after the arrival of her new daughter. " Do let 
·'.IS get down to breakfast; it will he noon before 
we get the dishes out of the way. Now, father, 
have we got to wait for you? I thought you 
were ready an hour ago. Come, Lewis, you 
must be hungry by this time. 

The rich blood mounted to Lewis' cheeks. 
This was a trying greeting for his wife; he felt 
exactly as though he wanted to say that he 
thought so; but she brushed past him at that 
moment, laying a cool, little hand for an instant 
on hi~. Was it a warning touch? Then she 
went over to the young man in the shirt-sleeves. 

"Nobody introduces us," she said, in a tone of 
quiet brightness. "I suppose they think that 
brother and sister do not need introduction. I 
am Louise, and I am sure you must be John; 
\et's shake hands on it." And the small, white 
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hand was out-stretched and waiting. What was 
to be done? 

John, who was prepared to hate her - so well 

prepared that be already half did so ; John (who 
never shook hands with any body, least of all a 
woman; never came in contact with one if he 

could possibly help it) felt the flush ill his face 
deepen, until he knew he was the color of a 
peony; but, nevertheless, slowly held forth his 
hard, red hand, and touched the small white one, 

which instantly seized it in a cordial grasp. 

Then they sat down to breakfast. 
Louise waited, with bowed head, and was 

thrilled with a startled sense of unlikeness to 

home, as she waited in vain. ~o voice expressed 
its thankfulness for many mercies; instead, the 
clatter of dishes immediately commenced. " Not 
one in the family save myself is a Christian;" 
she remembered well, that Lewis had told her 
so; but was he of so little moment in his father's 
house that the simple word of blp~sing would 

not have been received among them from his 
lips? It had not occurred to her tbat, because 
her husband was the only Christian in the house· 

hold, therefore he sat at a prayerless table. 
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Other experiences connected with that first 
meal in her new home, were, to say the least, 
novel. Curiously enough, her imaginings con­
cerning them all connected themselves with 
Estelle. What would Estelle think of a young 
lady who came collarless to the breakfast table? 
Nay, more than that, who sat down to eat, in her 
father's and mother's presence, with uncombed 
hair, gathered into a frowzly knot in the back of 
her neck? What would Estelle have thought of 
Mrs. Morgan's fa8hion of dipping her own spoon 
into the bowl of sugar and then back again into 
her coffee? How would she have liked to help 
herself with her own knife to hutter, having 
seen the others pf the family do the same with 
theirs? How would she mana~e in the absence 
of napkins, and would the steel forks spoil her 
breakfast; and how would she like fried ham, 
and potatoes boiled in the 8kin, for breakfast 
anyway? 

The new-comer remembered that she had but 
three weeks ago assured Estelle that farm-houses 
were delightful places in which to spend sum­
mers! Was she so tlUre of that, even with this 
little inch of experience. To learn to appreciate 
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the force of contrasts, one would ouly need a 

picture of the two breakfast tables which pre­
sented themselves to the mind of this young wife. 

Aside from all these minor contrast::;, there 
""ere others which troubled her more. She had 

rCl'olved to be ve'iy social and informal with each 

member of this family: but the formidable 
question arose: What was she to be social about? 
Conversation there was none; unless Farmer 
Morgan'::; directions to John, concerning details 

of farm-work, and his answers to Lewis' ques­
tions as to what had transpired on the farm dur­
ing his absence, could be called conversation. 

Mrs. Morgan, it is true, contributed by assuring 
Dorothy that if she did not clean out the hack 

kitchen, this day, she would do it herself; and 
that the shelyes in the cellar needed washing off 

this very morning. Whatever it was that had oc­
curred to put Dorothy in ill-h,umor, or whether it 
was ill-humor, or only habitual sullennes::;, Louise 

didn't know; certainly her brows were black. 
Would it be possible to converse with her? As 

the question put itself to her mind, it called up the 

merry by-play of talk with which Estelle was wont 
to enliven the home breakfast table; so sparkling 



62 A New Graft on the Family Tree. 

and attractive in its flow that her father had ac­
cused her of setting a special snare for him, that he 
might miss his car. If Estelle were at this table 

what would she talk about? It was entirely a 
new and strange experience to Louise to be at a 
loss what to talk about. Books? What had 

Dorothy read? She did not look as though she 
had read anything, or wanted to. Sewing? 
Well, the new sister was skilled with her needle. 

Suppose she said, " I know how to make my own 
dresses, and I can cut and fit my common ones; 
can you?" How abrupt it would sound; and 

what strange table talk for the pleasure of the 

assembled family! She caught herself on the 
verge of a laugh over the absurdity of the thing, 
and was as far from a topic for conversation as 
ever. 

Meantime, Lewis had finished his q uestioIi­
ings, and turned to her. .. Louise, did you ever 
see anyone milk? I suppose not; if it were 
not so cold you would like to go out and see 
Dorothy with her pet cow; she is a queer-acting 
creature - quite a study." 

Did he mean Dorothy, or the pet cow? It 
was clear to his wife that he was himself emblLr-
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fli.ssed by something incongruous in the break­

fast scene; but she caught at his suggestion of 

II subject, even while his mother's metallic voice 
was saying: 

.. Cold! If you call this a cold morning 

Lewis, you must be getting very tender since 
you have been in the city; it is almost as mild 

liS spring." 

"Can you milk?" Louise was saying, mean­

time, eagerly to Dorothy. The eagerness was 
not assumed; she was jubilant, not so much 

over the idea of seeing the procesl! of milking, 

as over the fact that she had finally discovered a 
direct question to addresJ;l to Dorothy, which 

must be answered in some form. 
But, behold! Dorothy, flushing to her tem­

ples. looked down at her plate and answered, 

" Yes, ma'am," and directly choked herself with 

a swallow of coffee, and the avenue for conver­

sation suddenly closed. 
What was she to do? How queer it was to 

call such distorted attempts at talk by the pleas­
ant word conversation! What" familiar inter­

change of sentiment" could she hope to get up 

with Do athy about milking c\)ws? What did 
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people say about cows, anyway? She wished 

she had some knowledge, even the slightest, of 

the domestic habits of these animals; but she 

was honestly afraid to venture in any direction, 

lest she should display an ignorance that would 

either be considered affected, or sink her lower 

in the family estimation. Suppose she tried 

some other subject with Dorothy, would she be 
likely to choke again? 

Mrs. Morgan tried to help: "Dorothy milked 

two cows when she was not yet twelve years 
old! " 

Whether it was the words, or the tone, or the 
intention, Louise could not tell; but she im. 
mediately had a feeling that not to milki two 

cows before one was twelve years old, argued a 

serious and irreparable blunder in one's bringing 

up. She was meek and quiet-toned ill her 
reply: 

" I never had the opportunity of even seeing 

the country when I was a little girl, only as we 
went to the sea-side, summers, and that is not 

exactly like the country, you know. All mam­

ma's and papa's relatives happened to live in 
town." 
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" It must be a great trial to a woman to have 

to bring up her children in a city. Ten chances 
to one if they don't get spoiled." 

Mrs. Morgan did not say it crossly, nor with 
Imy intention of personality, but again Louise 
felt it to be almost a certainty that 8he was 

thought not to belong to that fortunate "one 
chance" which was not spoiled. 

There were other trials connected with this 

ordeal. She found it almost impossible for her 
to make a show of eating" She was one of 

those unfortunate victims to whom pork, in all 
of its numerous forms, was always and utterly 
repulsive; therefore she made not the slightest 

attempt with the generous piece on her plate; 
and, while potatoes are good ill their way and 
place, to a delicate appetite, in the early morn­
ing, a large potato, still in its brown coating, is 

not specially inviting. There were eggs, but 
they were fried, and tasted of the offensive ham­
gravy; and the bread was in that condition 
known to housekeepers as "doughy," and re­
minded Louise of the wicked episodes of her 
school-days, when, at the badly-managed board· 

ing-school, one of their pastimes used to be 
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making little "wads" of the "doughy" bread, 

and surreptitiously throwing them at each other. 

What if she should send a tiny ball of dough 

directly iu the red and frowning face of that 

Dorothy! Then she would surely choke. Or 

she might hit Mother Morgan right on her 

wrinkled cheek! Her own mother would laugh 

even at such undignified folly, but would Mother 

Morgan? She laughed involuntarily over the 

astonishment into which she might throw this 

solemn household by such improprieties, and 

then she drooped her head over her coffee-cup to 

hide the laugh. The coffee was hot and strong, 

too strong, but there was no hot-water uru on 

the table; Hhe might take her cup to that puff­

ing tea-kettle and weaken the coffee; perhaps, 

that would be ill keeping with the table proprio' 
eties of the household, but what would Estelle 

think of it! \Vhat a difference there was in 
people, and in homes! She glanced at her hus­

band; he was listening respectfully to his 
father's opinion of the south meadow lot, and 

the" short-horned critter," whoever that was, 

who inhabited it. He seemed miles away from 

her. She wondered vaguely whether. when 



From Dawn to Daylight. 67 

they got up-stairs to their own room again. she 
would have any subject for conversation with 
him. 

Mother Morgan startled her out of her won­
dering, by addressing her directly: 

" I hope you will be able to make out a break· 
fast. I suppose our living is not what you have 
heen used to." 

What could Louise say? It certainly was 
not, and she certainly could not affirm that she 
liked it better. 

Her husband turned a certain troubled look 
on her. "Can't you eat a little?" he asked in 

undertone. 
Did she imagine it, or was he more anxious 

that his mother should not be annoyed, than he 
was that her appetite should not suffer? Alto­
gether, the young bride was heartily glad when 
that uncomfortable IDeal was concluded, and she 
was back in that upper room. She went alone, 

her husband having excused himself from his 

father long enough to go with her to the foot of 
the stairs Rnd explain that father wanted him a 

moment. 
Do you think she fell into a passion of weeping 
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directly the door of her own room shut her in, 
and wished that she had never left the elegancies 
of her city home, or the sheltering love of her 
mother? Then you have mistaken her charac­
ter. She walked to the window a moment 
and looked out on the stubby, partly-frozen 
meadows that stretched away in the distance; 
she even brushed a tender tear, born of love for 
the old home and the dear faces there; but it 

was chased away by a smile, as she bowed to her 
husband, who looked back to get a glimpse of 
her; and she knew then, as she had known be­
fore, that it was not hard to "forsake all others 
and cleave to him." Moreover, she remembered 
that marriage vows had brought her more than 
a wife's responsibilities. She was, by them, 
made a daughter and a sister to those whom she 
had not known before. They were not idle 
words to her - these two relationships. She re­
membered them, each one; Father Morgan, with 
his old, worn face, and his heart among the 
fields and barns; Mother Morgan, with her cold 
eyes, and cold hand, and cold voice; Dorothy 
and John, and the fair, yellow-haired Neelie, 
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whom a special touch of motherliness had left 
still sleeping that morning; and, remembering 
them each, this young wife turned from the 
window, and, kneeling, presented them each by 
name and desire to her" Elder Brothel'," 



CHAPTER V. 

BEDS AND BUTTON-ROLEI'!. 

~w to fit In.nth tho !.mily 1m. lim.t 
~ the Morgan farm-house was one of the 
puzzles of the new-comer. For the first time, 

Louise was in doubt how to pass her time; what 
to do with herself. Not that she had not enough 

to do; she was a young woman having infinite 
resources; she cou;d have locked the door on 
the world down-stairs, and during her husband's 

absence in field or barn, have lived a happy life 

in her own world of reading, writing, sewing, 
planning. But the question was, would that be 

fulfilling the duties which the marriage covenant 
laid upon her? How, in that way, could she 

contribute to the general good of the family into 
which she had been incorporated, and which she 

70 
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had pledged herself before God to help sustain? 
But, on the other hand, how should she set 

about contributing to the general good? Every 
avenue seemed closed. 

After spending one day in comparative soli­
tude, save the visits that her husband managed 
to pay, from time to time, to the front room up­

stairs, she, revolving the problem, lingered in 
the large kitchen the next mornir:g, and, with 
pleasant face and kindly voice, said to Dorothy, 

" Let. me help! "and essayed to assist in the 
work of clearing the family table; with what 
dire results! 

Dorothy, thus addressed, seemed as affrighted 
as though an angel from heaven had suddenly 

descended before her and offered to wash the 
dishes, and she let slip, in her amaze, one end of 
the large platter, containing the remains of the 
ham, and a plentiful supply of ham gravy; 
which perverse stuff trickled and dripped, in 

zig-zag lines, over the clean, coarse linen which 
covered the table. Dorothy's exclamation of 

dismay brought the mother quickly from the 
bedroom; and, then and there, she gave a short 

sharp lecture on carelessness. 
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"'What need had you to jump like an idiot' 
because you were spoken to?" she said, in severe 
sarcasm, to the blazing-cheeked Dorothy. "1 
saw you; one would think you had never seen 
anybody before, nor had a remark made to you. 
I would try to act a little more as though I had 
common sense, if I were you. This makes the 
second clean table-cloth in a week I Now, go 
right away and wash the grease out, and scald 
yourself with boiling water to finish up the 
morning." 

Then, to Louise: "She doesn't need your 
help; a girl who couldn't clear off a breakfast 
table alone, and wash up the dishes, would be a 
very shiftless sort of creature, in my opinion. 
Dorothy has done it alone .ever since she was 
twelve years old. She isn't shiftless, if she does 
act like a dunce before strangers. I'm sure I 
don't know what has happened to her, to jump 
and blush in that way, when she is spoken to; 
she never used to do it." 

It was discouraging, but Louise, bent on "be. 
longing" to this household, tried again. 

"Well, mother, what can I do to help? SinctJ 
I am one of the family I want to take my sharI;) 
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of the duties. What shall be my work after 

breakfast? Come, now, give me a place in the 
home army, and let me look after my corner. If 

you don't, I shall go out to the barn and help 
father and Lewis ! " 

But Mrs. Morgan's strong, stern face did not 
relax; no smile softened the wrinkles or bright­
ened the eyes. 

" We have always got along without any help,' 

she said - and her voice reminded Louise of the 
icicles hanging at that moment from the sloping 
roof above her window - " Dorothy and I man­
age to do pretty near all the work, even in sum­
mer time, and it w9uld be queer if we couldn't 

now, when there is next to nothing to do. Your 
hands don't look as though you were used to 

work." 
"Well, that depends," said Louise, looking 

down on the hands that were offending at this 
moment by their shapely whiteness ami delicacy; 
"there are different kinds of work, you know. 
I have managed to live a pretty busy life. I 
don't doubt your and Dorothy's ability to do it 
all, but that isn't the point; I want to help; 
then we shall all get through the soonl'1', Ilnd 
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have a chance for other kimls of work." She 

had nearly said, "for enjoyment," but a glance 

at the face looking down on her changed the 

words. 
Then they waited; the younger woman look. 

ing up at her mother-in-law with confident, res­

olute eyes, full of brightness, but also full of 

meaning; and the older face, taking on a shade 

of perplexity, as if this were a phase of life 

which she had not expected, and was hardly 

prepared to meet. 

" There's nothing in life, that I know of, that 

you could do," she said, at last, in a slow, per· 

plexed tone. " There's alw:!ys enough things to 
be done; but Dorothy knows how, and I know 
how, and-" 

"And I don't," interrupted Lonise, lightly. 
" Well, then, isn't it your bounden duty to teach 

me? You had to teach Dorothy, and I dare say 
she made many a blnnder before she learned. 

I'll promise to be as apt as I can. Where shall 

we commence? Can't I go and dry those dishes 
for Dorothy? " 

Mrs. Morgan shook her head promptly: 

.. She would break every one of 'em before 
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you were through," she said, grimly; "such a 

notion as she has taken of jumping, and choking, 
and spilling things! I don't know what she'll 
do next." 

" Well, then, I'll tell you what I can do. Let 
'De take care of John's room. Isn't that it, just 
back of ours? I saw him coming from that 

door this morning. While you are at work 

down here, I can attend to that, as well as not. 

:\fay I?" 
"Why, there's nothing to do to it," was Mr~. 

Morgan's prompt answer, "except to spread up 
the bed, and that takes Dorothy about three 
minutes; besides, it is cold in there; you foil,>; 
who are used to coddling over a fire mornings, 

would freeze to death. I never brought up my 
children to humor themselves in that way." 

Louise, not wishing to enter into an argument 
concerning the advantages and disadvantages of 

warm dressing-rooms,- resolved upon cutting this 

interview short, and with a quiet nod of her 

head, and a steady-toned: 
"Very well, I shall spread up the bed, then, 

if there is nothing else that I can do. Dorothy, 
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remember that is my work after this. Don't 
you dare to take it away from me." 

Lightly spoken, indeed, and yet with an un­
dertone of decision in it that made Mrs. Mor­
gan, senior, exclaim wrathfully, as the door closed 
after her daughter-in law: 

" I do wish she would mind her own business! 
I don't want her poking around the house, peek­
ing into places, under the name of 'helping!' 
As if we needed her help! We have got along 
without her for thirty years, and I guess we can 
do it now." 

But Dorothy was still smarting under the 
sharpness of the rebuke administered to her in 
the presence of this elegant stranger, and did 
not in any way indicate that she heard her 
mother's comment.s, unless an extra bang of the 
large plate she was drying expressed her disap­
proval. 

As for Louise, who will blame her that she 
drew a little troubled sigh, as she ascended the 
steep staircase? And who will fail to see the 
connection between her thoughts and the action 
which followed. She went directly to an ebony 
box resting on her old-fashioned bureau, and 
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drew from it a small velvet case, which, when 

opened, revealed the face of a middl€.-aged 
woman, with soft, silky hair, combed smooth, 

and wound in a knot underneath the becoming 

little breakfast cap, with soft lace lying in rich 

folds about a shapely throat, with soft eyes that 

looked out lovingly upon the gazer, with lips so 
tender aud suggestive, that even from the pict­

ure they seemed ready to speak comforting 

words. 
" D~ar mother!" said Louise, and she pressed 

the tender lips again and again to hers. " , As 
. one whom his mother comforteth.' Oh, I won­

der if John could understand anything of. the 
tenderness in that verse? " Then she held back 
the pictured face and gazed at it, and something 
in the earnest eyes and quiet expression recalled 

to her words of help and strength, and sugges­

tions of opportunity; 80 that she closed the 
case, humming gently the old, strong-souled 

hymn, " A charge to keep I have," and went in 
search of broom, and duster, and sweeping-cap, 

and then penetrated to the depths of John's 
room; the development of Christian character 

in this young wife, actually leading her to see a 
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connection between that low-roofed back corner 
known as "John's room," and the call to duty 

which she had just sung-

" A charge to keep I have. 

A God to glorify." 

What, through the medium of John'8 room. 
Yes, indeed. That seemed entirely possible to 
her. More than that, a glad smile and a look of 
eager desire shone in her face as she added the 
lines: 

" A never-dying soul to save, 
And fit it for the sky." 

What if - oh, what if the Lord of the vine­
yard. had sent her to that isolated farm-house of 
his, to be the link in the chain of events which 
he designed to have end in the saving and fitting 
for glory of John Morgan's never-dying soul! 

Possibly you would have thought it was a 
sudden descent into the prosaic, if you could 
have stepped with her into the low-roofed room. 
Can I describe to you its desolation, as it ap­
peared to the eyes of the cultured lady? She 
stopped on the threshold, stopped her song. and 
gazed with a face of dismay! Bare-floored; the 
roof on the eastern side sloping down to within 
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three feet of the floor; one western window, 

Fmall-paned, curtainless; one wooden-seated 
chair, on which stood the inevitable candlestick, 
and the way in which the wick of the candle 

had been permitted to grow long alld gutter 
down into the grease told a tale of dissipation of 

some sort indulged in the night before that 
would not fail to call out the stern disapproval 
of the watchful mother. There was not the 

!\lightest attempt at anything like appoilltments, 
uilless an old-fashioned, twisted-legged stand 

that, despite its name, would not" stand" with­
out being propped, having a ten-inch square 

glass hung over it, might be called an attempt. 
The bundle of very-much twisted and tumbled 
bed-clothes in the corner, resting on the four­

post bedstead, completed every suggestion of 
furniture which that long, low, dark room con­

tained! 
"Poor fellow!" said Louise, speaking her 

thoughts aloud, as the scene grew upon her, 
"why shouldn't he 'give his father some troub­
led hours?' What else could they expect? 
How absolutely pitiful it is, that this room and 

that down-stairs kitchen are really the only 
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places where the young man can spend a leisure 
hour. How has Lewis submitted to it? " 

Yet, even as she spoke that last sentences, she 
felt the cold eyes, and remembered the stern 
mouth, of his mother, and realized that Lewis 

was powerless. 
At the same moment I shall have to confess 

to you that the little new-comer into the home 
set her lips in a quiet, curious fashion that she 
had, which read to those well acquainted with 
her this sentence: "1 shall not be powerless; see 
if I will." And, someway, you couldn't help 
believing that she would not. She had a very 
curious time restoring order to that confnsed 
bed. It must be borne in mind that she had 
never before made up a husk bed. The best 
quality of hair mattress had to do with all her 
experience Q.f bed-making. This being the caRe 
the initiated will not be surprised to hear that 
she tugged off the red and brown patchwork 
comfortable, which did duty as a spread, three 
times before she reduced that bed to the state of 
levelness which comported with her ideas. 
Then the pillows came in for their share of 
anxiety. They were so distressingly small r 
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How did John manage with such inane, charac­
terless affairs? Sbe puffed them, and tossed 
them, and patted them, with all the skilled 

touche8 which a good bed-maker knows how to 
bestow, but to very little purpose. They were 

shrinking, shame-faced pillows still. The coarse 
factory sheet, not yet .. bleached," was laid first 

in a smooth fiat, and then artistically roUed 
under the red and brown comfortable; and, 
while it looked direfully unlike what Louise 
would have desired, yet, when the whole was 
finished, even with such materials, the bed pre­
sented a very diiferent appearance from what it 
did, after undergoing Dorothy's" spreading up." 
Then, when the sweeping was concluded, Louise 
stood and thought. What was to be done with 
that room? How much would she dare to do ? 
She had determined to make no sort of change 
in her own room at present; she would not even 
change the position of the great old bedstead, 
though this was a sacrifice on her part only to 
be appreciated by those who are able, on their 
first entrance into a room, to see, by a sort of 
intuition, the exact spot where every article of 
furniture should be in order to secure the best 
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effects, and to whom the ill-arrangement is a 

positive pain. Louise had seen, even at that 

firiit entrance into her room, that the most awk­

ward possible spot for the bed8teacl had been 
chosen; nevertheless, she heroically left it there. 

But she looked with longing eyes on that 
twisted table in John's room. How she would 

ha>:e enjoyed selecting one of those strong, 
white, serviceable tidies, and overspreading the 

marred top with it, and placing a book or two, 
and a perfume bottle, or some delicate knick­
knack, to give the room a habitable air. For 

fully five minutes she stood shivering in the cold, 
trying to determine the important question. 
Then she resolutely shook her head, and said 

aloud: "No, it won't do; I must wait," and 
went down-stairs with her dust-pan. 

During her short absence the dishes had been 
whisked into their places, the kitchen made 

clean and both mother and daughter were seated 

at their sewil'g. Mrs. Morgan eyed the trim 
figure in swee ping-cap and gloves, a broom and 
dus~pan in hand, with no approval in her 
glance. 

" I should think you were a little too much 
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dressed up for such work," she said, producillg 

at last the thought which had been wrallklillg 

for two uays. This was Louise's opportunity. 

"Oh, no," she said, pleasantly. "I am 

ul'esseu just right for oruinary work. Why, 

mother, my dress cost less than Dorothy'S; her's 

is part woolen, and mine is nothing but cotton." 

This remark Lrought Dorothy's eyes from 

their work, and fixeu them ill admiring amaze 

Oil the well-dressed lady before her. Being 

utterly unaequainted with materials and grades 

of quality, anu judging of dress only by its 

effects, it was like a bewiluering revelation that 

the dress which to her looked elegant, cost less 
than her own. There flashed just then into her 

heart the possibility that some day she, too, 

might have something pret,ty. 
Loube did not wait for her revelation to be 

commented upon, but drew nearer to the 

workers. Mrs. Morgan was sewing rapidly on a 

uingy calico for herself. 
"Oh, let me make the button-holes," said, 01' 

rather, exclaimed, the new daughter, as though 

it were to be counted a privilege. "I can make 
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beautiful ones, and I always made mothel's alld 

Estelle's." 
Now, it so happened that Mrs. Morgan, with 

all her deftness with the needle, and she had 
considerable, was not skilled in that difficult 

branch of needle work, the making of button­

holes. Moreover, though she considered it an 
element of weakness, and would by no meana 

have acknowledged it, she hated the work, with 
an absolute hatred born of a feeling, strong in 

such natures as hers, or aversion toward any­

thing which they can not do as well, if not bet­
ter, than others. The thought of securing well­

made button-holes, over which she had not to 

struggle, came with a sense of rest to her soul, 
and she answered, more kindly than Louise had 
heard her speak before : 

"Oh, I don't want you to bother with my 
button-holes. " 

"I shall not," said Louise, brightly. "But­
ton-holes never bother me; I like to work them 

as well as some people like to do embroidery." 
Then she went to the sink, in the kitchen and 

washed her hands in the bright tin basin, and 

dried them on the coarse, clean family towel. 
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Presently she came, thimble and needle-case in 
hand, and established herself on one of the yel­
low wooden chairs to make button-holes in the 
dingy calico; and, with the delicate stitches in 
those button-holes, she worked an entrance-way 

into her mother-m-law's heart. 



CHAPTER VI. 

A NEW SERVICE FOR THE SABBATH. 

1.-1' .' T what hour do you have to start for 
","-' .' church?" ,. 

This was the question which Louise asked of 
her husband on Saturday evening, as she moved 
about their room, making preparations for the 
next morning's toilet. 

" Well," he said, "it is three miles, you know. 
We make an effort to get started by about half 
past nine, though sometimes we are late. It 
makes hurrying work on Sunday morning, 
Louise. I don't know how you will like that." 

"I shouldn't think there would be room in 
one carriage for all the family. Is there?" 

"Room for all who go," Lewis said, gravely. 
86 
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"All who go! why, they all go to church, 
don't they? " 

" Why, no; in fact they never all go at one 
time j tliey can not leave the house, you know." 

Louise's bewildered look proved that she did 
not know." 

"Why not?" she asked, with wonderment 

in tone and eyes. What will happen to the 
house? " 

Despite a desire not to do so, her husband was 
obliged to laugh. 

" Well," he said hesitatingly, "you know they 
never leave a farm-house alone and go to church." 

" I didn't know it, I am sure. Why don't 
they? " 

"I declare I don't ,know," and he laughed 
again. " Possibly it is a notion j there are ugly­
looking fellows prowling around, sometimes, and 

- well, it's the custom, anyway." 
" Don't they ever close the house and all go 

away?" 
:rhen was Lewis Morgan nonplussed. Distinct 

memories rose before his eyes of Thanksgiying 

days, and Christmas days, and Fair days, and 
gala days of several sorts, when the house had 
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Leen closed and darkened, and left to itself from 
early morning late into the afternoon. How 
was he to explain why a thing that was feasible 
for holidays became impracticable on the Sab· 

bath? 
" I'm not sure but that is one of the things 

that' no f-f-fellow can f-f-find out,' "he said, with 
a burst of laughter. " Do you know' Lord Dun­
o reary ? ' " Then: " Seriously, Louise, our family 
has fallen into the custom that obtains of not 
closing a farm-house save on special occasions. I 
suspect the custom sometimes grows out of in­
difference for church. You remember that none 
of the family have a real love for the service. It 
is a source of sorrow to me, as you may suppose. 
I hope for better things." 

Then the talk drifted away into other chan­
nels; but, in Louise's heart, there lingered a 
minor tone of music over the thought that the 
next day would be the Sabbath. Shut away, for 
the first time in her life, from the prayer-meeting, 
from the hour of family worship, from constant 

and pleasant interchange of thought on religious 

themes, she felt a hunger for it all, such as she 
Lad never realized • before, and closed her eyes 
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that night with this refrain in her heart: " To­
morrow I shall go to church." 

The first conscious sound the next morning 
was the dripping of the rain-drops from the 
eaves. 

"Oh, dear!" Lewis said, dismay in his voice, 
.. we are going to have a rainy day! " 

A careful, critical look at the prospect from 
the eastern window confirmed this opinion, and 
he repeated it with a gloomy face, adding: 

" I don't know when the weather has succeeded 
in disappointing me so much before." 

.. Never mind," Louise said, cheerily. .. It 
will not make much difference. I don't mind 
the rain. I have a rainy-day suit, that mamma 
used to call my coat of mail. It is impervious 
to all sorts of weather; and, with your rubber 
coat, and a good sized umbrella, we shall do 

almost as well as though the sun shone." 
But her husband's face did not brighten . 
.. It is not personal inconvenience that I fear 

for you," he said gravely, .. but disappointment 

The truth is, Louise, I am afraid we can't go to 
church. This looks like a persistent storm, and 

my father has such a love for his horses, and such 
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a dread of their exposure to these winter storms, 

that he never thinks of getting them out in the 

rain, unless it is absolutely necessary; and you 
know he doesn't consider church-going an abso· 

lutely necessary thing. Could you bear to be 

disappointed, and stay at home with me a~l day?" 

"Why, yes," said Louise slowly, trying to . 
smile over those two words, "with me." "That 

is, if it is right. But, Lewis, it seems so strange 

a thing to do, to stay at home from church all 

day on account of a little rain that would hardly 

keep us from a shopping excursion." 
" I know, looking at it from your stand-point 

it must seem very strange; but all the education 

of my home has been so different that I do not 
suppose it even seems as strange to me as to you. 

Still I by no means approve; and, as soon as I 
can make arrangements for a horse of my own, 

we will not be tried in this way. Indeed, Louise, 

I can manage it now. Of course. if I insist on 
it, my father I will yield the point, but he will 

offer very serious objection. What do you think, 

would it be right to press the question against 
his will?" 

"Certainly not," his wife said hastily. "At 
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least," she added, with a bright smile, "1 don't 

suppose the command to obey one's parents iH 
exactly annulled by the marriage service. Any­

way, the 'honor thy father and thy mother' 
never is." 

And she put aside her church toilet, and made 
her preparatiolls to do that which was to her an 
unprecedented thing - stay at home from church 
in full health and strength. 

The question once settled that, under the cir­
cumstances, it was the proper thing to do, it was 
by no means a disagreeable way of spending 
Sabbath morning. Her husband had been so 
constantly occupied since their home-coming, in 
carrying out his father's plans for improvements 
on the farm, that Louise had seen but little of 
him; and, when, after breakfast, they returned 

to their own room. and he, in dressing-gown and 
slippers, replenished the crackling wood-fire, and 
opened the entire front of the old-fashioned stove, 

letting the glow from it brighten the room, 
Louise admitted that the prospect was most in­

viting. 
She drew her own little rocker, which had 

travelled with her from her room at home, and 
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settled beside him, book in hand, for a delightful 

two hours of social communion, such as they had 

not enjoyed in weeks before. 
The reading and the talking that went on in 

that room, on that rainy Sabbath morning, were 

looked back to afterward as pleasant hours to be 

remembered. Occasionally the fact that it was 
Sunday, and she not at church, and a picture of 

the dear church at home, and the dear faces in 

the family pew, and the seat left vacant in the 
Sunday-school room, would shadow Louise's face 

for an instant; but it brightened again. She 

had chosen her lot, guided, as she believed, by 
the hand of her Lord. It was not for a face 
realizing this, to be in shadow. 

It was not until the Sunday dinner had been 
eaten, and they were back again, those two, in 
the brightness of their enjoyed solitude, that the 
grave, preoccupied look on Louise's face told 

that her thoughts were busy with something out­
side of their surroundings; something that 
troubled her. 

"Lewis, what shall we do this afternoon?" 
she asked him, interrupting a sentence in which 



A New Service for the Sabbath. 93 

he was declaring that a rainy Suuday was, after 
all, a blessing. 

" Do ! "he repeated. "Why, we will have a 
delightful Sunday afternoon talk, and with a 

little reading, and a good deal of - well, I don't 

know just what name to give it; heart-rest, per­
hn.ps, would be a good oue. Aren't you enjoying 
the day, dear? " 

She turned toward him a smiling face. 

"Yes, with a thoroughly selfish enjoyment, 1 
am afraid. I was thinking of the family down­

stairs; what can we do to help them, Lewis?" 
" Oh ! ., said her husband, and his face clouded; 

he seemed to have no other suggestion to offer. 

" They did not look as though they were en­
joying' the day. I think it must be dreary for 

Dorothy and John. I wish we could contribute 
something to make the time seem less lonely to 
them. Suppose we go down, Lewis, and try 

what we can do." 
Her husband looked as though that was the 

thing, of all others, which he had the least de­

sire to do. 
"My dear Louise," he began slowly, then 

stopped, and, finding that she waited, began 
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again. •• The trouble is, wife, I don't know bow 
we can help any of them. They are not good at 
talking, and the sort of talk in which John and 
Dorothy indulge wouldn't strike you as being 
suited to the Sabbath day; in fact, I don't be­
lieve you would join in it. They are used to 
being at home on the Sabbath; we are always 
home from church by this time, and the after­
noon is the same to them it always is. I don't 
believe we can do anything, dear." 

Mrs. Morgan did not look in the least con­
vinced . 

.. The afternoon ougbt not to be the same to 
them it always has been, should it, Lewis? We 
have come home, a new element in the family. 
We ought, surely, to have some influence. Can't 
we find something to say that will do for the 
Sabbath? What have you talked about, w~th 
the family, before I came? How did you spend 
Sunday afternoons? 

.. Up here, in my room, when it wasn't too 
cold; and sometimes, when it was, I went to 
bed, and did my reading and thinking there. I 
rarely go down-stairs on Sunday until milking 
time. You see, Louise, 1 really don't know my 
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own family very well. The early age at which I 
left home, being only back for a few weeks at a 

time during vacations; then my exile, with 
Uncle John, to Australia - all this has con­
tributed to making me a sort of stranger among 

them. I doubt whether John and Dorothy feel 
much better acquainted with me than they do 
with you; they were both little things when I 
went away; and, during this last year, I hardly 
know what is the matter. Perhaps I haven't 
gOlle about it in the right way; but I haven't 
seemed to make any advances in their direction. 

"To be very frank with you, Louise, John is 
always sullen toward me; and Dorothy acts as 
though she were half afraid of me, and her 

foolish jumpings and blushillgs seem so out of 
place, when one remembers that she is my own 
sister, that, I will confess to you, I sometimes 

feel utterly out of patience with her. As for my 
mother and father, while I honor them as true 
unselfish, faithful parents, there are many sub· 
jects upon which we do not think alike; and r 
am often at a loss to know how to get along 
without hurting their feelings. The result is, 

that I shirk the social a good deal, and devote 
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myself to myself, or did. Now that I have you 

to devote myself to, I am willing to be as social 

as you please." 
The sentence begun in seriousness he had 

purposely allowed to a~sume a lighter tone; but 

Louise held with sweet gravity to her former 

topic. 
" Even Christ pleased not himself," she quoted 

gently; then added; "You may imagine how 
pleasant it is to me to sit here with you for a 

whole quiet day. Nevertheless, Lewis, let ns go 
down-stairs to the family, and see if we can not, 

as a family, honor the day together." 

She had risen as she spoke, and drawn her 

little rocker away from the stove, preparatory to 
leaving the room. Very slowly her husband 
followed her example, reluctance on every line 
of his face. 

" I will go down with you, if you say so ; but, 

bonestly, I never dreaded to do anything more 
ill my life! I can imagine that it seems a very 
strange thing to you; but I, really and truly, don't 

in the least know what to say when we get down 

there; I mean that will be in keeping with our 

ideas of the Sabbath, and will help anybody." 
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"Neither do I," said Louise, quietly. "Since 
we both feel our unfitness, let us kneel down, 

before we go, and ask for the Spirit's guidance. 

Don't you know he promises: • Thine ears shall 
hear a word behind thee saying, This is the way, 

walk ye in it? ' I can not help thinking that he 

points us down to that family room; why should 
not we ask him to fill our mouths? " 

Without another word, and with a strange 
sense of solemnity about him the young husband 
turned and dropped upon his knees, beside his 

wife. 
A few minutes thereafter they of the kitchen 

were startled by the unexpected entrance of the 
young couple into their midst. Almost any 
movement would have startled the quiet that 

reigned therein. 
The kitchen, on a dull day, with its scarcity of 

windows, was a dark and dingy spot, the clean 
and shining stove being the only speck of bright­
ness. The family group was complete; yet 
Louise, as she glanced around her, taking in their 
occupations, or want of occupations, could not 
forbear feeling the sense of dullness which their 
positions suggested. Farmer Morgan, with hia 
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steel-bowed spectacles mounted on his forehead, 
winked and blinked over the columns of the 
weekly paper. Mrs. Morgan sat bolt upright in 
her favorite, straight-backed chair, and held in 
her hands an old-fashioned family Bible ill which 
NeeHe had dutifully been spelling out the words 
until her restlessn~ss had gotten the better of 
her mother's patience, and she had been sent to 
the straight-backed chair in the corner, to sit 
"until she could learn to stand still, and not 
twist around on one foot, and hop up and down 
when she was reading!" How long will poor 
N eelie have to " sit" before she learns that lesson? 

Dorothy, without the hopping, was not one 
whit less restless, and lounged from one chair to 
another in an exasperatingly aimless way, calling 
forth from her mother, several times, a sharp, 
"Dorothy, why can't you sit still when you get 
a chance? If you worked as hard as I do, all 
the week, you would be glad enough for a day of 
rest." But poor Dorothy was not glad; ahe 
hated the stillness and inaction of the Sabbath; 
she breathed a sigh of relief when the solemn­
voiced clock clanged out another hour, and 
looked forward with a Bort of satisfaction even 
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to the bustle of the coming wash-day morning. 

John was there, as silent and immovable as a 

statue: sitting in his favorite corner, behind the 

stove; in his favorite attitude, boots raised high 

to the stove-hearth; slouched hat on, drawn 

partly over his eyes; hands in his pockets, and a 

deeper shade of sullenness in his face. So it 

seemed to Louise. "Poor fellow! " she said, in 

compassionate thought. "It is a surprise to me 

that he doesn't do something awfully wicked, 

He will do it, too; I can see it in his face; un­

less-" 
But she didn't finish her thought, even to 

herself. These various persons glanced up, on 

the entrance of the two, and looked their sur­

prise, Then Farmer Morgan, seeing that they 

proposed to take seats, moved his chair a little 

and motioned Lewis nearer the stove, with the 

words: 
"A nasty day; fire feels good." 
"Yet it hasn't rained much," Lewis said, 

watching Louise, and, finding that she went over 

to the unoccupied chair nearest Neelie, took the 

proffered seat. 
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"Rained enough to make mean going for to· 
morrow; and we've got to go to town in the 

morning, rain or shine. I never did see the beat 
of this winter for rain and mud; I don't believe 

it will freeze up before Christmas." 

" You can't get started very early for town," 
remarked Mrs. Morgan. "There was so much 

to do yesterday, that I didn't get around to fix­

ing the butter, and it will take quite a littlll 
spell in the morning; and Dorothy didn't count 

over the eggs, and pack 'em, either. Dorothy's 
fingers were all thumbs, by the way she worked 

yesterday; we didn't get near as much done as 
common." 

"She and John was about a match, I guess," 
Farmer Morgan said, glancing at the sullen· 

browed young man behind the stove. " YeRter­
day was his unlueky day. About everything 
you touched broke, didn't it, John?" 

"That's nothing new." 

John growled out this contribution to the con. 
versation between lips that seemed firmly closed. 

Lewis glanced toward his wife. How would she 
think they were getting on? What would ihe 
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thiuk of butter, and eggs, and accidents as 
topics for Sabbath conversation? 

But Louise had put an arm around little 

Neelie, and was holding a whispered conversa­
tion with her, and at this moment broke into the 
talk. 

"Mother, may this little maiden come and sit 
on my lap, if she will be very good and quiet? 
. My arms ache for the little girlie who used to 

climb into them at about this hour on Sunday." 



CHAPTER VII. 

A NEW SABBATH CLASS. 

~ELIE is too big to sit on people's laps," 
~ .E;~el' mother said; "but she can get up, if 

she wants to, and can keep from squirming 

about like a wild animal, in~tead of actillg like 

a well-behaved little girl." 

"Too big" though she was considered, 

Neelie, poor baby, gladly availed herself of the 

permi88ion, and curled in a happy little heap in 
her new 8ister's arms; when commenced a low­

toned conversation. Lewis watched her, and 

struggled with hb brain, striving to think of 

some way of helping. 

"Have you got acquainted with Mr. Butler, 

father? " 
Now, Mr. Butler was the new miuister, and 

102 



A New Sabbath GlasB. 103 

Louise, who had heard his name mentioned, wa~ 
interested in the answer. Farmer Morgan laid 

down his newspaper, crossed one leg over the 
other, tilted his chair back a trifle, and was 

ready to talk. 

"Acquainted with him? No, I can't say that 

I am; he knows my name, and I know his; and 
he says, 'How do you do?' to me when he 
meets me on the street, if he isn't in too brown 

a study to notice me at all. I reckon that is 
about as near as I shall get to an acquaintance. 

I ain't used to any great attention from minis­

ters, you know." 
" I thought, possibly, he had called during my 

absence." 
"No, he hasn't. When it comes to making a. 

friendly call, we live a good ways out, and the 

road is bad, and the weather is bad, and it is 

tremendously inconvenient." 
" We always live a good ways out of town, 

except when there is to be a fair or festival, or 
doings of some kind, when they want cream, 

and butter, and eggs, and chickens; then we are 
as handy to get at as anybody in the congrega. 

'tion." This from his mother. 



104 .A New Graft on the Family Tree. 

Lewis could not avoid a slight laugh; the 
social qualities of the little church in the village, 

or at least its degree of social intercourse with 
its country neighbors, was so clearly stated by 

that last sentence. 
"Oh, well," he said, "it is a good ways out 

for those who have no horses to depend on, and 
many of the church people are in that condition; 
as for Mr. Butler, he has been here but a short 
time; of course, he hasn't gotten around the 
parish yet." 

"No," said his father, significantly. "It takes 
a dreadful long time to get around a small fiel,d, 
especially when there's no special motive for go­
ing. But, land! we don't care; a body would 
think, to hear us talk, that we were dreadful 
anxious for a call. I don't know what he would 
call for; 'pears to me it would be a waste of 
time." 

"You like his preaching, don't you, father?" 
The farmer tore little strips from the edge of 

his paper, and rolled them thoughtfully between 
his thumb and finger for a little before he an­
swered. 

"Why, his preaching is all well enough, I 
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suppose; I never heard any preaching that 
wouldn't do pretty well, considering; it's the 

practicing that I find fault with. I can't find 

anybody that seems to be doing what the 
preachers advise. What is the use in preaching 

all the time, if nobody goes and does it?" 
This was Farmer Morgan's favorite topic, as 

indeed, it seems to be a favorite with a great 
many people - the inconsistencies of the Chris­
tian world. A fruitful topic, certainly; and it 

is bitterly to be regretted that there is a chance 
for such unending sarcasm on that subject. 
Lewis had heard the same sentiment often be­
fore, and being met - as, unfortunately, so 
many of us are - by an instant realization of his 
own inconsistencies, his mouth had been stopped 
at once. To-day he rallied his waning courage, 

and resolved upon a point-blank question. 
" Well, father, why don't you, who under­

stand so well how a Christian ought to live, flet 
us an example, and, perhaps, we will succeed 

better when we try to copy you ~" 
This question astounded Farmer Morgan. 

Coming from a minister, he would have consid­

ered it pretty sharp; would have laughed at i~ 



106 A New Graft on tltt Family Tree. 

good-naturedly, amI turned it aside. But from 

his own son, and spoken in such a tone of grav­

ity and earnestne,;s as left no room for trifling 

it startled him. Lewis had never spoken to him 

in that direct fashion before. In truth, Lewis 

had been, during all hi,,; Christian life at home, 

comforting his heart and excusing bis conscience 

with the belief that, in order not to prejudice 

his father against }·eligion, he would do well to 

make no personal appeals of any SO}'t. To-day, 

in the light of ,the brief cOllversation which he 

had held with his wife, and, more than that, in 

the light of the brief prayer, in which they had 

asked the guidance of the Holy Spirit, he began 

to conclude that he had been a coward. 

" Well," his father said, after a moment of 

astonished silence, "that is a fair question, may 

be; but then, after all, it is easily answered. 
There's folks enough trying at it, and making 

failures, without me to swell their number. Till 

[ see somebody who is succeeding a little better 

than anyone I know, I haven't got the Jourage 
~o hegin." 

"Leaving us an example, that ye should fol. 

:ow HiB steps," quoted Lewis Morgan, solemnly, 



A New Sabbath Class. 107 

" After all, father, the true patt!:lrn is certainly 
perfect; why not follow that? Who ever asks 
the school-boy to imitate the scrawl of some fel­

low pupil, so long as the perfect copy is just 
before his eyes, at the top of the page? " 

His father regarded him meditatively; was he 
touched at last - impressed by the thought of 
the wonderful life waiting for him to follow? 

Lewis Morgan's breath came quickly, and he 
waited, in trembling eagerness, for the reply. It 
was the first time that he had attempted any­
thing like a personal conversation on this subject 

with his father. 
SlolVly, and with apparently great seriousness 

the answer came at last: 
"It is most a pity that your health didn't hold 

out; I ain't sure, after all, but you would have 
made as good a minister as the rest of them. 
Sometimes I'm a trifle afraid that you have got a 

little too much learning to make a downright 

good farmer." 
The quick bounds of hope that the son's bloo,l 

was making receded in dull, heavy throbs, and 

he counted his first attempt a failure. He looked 
over to Louise. Wasn't she ready to give up 
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this hopeless attempt at spiritualizing the tOile ot 
the conversation down-stairs? He thought he 
would give almost anything to hide his sore 
heart, just then, in the quiet of their own room 
with the sympathy of her presence to sooth him. 

But Louise was telling Neelie a story; and, as 
he listened, and watched her, it became evident 
to him that both Dorothy and John were listen~ 

ing. Dorothy had ceased her restless fidgetings, 
and .,ettled into absolute quiet; her arm resting 
on the broad, low window-seat, and her eyes 
fixed on Louise. John had drawn his hat lower, 
so that his eyes were hidden entirely; but some­
thing in the setting of his lips told Lewis that he 
heard. Very quietly Louise's voice told the 
story; very simply chosen were the words. 

" Yes, there He was in the great, gloomy woods, 
for forty days, without anything to eat, and no 
where to rest, and all the time Satan tempting 
him to do what was wrong. 'Come,' he said to 

. him, 'if you are the Son of God why' do you 

stay here hungry; what good will that do any­
body? Why don't you make bread out ot 
these stones? You can do it; you could make 
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B stone into a loaf of bread in an instant; why 
don·t you?' " 

"And could he?" Neelie asked, her eyes 
large and wondering. 

" Oh, yes, indeed 1 Why not? Do you sup­
pose it would be any harder to turn a stone into 
bread than it would be to make a strawberry, or 

a potato, or an apple? " 
"Strawberries aqd apples and potatoes grow," 

said this advanced little skeptic. 
" Yes, but what makes them grow? And why 

does a strawberry plant always give us straw­
berries, and never plums or grapes? It never 
'makes a mistake. Somebody, very wise, is 

taking care of the little plant. It is this same 
person whom Satan was trying to coax: to make 

bread out of stones." 
" Well, why didn't he do it ? I don't think 

it would have been naughty." 
" I'll tell you. It is very hard to be hungry; 

it was a great temptation; but Jesus had prom­
iserl his Father that he would come here and 
bear everything that any man could have to, 
that he would just be a man. Now, a man 

couldn't make bread out of stones, you know, 
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so Jesus wouldn't be keeping his promise if he 
did it; and then, another thing, if he had used 
his great power and gotten himself out of thiij 
trouble, all the poor hungry boys and girls, who 
are tempted to steal, would have said: Oh, 
yes, Jesus don't know anything about how it 
feels to be hungry; he could turn stones into 
bread; if we could do that we wouldn't steal, 
either.' Don't you see? " 

"Yes," said Neelie," I see. Go on, please; 
he didn't make any bread, did he ? " 

"Not at that time; he told Satan it was more 
important that he should show his trust in God, 
than to show his power by making stones int~ 
bread. Then Satan coaxed him to till'ow him­
self down from a great, high steeple, so that 
the people below would see him, and see that 
he wasn't hurt at all. He reminded him of a 
promise that God made; about the angels taking 
care of him." 

" I wish he had done that!" N eelie said, with 
shining eyes; "then the people would all have 
believed that he was God." 

"No, they wouldn't; for, afterward, he did 
ju~t as wonderful things as that. He cured deaf 
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people, and blind people, and raised dead peo­
ple to life, and they didn't believe ill him; in­

stead, some of them were angry with him about 

these very things. He told Satan that to put 

hims!)lf in danger, when there was nothing to be 

gained by it, was just tempting God. D~ar 

me! how many boys and girls do that! Then 

Satan told him that he would give up the whole 
world to him if he would just fall down and 

worship him. I suppose Jesus thought then, all 

about the weary way that he would have to 
travel- all the things he would have to bear." 

"Did the world belong to Satan?" N eelie 
asked; at which question John was betrayed 
into a laugh. 

"Well yes, in a sense it did. Don't you see 

how much power Satan has over people ill this 
world? they seem to like to work for him. 

Some of them are doing all they can to please 

him, and he is always at work coaxing them to 

give themselves entirely to him, promising them 

such great things if they only will. I suppose 
if he had kept that promise to Jesus, and given 

up leading the w?rld in the wrong road, it world 

have been much easier for Jesus." 
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" But Jesus didn't do it." 
., No, indeed! Jesus never would do any 

thing wrong to save himself from trouble or sor­

row. He said, 'Get thee behind me, Satan.' 

What a pity that little boys and girls don't re­

fuse, in that way, to listen to Satan, when he 

coaxes them, and offers them rewards! Think 

of believing Satan! Why, the first we ever 
hear of him he was telling a lie to Eve, in that 

garden, you know; and he has gone on cheating 

people ever since." 

"He never cheated me," said Neelie, posi­
tively. 

" Didn't he ? Are you sure? Did, he never 
make you think that it would be 80 nice to do 
something that you knew mother wouldn't like? 

Hasn't he made you believe tha~ you could 
have a real happy time if you could only do as 

you wanted to: and have you never tried it, and 
found out what an untrue thing it was ? " 

" Yes," said N eelie, drooping her head; "one 
time I ran away from school and went to the 

woods; I thought it would be splendid, and I 

got my feet wet, and was sick, and it wasn't 
nice, a single bit." 
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"Of course not; and that is just the way 
Satan keeps treating people. Shouldn't you 
think, after he had deceived them a great many 
times, as they grew older they would decide that 

he was only trying to ruin them, and would 
have nothing more to do with him? " 

"Yes," said Neelie, nodding her wise little 
head, "I should. But, then, maybe they cau't 
get away from him." 

"Oh, yes, they can; don't you see how Jesus 
got away from him? And what do you think 
he suffered those temptations for, and then had 
the story written down for us, just so we could 
see that he knew all about temptations, and 
about Satan, and was stronger than he, and was 
able to help all tempted people? He says Le 
will not let people be tempted more than they 
':Jan bear, but will show them how to escape." 

"Then, why doesn't he? " 
"He does, dear, every single time; he has 

never failed anybody yet, and it is hundreds and 
hundreds of years since he made that promise." 

"But, then, I should think that everybody 

would be good, and never do wrong." 
"Ah, but you see, little Neelie, the trouble is, 
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people won't let him help them. I mean he take. 

care of all who trust in him to do so. But, il 
you think you are strong enough to take care oj 

yourself, amI won't stay by him, 1101' obey his 
direct.ions, nor ask his help, how can you expect 

to Le kept out of trouble? 'Vhell I was a little 

lJit of a girlie I went to walk with my papa, 

He said: 'Now, Louise, if you will keep right 
in this path I will see that nothing hurt:> you.' 

We were going through the woods, For a little 

while J kept beside him, taking hold of his hand. 

fhen I said: 'Oh, papa, I'm not afraid; noth· 
ing will hurt me.' And away I ran into the 
thickest trees, and I got lost, and was in that 

woods nearly all night ! Do you think that was 
my papa's fault?" 

"No," said Neelie, gravely. "But-I wish 

there wasri't any Satan, Does he ever bothe! 
you? " 

Louise's head dropped lower; the talk wal 
becoming very personal. 

",Not often, now," she said, speaking low, 

"He eomes to me alld whispers thoughts that I 
don't, like, and I say - " 
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"Oh !" said Neelie, loud-voiced aud eager, 
.. I know - you say, 'Get thee behind me, 

Satan.' " 
" No," said Louise, firmly, "hot that. I heard 

.a lady say once that she was as much afraid uf 
having Satan behind her as she was of having 
him anywhere else. So am I. Instead, I a~k 

Jesus to send him away. I just say, 'Jesus 
keep me,' and at the name of Jesus Satan goes 
away. He know8 he can not coax Jesus to dl) 
any wrong. But, oh dear! how hard he fights 

for those people who will not have Jesus to help 
them. He keeps whispering plans in their ears, 
and coaxing them, they thinking all the time 
that the plans are their own, and they follow 
them, expecting to have good times, and never 
having them; and all the while Satan laughs 
over their folly. Isn't it strange that they will 

not take the help that Jesus offers?" 
"Yes," said Neelie, slowly, gravely, intense 

earnestness in voice and manner. " I mean to." 
Louise drew her closer, rested her head against 

the gol<len one, and began to sing in low, sweet 

notes: 
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.. Take the name of Jesus. ever. 

As a shield for every snare; 

When temptations round you gather. 
Breathe thit holy name in prayer." 

All conversation, or attempts at conversaticn, 
had ceased in the room long before the singing. 

Some spell about the old, simply-told story of 

temptation and struggle and victory had seemed 
to hold all the group as listeners. John's face, 

as much of it as could be seen under his hat and 
shading hand, worked strangely. Was the 

blessed Holy Spirit, whose presence and aid had 
been invoked, using the story told the child to 
flash before this young man a revelation of the 

name of the leader he had been so faithfully fol· 
lowing, so steadily serving, all the years of hh, 

young life? Did he begin to have a dim real­
ization of the fact that his unsatisfying plans, 
his shattered hopes, were but the mockery of his 
false-hearted guide? Whatever he thought he 

kept it to himself, and rose abruptly in the 
midst of the singing and went out. 

" Come," said Farmer Morgan, breaking the 
hush following the last line, " it is milking time, 
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and time for a bit of supper, too, I guess. The 
afternoon has been uncommon short." 

He tried to speak as usual, but his voice was 
a trifle husky. He could argue, but the story 
told his child had, someway, subdued him. 
Who shall say that the Spirit did not knock 
loudly, that Sabbath afternoon, at the door of 
each heart in that room? Who shall say that 
he did not use Louise Morgan's simple efforts to 
honor the day in stirring the rust that had gath­
ered about the hinges of those long-bolted doors" 



CHAPTER VIII. 

NEW LIGHT. 

~E little, ~ld-fashioned square "stand" jI. .tlwas drawn up in front of the Franklin 

stove, which last was opened to let a glow of 
brightness reach across the room, and beside it 
were Lewis and Louise Morgan, seated for an 
evening of good cheer. She had a bit of needle­
work, in which she was taking careful stitches, 
and her husband held in his hand, opeu to a pre­
viously set mark, a handsomely bound copy of 
Shakespeare. He was one of those rare persons, 
a good reader of Shakespeare, and, in the old 
days at home, Louise had delighted to sit, work 
in hand, and listen to the music of his voice in 
the rendering. 

He had not commenced the regular reading, 
118 
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\>ut was dipping into bits here and t,liere, while 
he waited for her to" settle," as he called the 
bringing of her small work-basket, and the 
searching out her work. Now, although she 
was" settled," and looking apparently thought­
ful enough for the saddest scenes from the great 
writer, he still continued his glancings from page 

to page; breaking out pre8ently with: 
" Louise, do you remember this? 

• I never did repent for doing good, 

Nor shall not now; for in companions 

That do converse and waste the time together, 

Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 

There must be needs a like proportion 

Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit.' 

Do you remember what a suggestive shrug of 

her shoulders Estelle gave, over the line: 

• That do converse and waste the time together? ' 

I suspect she thought it fitted us precisely." 
"Yes," Louise said, smiling in a most pre­

occupied way. That her thoughts were not all 
on Shakespeare, nor even on that fairer object, 

Estelle, she presently evinced by a question: 
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•• Lewis, how far did Dorothy get in htU 

studies? " 
.. Dorothy?" repeated her husband, looking 

up in surprise, and with difficulty coming back 
from Shakespeare; .. I don't know, I am sure. 
As far, I remember hearing, as the teachers in 
our district school could take them. That is not 
saying much, to be sure; though, by the way, I 
hear they have an exceptionally good one this 
winter. Poor Dorothy didn't have half a 
chance; I tried to manage it, but I couldn't. 
Hear this, Louise: 

• How he glistens through my rust! 

And how his piety does my deeds make the blacker! • 

Isn't that a simile for you? " 

.. Very," said Louise; and her husband 
glanced at her curiously. What was shtl think­
ing of, and how did that brief .. very" fit in 
with Leolltes' wonderful simile? 

.. Well," he said, .. are your thimbles aud pins 
and things all ready, wife? shall I commence? " 

.. Not just yet, dear; I want to talk. What 
10 you think about it; was she disappoint'ld at 
not having better opportwlities? " 
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" Who? Oh, Dorothy! I thought you were 
talking about Hermione; she fainted, you know. 
Yes, Dorothy was disappointed. She wanted to 
go to the academy in town, and she ought to 
have had the opportunity, but we couldn't bring 

it to pass. I was at home but a few weeks, 
or I might have accomplished more. What is 

the trouble, Louise, dear? How does it happen 
that you find poor Dorothy more interesting 

~han Shakespeare to-night? " 
" Well, said Louise, laughing, "it is true; I 

can not get away from her; her life seems so 
forlorn, someway. I can't help being sorry for 
her. She is losing her girlhood almost before it 
is time for it to bloom. I have been wondering 
and wondering all day what there was that we 
could do for her; and I find the real life being 

worked out before our eyes, so engrossing that it 
is hard to come back to the dead lives of Shake­

speare." 
Her husband closed the book, putting his 

finger between the leaves to mark the place. 
"I have studied that problem somewhat, 

Louise," he said, earnestly," in the days gone 
by. I didn't succeed in making much of it. It 
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is true, as you say, that she is slipping away 

from girlhood, almost without knowing that she 

has been a girl; sometimes I think that she will 

have only two experiences of life: childhood 

and old womanhood. Mother -can not realize 

that she is yet any more than a child, to be gov­

erned, al?d to obey; and one of these mornings 

it will be discovered that she is no, longer a 

child, but has passed middle life. Her future 

looks somewhat dreary to me, I confess." 

"We must not let it grow dreary," Louise 

said, with a determined tone, and a positive set­

ting of her small foot. A curiolls habit that she 

had, when very much in earnest. " What sense 

is there in it? She is young, and in good health 

and has a sound brain; why should she not 

make her life what it ought to be? Why 
shouldn't we help her in a hundred ways? " 

" Yes; but come down to actual, practical 

truth; what is there that she can do for herself, 

or that we can do for her? You see, Louise 

onr family is peculiar; there is no use in shut­

ting one's eyes to that fact. It is not becausb 
father is a farmer that we find ourselves situated 

just as we are; other farmers have very different 
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experiences. Weare surrounded on all sides 

with men who get their living by cultivating the 

fields; ,whose sons and daughters are in college, 

or seminary, and in society, aHd who, in every 

way, take as good a position, and have as many 

advantages, as town-bred people - at the ex­

pense, it is true, of some incollvenience and 

special labor. Of course, it is also true that 

some of the son~ and daughters do not choose to 

accept all the advantages for cultivation; and 
equally, of cour»e, there are some who are un­

able to furnish the means for what they would 

like their children to enjoy; but no greater pro­

portion of that class in the country than in 
town, I think. My father does not belong to 

any of these classes; he is as I said, peculiar." 

At this point both husband and wife stopped 

to laugh over the associations connected with 
th~t word" peculiar; ,. it bringing to the minds 

of both, reminders of 'Gough and Dickens; as 

well as many more common characters which 

those two geniuses have caricatured. 
"It is true, nevertheless," Lewis said, the 

laugh over. " Let me see if J can explain. In 

the first place, both father and mother had, in 
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their youth, lives of grinding toil and poverty. 
Both were shrewd, clear-headed people, with, I 

think, much more than the average share of 

brains. The result b that. despite drawbacks 

and privations, they made their way, acquiring, 

not thorough educations, it i~ true, but a very 

fair degree of knowledge on all practical sub­
jects. The amouut of information which my 

mother, for instance, possesses about matters 

concerning which she would be supposed to 
know nothing, would surprise you. Perhaps the 

result of all this is natural; anyway, it is evi­

dent. They believe that the rubbing process is 
decidedly the best way to secure education 01' 

anything else needed in this world. If one 
makes his way in spite of obstacles, they be­

lieve it is because the grit is in him, and must 
find its end. Had Dorothy, for instance, pushed 
her determination to att€'nd school in town, and 

get a thorough education; pushed it persistently 

- what you would call doggedly - against 
argument and opposition, and everything but 
absolute command - she would have won the 
prize, and both father and mother would have 

in a certain sense, respected her more than they 
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do now. But Dorothy was not of that mold, 

she wanted to go on with her studies. Had 

everything been smooth before her, she would, 

doubtless, have gone on, and made a fair scholar; 
but t) stem a current, with so much against her, 

required more effort of a certain kind than she 
knew how to make." 

"I conclude," said his wife, smiling brightly 

on him, "that you were one of those who can 
push persistently." 

He answered her smile, partly with a laugh, 
and partly with a shrug of his handsome 
shoulders: 

"I did push! most vehemently some of the 
time; worked my way part of the time besides, 
as you know; but, in the end I gained. Both 
father and mother have a degree of pride in my 

persistence; it reminds them of their own rug­
ged natures." 

" I wonder that Dorothy, crossed in her nat­
ural ambitions, did not run into the extremes, on 

the question of dress and society, and, well­

aud aimless going, generally, without regard to 

quality or cousequence. That is the rock on 

which so many girls shipwreck." 
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" I think she would have done just that thing 
had she been given opportunity. I think it is 
what both my father and mother were afraid of. 
It has made them draw the reins of family gov­

erJ.lment very tightly. They simply commanded 
that singing-schools, and country-school debating 
societies, and social gatherings, in the shape of 
apple-parings, corn-huskings, quilting-bees - an~' 

and everything of that nature, or those with 
new names that, in more modern days, have 
sprung from their roots - should be ignored. 
We were all under that command; so that the 
consequence is, we are almost as isolated from 
our neighbors as though we had none. My 
mother did not feel the need of society. She 
could not understand why anyone should feel 
that need; consequently, she has no society. 
There are good and l'ieasant people around us, 
people whom it would be a pleasure to you to 
meet; but they never come near us, because 
we have, as a family, given them to understand 
that we have nothing to do with common 
humanity." 

"What a strange idea! Do you know, I 
have wondered why it was that your neighbors 
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didn't call on me? I thought it must be that 
they had a preconceived dislike for me, some­
way." 

"They have a preconceived belief that you 
will not care'to see them. You would be amused 

. to see how this withdrawal from all friendships 
has been translated. If father were a poor man, 
having a struggle to get along, it would be set 
down as queerness, perhaps, or a dislike to mingo 
ling with those who were better off in this world's 
goods than ourselves; but, with his farm stretch­
ing before their eyes in so many smiling acres, 
and with his barns, the finest and best stocked 
in the neighborhood, we are looked upon as a 
family too aristocratic to mingle with country 
people; which is simply funny, when you taktl 
into consideration the fact that we have never 
been other than country people ourselves, and 
that we live much more plainly than any of our 
neighbors. But you can readily see the effect 
on Dorothy; she has, in a degree, dropped out 
of life. The occasional going to church on a 
pleasant SunddY, and going to market with 
mother when both can, on rare occasions, be 
spared from home, being her two excitements. 
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She has hardly a speaking acquaintance with the 
neighbors about us, and no associates whatever." 

"Poor girl!" said Louise, and there was 
more than compassio~_ in her voice; there was a 

curious undertone of determination, which made 
her husband omile, and wonder what this little 
woman, in whose capabilities he thoroughly be­
lieved, wouli. do. 

"Haven't [ established the validity of our 
claim to bl .: ng 'peculiar?'" he asked her, 
gayly. 

"I should think you had! What has been 
the effect ()f the 'peculiarities' on John? " 

Her husband's face in~tantly ~obered, and there 
was a note of pain in his voice. 

"John has broken loose from the restraints in 
a degree - in a painful degree. He has made 
his own associates; and they are of a kind that 
he wouldn't care to bring home, if he had an 
opportunity. He is away very frequently of 
evenings; it is difficult to tell where; but the 
daily decrease of anything like manliness attests 
the unfortunate result. I am more than suspi­
cious that he is learning to drink something 
stronger than cider; and I am sure that he 0'.:-
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casionally, at least, smokes - two vices that are 

my father's horror. He looks on with appar­
ently mingled feelings of anger and dismay. 

His pet theories of family government have 

failed; he honestly desired to shield his children 
from evil influences; he is comparatively satis­

fied with the result, both in Dorothy's case and 
mine; he doesn't know what to think of John; 

he has spells of great harshness and severity 

connected with him, thwartillg everything that 

he undertakes in what must seem to John an 
utterly unreasonable way; and yet I believe it 

is done with a sore heart, and with an anxious 

desire for his good. And when my mother's 

face is most immovable, I have learned to know 
that she is trying to quiet the frightened beat­
ings of her heart over the wrong-doings of her 

youngest boy." 
" Lewis," his wife said, interrupting the next 

word, and with intense earnestness and solem­
nity in her voice, "we must save John for Christ, 

and his father and mother." 
" Amen. But how, dear; how?" 

" Lewis, let's go right .down-stairs. They are 
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all at home; I noticed it as I came through the 

room; and they look so gloomy. Why shouldn't 

we all have a pleasant evening together? Did 

you ever read anything to them? I thought 
not. Now, don't you know they can't help en· 

joying your reading? I mean to try it right 

away." 
"Read Shakespeare?" her husband asked, 

dryly, albeit there was also di«may in his voice. 
To talk earnestly over a state of things, to wish 

that all was different, was one thing; and to 

plunge right into the midst of existing things, 
ami try to make them differ, was quite another. 

His wife answered his question with a bright lit­

tle laugh. 
" No, I don't believe they would enjoy Shake­

speare yet, thuugh I am by 110 means sure that 
we can't have some good readings from him, 

l'ometime. But let me see; I have a book tbat 
J am certain they will all like. You never read 
it, and you ought to; it is worth anyone's while 

to read it." And she let fall spool and scissors, 
and went in eagemess to the old-fashioned swing­

ing shelves, where she had arranged some of her 
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favorite books, selecting from among them 
"The New Timothy," by Rev. Wm. M. Baker. 
"Here it is," she said; "Estelle and I enjoyed 
this book wonderfully; so did papa. We read it 
while mamma was away, one winter, when we 
were dreary without her. John will certainly 
be interested in the bear hunt; being a boy 
he can't help it; and I know mother will 

like to hear about that poor mother down behind. 
the butter-beans." 

"Behind the butter-beans! What an ex­
traordinary place for a mother to be! W1at 
was she doing there? " 

,. Wait until you read it, my dear. You will 
like the book; people of good sense always 
do." 

" Thank you. But Louise, dear, do you think 
it a wise thing to try? Remember what a dis­
astrous failure I made on Sabbath; I don't be­
lieye I am fitted for aggressive movements." 

"I don't believe anybody but Christ knows, 
yet, whether your Sabbath effort was all a fail­
ure, Lewis; and I don't believe that you and I 
lave any right with the results, if we did what 
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we could. Besides, this is different, anyway. I 

know you can read. Come." 
"I can't see to read from the light of a tallow 

candle; I always despised them." 
"We will take the lamp," she said, with a 

defiant little nod of her head toward the pretty 
bronze figure that held a shapely kerosene lamp 
of newest pattern, and improved burner, Lewis 
having searched the Boston lamp stores over for 
just the right sort of offering for his bride; "we 
will set it right beside mother, where it will 
throw just the right angle of light on her work, 
and yet be shaded from her eyes; aud we will 
not hint, by word or glance, that she may P08-

8ibly see better than she does by her candle. 
Come, Lewis, carry it; it is too heavy for me; 
I will bring the book and my work-basket." 

"Mother despises dressing-gowus," her hus­
band said, rising slowly, and casting regretful 
looks at Shakespeare, the open fire, and his 
lounging-chair; though it was neither the chair, 
nor yet the book, that held him, but a horrible 
shrinking from this attempt at innovl>tion, and 
an almost certainty of disastrous failure. 
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"No, she doesn't; she only thinks so, because 
she isn't used to them, and doesn't realize how 
much they save coats. I'm going to make John 
one for Christmas, and a pair of slippers like 
those Estelle gave you last year, and she will 
like them very much; vou see if she doesn't. 
Now we're ready. 



CHAPTER IX. 

A NEW CHAMPION. 

F the Sunday callers to the kitchen had 
astonished the family group, this descent 

upon them with work-basket, book, and, above 
all, lamp, fairly took from them the power of 
utterance - at least after Dorothy's first startled 
"Good land!" when she retired into flushed 

silence. 
" Lewis was going to read to me," explained 

Louise, in a tone intended to convey the idea 
that their proceeding was the most natural and 
ordinary one imaginable, " and I thought it was 
a pity to waste a new book on one person so 
we come down for you all to hear. May I si~ 
by you, mother?" 

134 
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Without waiting for answer, the artful daugh­
ter-in-Iaw took her pretty bronze lamp from her 
husband's hand, and, setting it in "just the right 
angle," drew one of the wooden-seated chairs 
and settled herself near it, before the audience 
had time to recover from its surprise. 

"Now, Lewis, we're ready," she added, iu 
complacent tone. She had resolved not to 
venture on the doubtful question as to whether 
they desired to hear any reading. If their con­
sent was taken for granted, what could they 
do but listen? 

Nevertheless John seemed resol ved not to be 
taken by guile; he drew himself up, with a 
shuffiing noise, and was evidently making ready 
for flight. Her husband telegraphed a signifi­
cant glance at Louise, which said, as plainly as 
words could, that encouraging sentence: " I told 
you so; John won't stay." But she saw the 
whole, and, while her heart beat for the success 
of her scheme, her voice was prompt and as­

sured: 
"Oh, John! have you got to go to the barn 

so soon ? Well, never mind, we'll wait for you; 

I selected this book on purpose, because I was 
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so sure you would like it; it is a srecial favorite 

of mine." 
Thus addressed, John, who had had no in­

tention of going to the barn, but simply of 
escaping, sat down again, for very astonish­
ment; and Lewis, who was both amazed and 
amused at his wife·1:! boldness, promptly seized 

the opportunity to commence his book, without 
further introdnction. 

All who have had the pleasure of reading 

that . inimitable work of fiction, " The New 
Timothy," know the treat that was in store. A 
book so written that, while the refined and 
cultured reader thoroughly enjoys, the untutored 
and undisciplined mind also grasps enough of 
the train of thought to be deeply interested, 
held indeed by the power of description, and 
the vividness of detail. It was nearly eight 
o'clock when the reading commenced, the usual 
hour for the family to separate, but for an un­
broken hour Lewis Morgan's voice went steadily 
on. The shade of embarrassment, which he felt 
at first, speedily lost itself in his genuine interest 
in the book, new to him; and, perhaps, he never 

showed his reading powers to better advantage. 



A New Ohampion. 137 

Louise, to whom the story was an old one, had 
leisure to watch its effect on the group, and was 
more thftn satisfied with the hushed way in 
which Mother Morgan laid down her great 
shears, on the uncovered stand, and finally trans. 
ferred them to her lap, that their clatter might. 
not make her lose a word; at the knitting which 
dropped from Dorothy's fingers, and lay un· 
heeded, while she, unchid by mother, fixed what 
were certa}nly great hungry eyes on the reader, 
and took in every sentence; at the unwinking 
eyes of Father Morgan, who did not interrupt 
the hour by a single yawn, but, above all, at 
the gleam of intense satisfaction in John's face, 
when the young minister came off victor. Be· 
sides, did she, or did she not, hear a quick, sud· 
denly suppressed sigh, coming from the mother's 
heart, as she listened to the story of that other 
mother's ,vrestlings in prayer, in her closet, 
"down behind the butter-beans." The loud 
spoken clock, as it clanged out the hour of nine, 
was the first interruption to the reading since it 
struck eight; and, Louise, mindful of the un· 
wisdom of carrying her experiment too far, 

hastened to change the programme. 
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"Why Lewis, it is nine o'clock I It won't 

do to read any more." 

And Lewis, who had many an evening, read 

until ten, and occasionally until eleven, to that 

other family group in the old home, looked up 
with obtuseness exactly like a man, and was 
about to ask, "Why not?" but the warning 

look in her eyes brought him back to the level 

of present experiences; and, despite Dorothy's 
hungry eyes and John's utter stillness indicating 

that he was entirely willing to hear more, the 
book was promptly closed. 

"Well," said Farmer Morgan, drawing a long 
breath, "that minister in the book was a most 
likely chap as ever I heard of; if more of 'em 

acted like that, I should have It higher opinion 

of them than I do. It's a very well told stOlY; 
now that's a fact." 

" A pack of lies, the wbole of it." This from 
Motber Morgan; not said severely, but in a 

deprecatory tone, as though !>he felt herself 
obliged to say it, as a sort of punishment for 

having allowed berself to become interested. 

" Well now," said Farmer Morgan, dropping 

his head to one side, with a thoughtful air, " I 
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don't know about that; there is nothing so 
dreadfully unlikely about it. And that smart 
chap had a streak of good luck and a streak of 
common sense; and I've known, myself, exactly 
such a family as that set of boys, father and all, 
hard as they were. Whether it is lies or not, 
it is told exactly as though it all might have 
happened. I don't object to hearing it, anyhow; 
it takes up the time, though: I had no idea it 
was nine o'clock." 

"Nine o'clock isn't late," ventured Dorothy; 
"Stuart's folks sit up till ten, every evening, 
most; I always see a light in their front room 

when I go to bed." 
"Yes, and they don't get up till long after 

daylight, and don't have breakfast until it's most 

ti~e for dinner. I never brought my children 
'up to habits of that kind, thank fortune." 

There was a good deal of sharpness in the 
mother's tone by this time. The reaction was 
coming over her; she was growing vexed to 
think she had allowed her heart to throb in 
sympathy with the trials of a mother whose 
experience was only a "pack of lies," forgetting, 
for the moment, that touches of the bitternesii 
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of that mother's experience over her youngest 
born had already come to her. If only she 
would make the experience of prayer her 

own! 
Louise arose promptly; she was satisfied with 

her experiment, and judged it wise to beat an 

immediate retreat. 
"Come, Lewis," she said, her hand on the 

pretty lamp; "if I am late to breakfast to­
morrow morning, father will think it is a bad 
book. Isn't that a dainty design for a lamp­

handle, mother?" 
" It's a dangerous thing to carry around," the 

mother said grimly, meaning the lamp, and not 
the handle; "I never take up the paper that I 
don't read about an accident of some sort with 
kerosene lamps. If I could have had my way, 
there should never one of them have come into 
this house." 

"Oh, but this is a new patent; if Lewis 
should stumble and drop it, the light would go 
instantly out. Look! just a little motion, such 
a~, of course, the lamp would get if it fell, and 
the light is gOlle." Suiting the action to the 

word, the flame was instantly extinguished. 
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" There! " Lewis said, "now we are in 
darkness." 

"I didn't mean to have it go quite out," 
Louise answered laughing; "I was only going 
to move it a little, to show mother. Never 
mind, John will get us a candle; won't you 
John ?" 

Thus appealed to, John arose slowly from his 
corner, went slowly to the high mantel, where 
shone several beautifully polished candlesticks, 
took from the paper holder a paper match, 
applied it to his mother's candle, solemnly 
lighted the other candle, and as solemnly 
handed it to Louise; really performing the first 
act of simple courtesy, for a lady, that he had 

ever done in his life. 
"Thank you," she said, quite as a matter of 

course; yet it was actually the first "thank 

you" of his grown-uII life! 
There were certainly two sides to John's gruff· 

ness. Louise would have been amazed to know 
how that simple" thank you" thrilled him! He 
looked after the bright vision on which the 
stair-door closed, and had strange stirrings in his 
heart, the name of which he did not know. 
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" If I had dared," began Louise, as soon as 
they were in the privacy of their own room, "I 
would have substituted that big, old Bible for 
this book, during the last ten minutes, and asked 
you to read a chapter, and pray with us all. I 
believe your father would have liked it. I don't 
believe he is as indifferent to these things as 
he seems." 

"It is well you don't dare," her husband said 
gravely; " I am afraid I should have disappointed 
you. Louise, I don't believe I could have done 
that; it looks to me like an almost impossible 
thing." 

., Why, Lewis, you led at family worship at 
home right before papa and mamma and Estelle; 
and, sometimes, when the house was full of 
company! " 

"That was a very different thing," he an­
swered, earnestly. " I felt then that the head of 
the house was in sympathy with me, and joined 
in the reading and the praying. It was like 
a company of brothers and sisters, talking to­
gether with their father; but here it is different. 
My father's tendency would be to make light of 
the whole thing." 
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" I don't believe it," she said, positively, " 1 
.can't believe that he would make light of an 
ear~est, simple prayer, such as you would offer. 

It is the profession of godliness, and an absence 
of the fruit, that he naturally expects to see in 
lives, which inclines him to ridicule. That 
sounds harsh, Lewis, but I don't mean harshness. 

What I mean is, that he evidently expects great 
things of Christians, and their lives, naturally 
euough, disappoint him. How do you know, 
dear, but that your very silence, or reserve, to­

ward him on these subjects leads him to ques­
tion the degree of anxiety you have for his con­
version. 

Whatever Lewis Morgan thought of this 

direct question he made no definite answer, and 
the subject dropped. 

'All things considered, Louise was well pleased 
with the result of one evening's sacrifice; for to 

give up the delightful privacy of their own 
room, and their own plans, and listen to a book 

that she had heard before, was of course some­
what of a sacrifice. Its result elated her; she 

felt that her position in the family was on a mors 

assured footing, and looked forward to the ae-
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complishment of other little plans with a greater 
degree of certainty of success than she had felt 

heretofore. What a pity that her complaceri~ 

feelings shonld have been put to rout through 

the intervention of a boiled uinner! 
A victim to old-fashioned Eastern dinners of 

that type, once explained to a novice the method 
of making them, after this fashion: " You take 
a few of everything that grows in the garden, 

and dump them all together, with some slab­
sided beef and a little pork and let them boil for 

hours and hours! -sending a remarkable odor 

through the house, which penetrates through 
every tightly-closed door and win, dow ; and 

then serve with quarts of 8lu8h!" Whether this 

recipe would be acknowledged by the lovers of 
such dinners or not, it exactly describes the state 

of nerves with which a few people sit down to 
them_ Now, I beg you will not fall into the 

mistake of supposing my friend Louise to be an 

epicure, or of being unreasonably dainty as to 
the food which she ate. On the contrary, if her 
friends had but known it, she had the com­

fortable natural appetite which a healthy con­
dition of stomach and bmin are likely to produce. 
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She was not one of those unhappy beiugs to 
whom the sight and smell of food, which they do 

not happen to like, is positive torture; on the 
contrary, Mother Morgan might have had a 

boiled dinner three days out of every week, had 
she chosen; and so long as the bread-tray was 

piled high with generous slices of good, sweet, 
home-made bread, and the butter-dish held its 
roll of hard, yellow, glistening butter, and the 

generous-sized pitcher brimmed with creamy 
milk, Louise would have made a dinner fit for 110 

queen, in her own estimation. For when was a 
healthy city maiden other than rejoiced over real 

country butter and cream? 
The trouble lay in the fact that poor Mother 

Morgan herself had nerves. Albeit she despised 
the ,name, and considered all such matters as 
modern inventions of fashionable society, it was 

just as surely an over-wrought and ulldi~ciplined 
state of nerves, which caused her to visit hard­
voiced displeasure on certain innocent tastes 

differing from her own, as though she had ex­
pressed it with a burst of tears. Did you ever 

have for a hostess one who accepted it as a 

personal insult if you declined any dish of her 
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preparing? If not, you are fortunate. But just 

such an one was Mother Morgan. Her family 
had, for years and years, partaken, with a fair 

degree of relish, of cabbage and turnip aml 
potato and beets and beef and parsnips and pork, 

all dwelling in friendly neamess in the same 

large pot. Nay they had appreciated that some­
times in addition, little round, yellow balls, 

known to the initiated to be corn-meal balls, but 

tasting to the ignorant like nothing so much as 
,awdust wetted up with a little pork bravy. 

With a feeling nearly akin to dismay did 

Louise watch the lading of the plate which she 
knew was intended for her! How was she ever 

to dispose of that mass, which, from the un­
mashed turnip down to the yellow cannon balls, 

she disliked? If she might only say: "No, 
thank you," and betake herself to the inviting­

looking bread and butter and milk I Why need 

people have nerves leading straight to their 
palates, and, in this world of infinite variety, 
take the trouble to be aggrieved because tastes 
differed? Meekly she received the well-laden 
plate, meekly she sliced bits of potato and 

minced at the turnip, even taking delicate nib-
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bles of the stump of cabbage, which she detested. 

All to no purpose. Mrs. Morgan was watching 

her with jealous eyes. What right had she to 

presume to dislike so savory a dinner? Pres­

ently her indignation found vent in words. 
"I don't see but we shall have to set a 

separate table for you; it seems you can't stand 

the dishes we are used to. I don't want you to 
starve on our hands, I'm sure." 

pespite the fact that Louise had jnst received 
a letter, full of tenderness, from the dear mother 
at home - a tenderness which made this mother 

a sharp contrast - she was enabled to langh, as 

she answered, pleasantly: 
"Oh, mother, I'm in no danger of starving. 

It seems to me that I like your bread and butte. 

better than any I ever tasted. I suppose I am 
somewhat peculiar in my tastes; but I always 

find plenty to eat." 
If people could see into each other's hearts, or 

if people could keep still when they ought, it 

might yet have been well. Blit it chanced ~hat 

life had gone awry with the young husband that 

mOl·ning. A discussion had arisen between his 

father and himself concerning certain farmiJlg 
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plans, and a decided difference of opinion had 
developed, during which the son expressed him­

self warmly and positively; and the father, 

waxing indignant, had sharply informed him 

that going to college and Australia, and marry­
ing a fine lady for a wife, didn't make a farmer. 

Had Lewis found a moment's leisure and privacy 
with his wife, alld he had spoken his thoughts, 
they would have been somewhat after this 
fashion: 

"I am discouraged with the whole thing; we 
never can assimilate. If it were not for you, I 
should qe miserable; you are the joy of my 

heart, and my rest." Then Louise would have 
comforted and encouraged him. 

As it was, believing in her wholly, and being 
just then desirous that she should appear perfect 

in the eyes of his father, he addressed her in a 

distprbed, not to say almost vexed tone, albeit it 
was a low one: 

"Do, Louise, pretend to eat something, 
whether you accomplish it or not? " 

Louise could never understand how it was; 

she had not supposed herself one of the nervous 
sort; but just then and there arose such a lump 
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in her throat, that to have taken another mouth­
ful would have been impossible j and, to her 
dismay and chagrin, there rushed into her eyea 
actual tears 1 

Then up rose John to the emergencies of the 
situation. 

"Why, in the name of common sense, call't 
you all let folks eat what they like, withollt 
nagging at them all the time? I never touch 
cabbage and won't no more than I will touch 
a frog, and you let me alone j why can't you 
her." 

Whereupon Dorothy was so amazed, that she 
continued pouring milk into the howl long after 
it had brimmed, her eyes fixed, meantime, on her 
younger brother's face. As for Lewis, he seemed 
stricken with remorse for his words, apparently 
realizing at this moment how they sounded. 
But Louise was so pleased with John's evident 
desire to champion her, and so amused that it 
should seem to be necessary to shield her on a 
question of cabbage or not cabbage, that the 
ludicrous side of the matter came uppermost, 
and, as she laughed, the lump in her throat 

vanished. 
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.. Thank you," she said, gayly, to John; "dOli't 
you like cabbage, either? I'm glad of it. We'll 
form a compact to stand by each other for free­
dom without cabbage." 

Something approaching to a smile hovered 
over John's face, and Dorothy giggled outright. 



CHAPTER X. 

FISHING. 

t~NDA Y morning dawned at last, with a8 JfiI Ub~ght a sunshine as ever May produced. 
The air was crisp and clear, and the level road 
was frozen hard. Look which way he would, 
Farmer Morgan would have found it hard to 
produce an excuse why the family should not 
appear in church. To be sure, he often said 
that he didn't" feel like going," and, as John 
wouldn't go, that had heretofore settled the mat­
ter for the mother and Dorothy, whether they 
would or not; but, on this morning, Louise 
and Lewis came from their room evidently 
dressed for the day; and Louise, with confident 

air, remarked: 
llil 
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.. What a nice morning for a ride; if one 

didn't care for church-going, it would be pleas· 

ant to get out to-day." 
In Lewis' mind were some doubts as to who 

of the family could go, as the small spring-wagon 
would not accommodate more than four; but 
Farmer Morgan settled it by saying in positive 

voice: 
"You'll have to go to-day, John, and drive. 

I've got a stiff neck, and I don't feel like going 
out." 

"I guess Lewis hasn't forgot how to drive," 
John began, sullenly; "I ain't going to church." 

" You can go to church or not, just as you 
like, when you get down there, I s'pose; but 
you will have to drive the horses, for the colt 
has got to go, and she isn't used to Lewis, and I 
won't have him drive her. It would look more 
decent to go to church, I think; but you've got 
so you don't care much about decency, aDd I 
s'pose you'll do as you please. You goin~, 

motheI? " 

"No!" said Mrs. Morgan, promptly; "I'll 
get the dinner; Dorothy can go, if she likes." 

And the instant glow on Dorothy's cheek kid 
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that she '·liked." Only John was sullen; he 

did not recuver during the entire ride; spoke 

only to the horses, save when Dorothy gave lit­
tle frightened jumps when the colt seemi'd tu 

her not to be moving with propriety; then the 
driver snappishly directed her to "sit still and 
not act like a simpleton." 

Arrived at the chnrch door, he sat still, allow­
ing Lewis to alight and wait on the ladies. 

"Let us wait for John," Louise said, as her 

husband tUJ'lled from the wagon; "it is nicer to 
all go in together." 

John opened his lips, and if ever lips were 
going to say, "John isn't coming," his were, but 

he hesitated, looked down at the young, earnest 
face turned with a confident air toward him, 
then turned away, snapped his whip, and said 

nothing. 
" You'll be here in a minute, won't you, 

John? " 
" Yes," he said, or rather snapped, as though 

he was disgusted with himself for the answer, 

then giving the colt a smart touch with the whip, 

she curveted around the corner in a style which 
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would surely have made Dorothy scream, had 

she been behind her . 
.• That is only a little short of a miracle," 

Lewis said, in surprise. "I never knew John to 

compromise his dignity by going to church, after 

he had announced that he wasn't going, and 

that announcement is the rule rather than the 

exception." 
"I felt as though he must come to church this 

morning, someway," Louise made answer, in a 

low tone; "I couldn't give it up; it has been the 

burden of my prayer all the morning." 

To which remark Lewis Morgan had no reply 

to make; he remembered, with a sudden sting 

of conscience, that he had not so much as 

thought of his brother's name ill prayer that· 

morning. Reasoning upon common-sense prin­

ciples, how much could he have desired his pre8-
ence in the church? 

It was a quiet, little village church; looking 
natural enough to the eyes of the usual worship­
pers, but what a strange feeling it gave Louise! 

She was accustomed to broad, soft-carpeted 

ai~les; richly carved and upholstered seats; 

costly pulpit furnishing; massive organ, witb 
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solemn tones filling the church. Here Ler feet 
trod on bare fioors, and the old-fashioned pew, 

to which she was ush~red, liad neither footstool 
nor cushion, though it was high enongh to de­
mand the one, and hard enough to suggest the 
other. The queer red and yellow tassels, which 
depended from the pulpit cllshion, were frayed 
and faded; the slln streamed in unpleasantly 
from windows that boasted of neither shades 
nor blinds; and there was a general air of dilap­
idation about everything. She looked around 
with curious eyes on the congregation; their ap­
pearance was not in keeping with the surround­
ings; they looked well-dressed and well-bred, as 

if the most of them might have come out from 
comfortable homes, to spend this hour together. 

To all such, what a painful contrast between the 
comforts and the luxuries of their own homes 
must the house of God have presented; while 
to those who came from desolate homes, if there 
were any such, what attractions did the place 
offer? "It isn't even clean," the new-comer 

said to herself, her lip almost curling as she saw 
the stray bits of paper and card scattered over 

the floor. and the dust lying loosely everywhere. 
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"If they care for the church at ail, why don't 

they keep i~ in order? " 
When the service commenced, the feeling of 

discomfort was not removed. The little choir, 
perched high in air away at the back of the 
church, would not at that distance and height 

have been able to" lead the congregation," had 
they been so disposed. Their voices were clear, 
and in fair tone, and the little parlor organ was 

originally sweet-voiced, but the whole was so 
marred by a high-keyed, distressing squeak, that 
Louise found it difficult to keep back the frowns. 
She bowed her head during the prayer, and suc­
ceeded in getting into the spirit of communion; 
then waited eagerly for the sermon. The words 

of the text rang with a sug~estive thought: 

" The life is more than meat, and the body more 
than raiment." But, alas, for the sermon! 

What was the matter with it? It was true; it 

was well written and well read; it was carefully 
logical; it sought to impress upon the minds of 
his hearers what a wonderful and glorious and 
endless thing was life! And John and Dorothy, 

those two for whom Louise had most anxious 

desire, listened - or appeared to listen - - to the 
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wonderful possibilities of this life, and the won­

derful certainties of the future, and were as in­
different to the one as the other, neither serving 

to lift the bored look from their faces. As 
Louise watched, and saw how little they were 
getting, Satan appeared to her, suggesting to 

her he>\rt that perplexing and harrassing ques­
tion with which he delights to weary those who 
hav~ tried: "What good," said he, "will it do 
to have those two young people come to this 

church, and listen to this sermon? Do you be­
lieve they have gotten a single new idea, or 
aspiration? Don't you feel nearly certain that 
they will go home less impressible than they 
came? Because you must remember that every 

presentation of the truth either helps or hardens; 
of what use were all your plans and prayers? 
What availed your little thrill of thanksgiving 

over the success of your scheme? Don't you 
see it will amount to less than nothing? " Isn't 
it strange that the followers of Christ will go 

011, year after year, bending a listening ear to 
Satan, while he rings the changes of that old, 

long-ago vanquished falsehood: "If thou be 
the Son of God?" "If the Lord had cared 
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anything about your efforts to serve him," said 

the tempter on this Sunday morning, "wouldn't 
he have planned this whole service differently? 
You believe that he could have done it; why 

didn't he? You know very well that there 

hasn't been a thing said that would be in the 
least likely to help these two persons." What 

should Louise do ? Here she was, in the house 
of God, and here was this. tempting demon at 

her elbow! Who was it that said: "Whoever 
else stays away from church, Satan never 
does?" Whoever said it, the thought flashed 

over this tried soul suddenly, and she bowed her 
head to speak a word to that triumphant con­

queror, who passed through the conflict cent­
uries ago, and is "able to succor them that are 

tempted." Did he speak again the word of 
command: "Get thee hence, Satan?" As­
suredly he came himself and stood beside her, 

and she was enabled to remember that her part 
was to plant and water, as she could, the fruit 
thereof being God's part, and his unchangeable 

"doubtless," was added to the promise of sue-. 
cess. In the hymn and prayer that followed, 
heart and spirit joined, and, as Louise Morgan 
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raised her head after the benediction, she felt 
that this was indeed the house of God, and the 

gate of heaven. He had verified his promise 
yet again, and met her in his temple. 

Nevertheless, her first spoken words after the 

service would not have seemed to many to be in 
keeping with the hour: 

"John, what on earth is the matter with that 
organ? " 

Despite the habitual frown on John's face, he 

was betrayed into a laugh, there was so much 

intensity in the questioner's voice. 
" Why, it needs a drop or two of oil," he said, 

promptly; "and has needed it ever since I can 
remember. Anybody would think they consid­

ered the squeak an addition to the music, by the 

way they hang on to it." 
" Is it possible that a little oil is all that is 

needed to stop that horrible sound? Why don't 

you fix it?" 
"I?" said John, turning full, astonished eyes 

on her, surprised out of his reserve and his 

frowns. 
" Why, certainly; how can you endure it for 

so long? Do, John, fix it before next Sunday; 
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it spoils the music. I could hardly enjoy even 

the u'ords, because of that dreadful sound. How 
many things there are that ought to be done 

here I Why do they leave the church in this 

shape? Isn't there a sexton?" 
"Why, yes," said John, "I suppose so. Of 

course, there must be; he rings the bell, and 

makes the fires." 
"But never sweeps," added Louise, smiling, 

"nor dusts. John, if you can prevail on him 
to do some sweeping, this week, I'll come down 

with you, when you come to oil that organ, and 
do the dusting. Wouldn't that be an improve­

ment? " 
"When you come to oil that or~an!" The 

sentence had so strange a sound that John re- . 
peated it to himself. Was it possible that he was 

coming to oil the church organ? She spoke 
very confidently; quite as though it were a set­

tled matter. And yet he would almost as soon 
have expected to see himself coming to preach 

the sermon I What would the people think of 
his going into the church on a week day? No 
one remembered better than he, that of late his 
presence on the Sabbath had been a rarity. He 
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had been on the verge of telling her that he 

hadn't been hired to keep the church in order, 

but neither had she been hired to dust it; and 

he was quick-witted enough to see that, after 
the dusting scheme was proposed, his subterfuge 
wouldn't do • 

.. Oh, well," he said to himself, .. she'll forget 

it. Catch me oiling the church organ! If it 
groaned loud enough to be heard ten miles off I 
wouldn't touch it!" And he honestly thought 

he wouldn't; he had a vindictive feeling for 
that old organ. 

This conversation had consumed much less 
time than it has taken me to give it. They 
were passing down the aisle, John withheld from 
his usual habit of rushing out, the instant the 
Amen was spoken, by the sudden question that 
had been put to him. Now Louise turned his 
thoughts into another channel. Her husband 
had been waylaid by a gentleman who seemed 
anxious to have his opinion on some church mat­
ter; therefore she was at leisure to fish for 

John . 
.. I don't want to go home without being in­

troduced to the minister," she said. .. There he 
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comes now. Will you introduce me, John?" 

"I don't know him," answered John, shortly. 

The tone, added, ., And I don't want to." 

"Don't you? Oh, he's a new-comer. Well, 

then, let's introduce ourselves." 
He was just beside them now, and aided her 

plans, holdillg out his halld with a genial" Mrs. 

Morgan, I believe." He was a young, bright­

faced man, cheery of voice alld mannel', and 

more winning, apparently, anywhere else than 

he was in the pulpit. Louise returned his hand .. 

clasp cordially, and hastened to say: 
"My brother, Mr. Morgan; my sister, Misf 

Morgan. We are all strangers together, I f-~_ 

lieve. You have been here but a shc:.·t ~ime, I 

understand? " 
.. Why, yes," the minister .. aid, flushing 

slightly, "he was comparativp'ya new-comer:" 

remembering. meantime, the embarrassing fact 

that he had been there '":.dite long enough to get 

acquainted with that portion of his flock which 

seemed to him worth cultivating. "I have not 

gotten out to Mr. Morgan's yet, but I hope to 

do so this week. What day will you be most 

at leisnr':l, Mrs. Morgan?" 
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"Oh," said Louise, brightly, "we shall be 
glad to see you at any time; suppose you come 

on Tuesday." Thinking, meantime, of one or 

two little pet schemes of her own. " Shall we 

expect you to tea? John, we would like to 

have him take tea with us, wouldn't we ? You 

haven't an engagement for Tuesday, have you?" 

Thus appealed to, what was there for John 

but to stammer out an answer, over which he 

ruminated half the way home. Was it possible 

that he had engaged to be at home on Tuesday, 

to meet the minister, and had actually seconded 

his invitation to tea? How came he to do it? 

What were the words he said? How happened 

he to say them? He felt very much bewildered, 

somewhat vexed, and just a very trifle interested. 

There was certainly nothing in the minister to 

like, and he didn't like him: moreover, he 

didn't mean to like him. What was it, then, 

that interested him? He didn't quite know. 

He wondered what loop-hole of escape he could 

find for Tuesday; also he wondered whether he 

really and truly was determined to escape. Al 

together, John didn't understand his own state 

of mind. 
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"Oh, Lewis," said Mrs. Morgan, just as they 

were nearing home, "do you suppose anybody 
would object if you were to cut those dreadful 
looking yellow tassels from the pulpit and tack 
It neat little braid, such as upholsterers use, 

around it ? John and I are going down there, 
some day this week, to fix up things, and you 

may go along and upholster the pulpit if you 

want to." 
"John and you!" 
The astonishment ill her husband's voice 

made Louise's eyes langh; but her tones were 

steady. 
" Yes; he is going to stop that dreadful 

squeak in the organ; isn't that terrible? It 
just spoiled the mnsic, and it would have been 
good, but for that. I've promised to dust, if 
there can be some sweeping done. Oh, John, 
did you speak to the sexton ? No ? Well, I 

am not sure that it is very Sunday work; but 
when can you see him? " 

Then Dorothy roused to the occasion. 

"The sexton comes, every morning, to get It 
can of milk for some of his clIstomers at the 
village." 
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"Oh, does he? Then you can see him. 
John, you will attend to it to-morrow morning, 

won't you? And have it done before W ednes­
day, because then the church will be warmed for 
prayer-meeting, and we can get it ready more 
comfortably. I wonder if those lamps don't 
smoke? They look as if they might." 

" They used to smoke fiercely enough when I 
knew them last," her husband said. "I haven't 

been down in !:he evening, since I came home 

. from Australia." 
Here was certainly a revelation to Louise. 

Her husband had not been to the church prayer­
meeting since he came from Australia, eight 
months before! But she made no comment. 
Dorothy having once determined to speak, had 

more to say: 
" They look as though they hadn't been washed 

in forty years! I never saw such black things 

in ruy life! " 
"Suppose you enlist with us, Dorothy? Go 

down on Wednesday, and let's put the lamps in 
order. We'll let Lewis buy some wicks and 
chimneys for his share. I saw that two of the 



166 A New Graft on the Family Tree. 

chimneys were broken; those two lamps will 
smoke, of course." 

John laughed outright. 
"I believe you saw every cratk and corner of 

the church," he said, speaking ahJlost good­

naturedly. 
And Dorothy spoke her troubled thought. 
"I don't know anythiug about kerosene 

lamps. I don't suppose I could fix: one to save 
my life." 

" I know all about them; papa used to have. 
one in his office that I took care of, and mamma 
used one for sewing; I can show you all about 
them in five minutes. Will you go '? " 

" Well," said Dorothy. veiling her eagerness 
as well as she could. "l'd be willing, but I 
don't believe mother will." 

" Yes, she will; I'll look out for that." 

It was neither Lewis nor Louise that made 
this startling promise, but John himself I 

" Was it quite according to Sunday observ­
ance to make all those plans?" Louise asked 

her husband, smiling, but a shade of trouble, 
nevertheless, in her voice. "Sometimes those 
things trouble me. I had Sunday plans at 



Fi8hing. 167 

heart, but I'm afraid Jhey didn't show very 
plainly." 

" Well, I don't know; to brighten the church, 
so that it shall be a more tolerable spot, is im­
portant, certainly. It is a very desirable thing 
to accomplish, Louise. But I don't see how 
you coaxed John into it." 

" I want the church to look better, it is true," 
Louise said thoughtfully; "but, after all, that 
is secondary. Lewis, I want John and Dor­

othy." 



CHAPTElt XI. 

GRACE SUFFICIENT. 

1W!s. Morgan, senior, with her long check _K:pron, reaching to within an inch of the 

hem ~f her dress, her sleeves rolled to her elbow, 
her arms akimbo, stood in the kitchen door, and 
regarded Dorothy with an air of mute astonish­
ment for about two minutes then her thoughts 

found vent in words: 
"And did she iuvite him to tea her ownself?" 
"Yes," said Dorothy, a curious mixture of 

satisfaction and glumness in her tones; "she did, 
with her own lips. I didn't say a word, and 
Lewis wasn't there, he was talking with Deacon 

Spaulding, just behind us, and John didn't 
speak, of course, till he l\poke to him." 

168 
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" Well, I never!" said Mrs. Morgan; then, 
after a somewhat lengthy pause: "Seems to 
me she is taking things into her own hands 
most amazing fast; nothing but a stranger her. 
self, and gone to inviting company! Without 
even waiting to see if it would be convenient, 
either. There's extra work, too; I suppose, 
though, she thinks she can sit in the front room 
and entertain him, and we can do the work." 

"I s'pose she is so used to company that she 
don't think anything about it, and doesn't know 

that other folks do. It isn't a dreadful thing 
to have the minister come to tea; for my part, 
I'm glad he is coming." 

After this sudden marvellous outburst from 
Dorothy, her mother turned and surveyed her 
again, in bewildered fashion. Who had ever 
before heard Dorothy express an outright opinion 
contrary to her mother's? While she was 
meditating how to treat this strange develop­
ment, the hall-door opened, and Louise, broom 

. and dust-pan in hand, a quaint little sweeping 
cap set on her head, appeared on the scene. 

She dashed into the subject in mind at once: 
"Mother, has Dorothy mentioned that Mr. 
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Butler is coming to tea? vVe didn't think 

about the extra ironing or we might have 

chosen some other night; why didn't you 
remind me, Dorrie? You mm;t let me do all the 

extra work, to pay for my carelessness. I have 

come down now to put the front room in order; 

or shall I help in the kitchen first? " 

What was a woman to do who had managed 

her own household with a high hand for more 

than thirty years, thus unceremoniously taken 

by storm? She tumed her gaze from Dorothy 

to Louise, and stood regarding her for a second, 

as if in no doubt what to say; then, with a 

bitterness of tone that Louise did not in the 
least understand, said: 

" Do just exactly what you please; which I 

guess is what you are in the habit of doing, 
without asking permission." 

Then she dashed into the outer kitchen, and 

set up such a clatter with the pots and kettles 

there, that she surely could not have overheard 
a word, had many been said. 

Louise, with honest heart, desiring to do what 

was right, was by no means infallible, and yet 

was quick-witted; she discovered that she had 
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blundered. It flashed before her that Mother 

Morgan thought she was trying to rule the 

household and reorganize the home society; 

trying, indeed, to put her, the mother aside. 

Nothing had been further from her thoughts. 

She stood transfixed for a moment, the rich 

blood rolling in waves over her fair face at 

thought of this rude repulse of her cheery effort 

to play that she was at home and act accord­

ingly. It was as Dorothy said: she was so 

accustomed to the familiar sentence, "Come in 

and take tea," that it fell from her lips as a 

matter of course; especially had she been one 

of those trained to a cordial heartiness as 

regarded her pastor. Her invitation to Mr. 
Butler had been unpremeditated, and, she IIOW 

believed unwise. Yet how strange a sense ot 
loneliness aud actual homesickness swept over 

her, as she realized this. How difficult it was to 

step at all. How she must guard her words 

and her ways j how sure she might be of giving 

offense, when nothing in her past experiellce 

could foreshadow such an ,idea to her! Was 

it possible that in her husband's home she was 

not to feel free to extend hospitalities when aDd 
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where she chose? Could she ever hope to grow 
accustomed to such a trammeled life? She 
stood still, in the spot where her mother·in·law 
had transfixed her; the dust-pan balanced nicely, 
that none of its contents escape; the broom 

being swayed back and forth slowly, by a hand 
that trembled a little; the fair pink-trimmed, 
cambric sweeping-cap, that was so becoming to 
her,' and so useful in shielding her hair from 

dust, heightening now the flu~h on her face. If 
she had but known it, that sweeping-cap was 
one of her many sins, in the new mother's 
eyes. 

"The idea of prinking up in a frilled cap to 
sweep! " had that lady exclaimed, the first time 
she saw it, and she d!'ove the coarse comb 

through her thin gray hair, as sbe spoke, regard­
less of the fact that much dust had settled in it 
from that very morning's sweeping. 

"It keeps her hair clean, I'm sure," had 
Dorothy interposed; "and you are always for 
keeping things most dreadfully clean." 

" (]lean!" had the mother exclaimed, vexed 
again, at she hardly knew what; "so will a good 

washing in soap and water, and look less ridien-
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lous besides. What do you catch me up in that 

way for whenever I say anything; attend to the 

dishes, and don't waste your time talking about 

hair; and if you ever stick such a prinked-up 

thing on your head as that, I'll box your ears." 

What could there have been in the little pink 

cap to have driven the mother into such a state? 

She rarely indulged in loud-voiced sentences. 

It was unfortunat~ for Louise that this episode 

had occurred but a short time before; and it was 
fortunate for her that she did not, and could not 

guess, what the innocent cap, made by Estelle's 

deft fingers, had to do with Mrs. Morgan's state 

of mind. Had she known that such a very trifle 

had power over the new mother's nerves, it 

might, have appalled her. We grieve sometimes 

that we can not know other people's hearts, and 

foresee what would please, and what would 
irritate. Sometimes in our blindness, we feel as 

if that certainly would have been the wiser way; 

yet I doubt if Louise's courage would not have 

utterly forsaken her, could she have seen the 

heart of her husband's mother as she rattled the 

pots and kettles in the outer kitchen. Hearts 

calm down, wonderfully, sometimes; what need 
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then to know of their depths while at boiling 

point? But what sights must the all-seeing 
God look down upon, sights, in tenderness, shut 

away from the gaze of his weak children. 
Poor Louise! It was such a little thing, and 

she felt so ashamed for allowing herself to be 
ruffled. Several states of feeling seemed knock­

ing for admittance. She almost wished that she 
could go to that outer kitchen, and slam the 

door after her, and set the dust-pan down hard 
before the cross lady, and say to her: 

" There I Take your broom and your dust­
pan, and do your own sweeping up in John's 
room after this, and let Lewis and me go home 

to mother; you are not a mother at all: the 
name does not fit y{)U; I know what the word 

meaIlS, I have had a mother all my life, and I 
begin to think Lewis has never had." 

What if she 8hould say something like 'that! 
What a commotion she could make! It was 

not that she had the least idea of saying it; it 
was simply that she felt - "what if I should?" 

Satan's earliest, and most specious form, often­
times, of presenting a temptation. Also, there 

was that unacconntable tendency to a burst of 
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tears; she felt as though she could hardly keep 

t.hem back, even with Dorothy's gray eyes look­

ing keenly at her. Just a little minute served 
for all these states of feeling to surge by; then 

Dorothy broke the stillness, roused out of her 

timidity by a struggling sense of injustice: 

" You mustn't mind what mother says; she 
speaks out, sometimes, sharp; anybody who 

didn't know her would think she was angry, but 

she isn't; it is just her way. She isn't used to 

company either, and it kind of flurries her; but 

she will be real glad to have had Mr. Butler 
here, after it is all over." 

Such a sudden rush of feeling as came to 
Louise, borne on the current of these words; 

words which she knew cost Dorothy an effort 

for she had been with her long enough, and 

watched hEir closely enough, to realize what a 

painful hold timidity had gotten on her. But 

these eager, swiftly-spoken words, Sll :mlike !ler 
usual hesitation, evinced a kindly tendernes~ 

of feeling for Louise herself, that the lonel,\' 
young wife reached after and treasured grat{l­
fully. The tears rolled down her cheeks, it is 

true; they had gotten too near the surface to 
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control, and were determined, for once, to have 

their way; but she looked through them with a 

smile at Dorothy; nay, she sat down her dust­

pan suddenly and dropped her broom, and went 

over to ~he astonished girl, and kissed her 

heartily. 
"Thank you," she said, brightly, "You good 

sister Dorrie; you have helped me ever so much. 

Of course mother doesn't mean to scold me; and 

if she did, mothers are privileged, and should 

be loyed so much that little scoldings can be 

taken gratefully - especially when they are 

deserved, as mine is. I ought to have asked her 

whether it would be convenient to have com­

pany. But never mind; we'll make the best of 

it, and have a good time all around; and 

Dorothy, let's you and I be real, true sisters, 
and help each other, and love each other. I 
miss my sister Estelle." 

It was the last word she dared trust herself to 

speak; those treacherons tears desired again to 

choke her. She turned abruptly from Dorothy 

and ran up-stairs, leaving the dust-pan a central 
ornament of the kitchen floor. Hidden in the 

privacy of her own room, the door locked on the 
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world below, Louise sat down in the little home. 

rocker, and did what would have thoroughly 

alarmed her own mother, because of its unusual­

ness - buried her head in her hands, and let the 
tears have their way. 

She had managed to control herself before 

Dorothy, to smile brightly on her, aud to feel a 

thrill of joy over the thought that she had 

touched that young person's heart. But all thiB 

did not keep her from being thoroughly roused 

and indignant toward her mother-in-law. What 

right had she to treat her as though she were an 
interloper? Was not she the wife of the eldest 

son, who toiled early and late, bearing burdens 

at least equal to, if not greater than, his father? 

"What that woman needs," said a strollg, 
decided voice in her ear, "is to realiz8I'that there 

are other people in this world beside herself. 
She has been a tyrant all her life. She manages 

everybody; she thinks she can manage you. It 
is for her good, as well as, your own, that you 
undeceive her. You owe it to your self-respect 
to go directly down to that outer kitchen, where 

she is banging the kettles around, and say to her 

that you must have an understanding, Are you, 
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one of the family, with rights, as a married 

daughter, to invite and receive guests as suits 

your pleasure, or are you a boarder, simply? In 
which case you are entirely willing to pay for 

the trouble which your guests may make." 

Every nerve in Loui~e's body seemed to be 

throbbing with the de~ire to help her carry out 

this advice. It was not merely the sting of the 

morning, but an accumulation of stings which 

she felt had been gathering ever since Ilhe came 

into the house. But who was the bold adviser? 

I t startled this young woman not a little to 

realize that her heart was wonderfully in accord 

with his suggestions. As usual there was war 

between him and another unseen force. Said 
that other: 

"It is a trying position, to be sure. You 

have many little things to bear, and it is quite 

probable -your life having been so shielded 

heretofore - that they seem to you great trials. 

But, you will remember, I never promised you 

should not be triecl; I only pledged myself that 

your strength should be equal to your day. 

And, really, there has no temptation taken you 

but such as is common to men; and J am 
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faithful. I will not suffer you to be tempted 
above that ye are able." 

Surely she knew this voice, and recognized 

t.his message sent to her so long ago, and proved 

true to her experience so many times. 

"But," said that other one, "you really are 

not called upon to endure. insults. It is a 

perfectly absurd position. If you had gone out 

West as a Home Missionary, or were among 

uncouth people who had had no advantages, and 

to whom you were not in any sense related, it 

would do to talk of bearing trials; but, in this 

case, what right have your husband's family to 

put trials of this sort upon you? You have a 

pp.tfect right to please yourself, and they ought 

to know it." 

" Yes," said that other voice, "there are 

undoubtedly some things that they ought to 
know; but then, 'even Christ pleased not 

himself.' " 
" Bpt it is so absnrd! She is evidently vexed 

hecause you have invited her own pastor to take 

tea with her! The most natural and reasonable 

thing in the world. She ought to want him to 
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come. The idea of having trouble over such a 

trifle as that!" 
" Yes; but after all, are there not two sides to 

even that! How did you know but it would 
be extremely inconvenient for your new mother 
to see her pastor just at the time you set! •• 

" I never thought of such a thing. In our 
house it was always convenient to see people." 

" Why not tell her that you didn't think of it, 
omitting the reference to the different conditions 
of your own home? because you know you never 
like to have people suggest uncomplimentary 
comparison~ to you; therefore, by the rule 

which you profess to have accepted, you must 
not hint them to others." 

"But," said that other one, "it is an un­
necessary humiliation for you to go to her and 
apologize, as though you had done something 
wrong! The idea! You should certainly have 
some regard to your position. Because you 
came here, full of schemes for usefulness, eager 
to do her good, is no reason why you should 
tamely submit to such treatment as this -least 

of all, offer an apology for what you had 110 idea 
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would be disagreeable; besides, you almost 

apologized, and how did she receive it?" 

Then that other voice: 

"Remember the word that I said unto you. 
I The servant is not greater than his Lord.''' 

And straightway there surged over Louise 

Morgan's soul such a sense of "remembrauce" 

of that other's patience and meekness and for­
giveness and humiliation, such a remembrance 

of his thirty years of sorrowful cross-bearing for 

Iter, that there surely was verified to her another 

of the promises: " He shall bring all things to 
your remembrance." Moreover her eyes being 

opened by the searching Spirit, she saw who 
that counselor was, with his suggestions of self­
respect and wounded dignity and position. Al­
ways at variance with that other one, always 

directly contradicting, always eagerly putting 

" self" between Christ and his work. The tears 

came down in showers, but they were shed in a 

lowly attitude, for this troubled young soul sank 

on her knees. 

"Oh, Christ," -she said, "thou didst conquer 

him years ago; he desires to have me, but, thou 

mighty One, bid him leave me, for thou art 
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Fledged that thou wilt, with the temptation, 

provide a way of escape. And now, deal 

Christ, help me to show such a spirit of meek· 

ness and unfaltering cheerfulness of spirit before 

Lewis' mother, that she shall be led, not to me, 

but to thyself." 
It was a very peaceful face which presented 

itself in the kitchen not many moments there­

after, and the voice that spoke, seemed to 

Dorothy, who looked on and listened, the very 
essence of the morning sunshine. 

"Mother, it was certainly very careless in me 

to invite anybody to tea without first learning 
whether it would be convenient for you. If 
you will forgive me this time, I won't do it a 
, bit more.' That is what my little sister says 

when she gets into trouble. Now, I want to 

know if you will let me hang some of my 
pictures in the parlor; I've been unpacking 
them, and I don't know what to do with half 
of them." 

" Of course," said Mother Morgan. " Fix the 

parlor as you want it; it ne\'er was called 
a parlor before in its life; but I dare say that 

is as good a name as any. The extra ironing 
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is no consequence, anyhow; we always have 
enough to eat. He might as well come to-day 
as any time, for all I know." 

Then she dashed out at that end door again, 
and set the outer kitchen door open, and stoou 

ill it, looking off toward the snowy hills. No­
body ever apologized to her before; it gave 
her a queer feeling. 

" Well!" said Dorothy, addressing the dust­
pan, after Louise had vanished again. "I never 
could have said that in the world I After what 

mother said to her, too. I don't care; I like her 

first rate. There, now I " 



CHAPTER XII. 

DIFFERENT SHADES. 

~AT front room was square and bare; at 
~ Hleast th<l.t last word expresses the im­

pression which it made upon Louise, as she 

stood surveying it. There were several things 

that she felt sure she could do to brighten it, 

but the question turned on expediency. How 
much would it be wise to undertake? 

It is a curious fact that the people who, from 
choice or necessity, have contented themselves 

with paper window-shades, have also been the 

people fated to choose for these ungainly crea­
tions colors that would fight with the shades of 

carpet and wall-paper. Those in the Morgan 
household were the ugliest of their kind; and 

184 
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the initiated know that is saying a great deal. 

The gr·mnd-work was blue. Whoever saw a 
tint of blue that would harmonize with a cheap 
ingrain carpet? They were embellished by 

corner pieces, done in dingy brown, with streaks 
of red here and there; the design looking like 

nothing with sufficient distinctness to be named; 
the whole being grotesque. While in the cen· 

ter was a bouquet of flowers so ugly that it was 
a positive relief to remember that nature never 
produced anything in the least like them. An 

old-fashioned piece of furniture known as a set­
tle, suggested possibilities of comfort, if it had 
not been pushed into the coldest corner of the 

loom, and been disfigured by a frayed binding 
Rnd a broken spring. The chairs, of course, 

were straight-backed and stiff, and set in sol­
emn rows. But the table with its curious, 

clawed legs and antique shape, filled Louise's 
heart with delight. ~ "What a pity!" she said, 
aloud, " that they couldn't have put some of the 

grace into the old-fashioned chairs which they 

lavished on those delightful old tables. How 
that bit of artistic twisting would delight 

E::;telle's heart I " 
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This deliberate survey of her present field of 

operations was being taken after the sweeping 

and dusting were over, and she was tryIng to 

settle the momentous question of "What 

next? " 
The door leading into the kitchen was swung 

open, and Mother Morgan presented herself in 

the doorway, her arms still in their favorite, re­

flective attitude, holding to her sides. 

" The curtains do look scandalous?" she said, 

her eyes lighting on them at once. " I've been 

going, for I don't know how long, to get new 

ones, but I never seem to get at such things. I 

ueclare I didn't know they was so cracked." 

Instantly Louise's wits sprang to grasp this 

opportunity. Who could have expected such 

an opening, in accord with her present thoughts: 

"Oh, I hope you won't get new ones! I 

have a set of curtains that my mother gave me 

for my room, so I might have a reminder of 

home, and they are altogether too long for my 

windows; but I think they will just fit here. I 

~hould so like to see them in use. May I put 

them up?" 

What was the mother to say? She possessed 
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that unfortunate sort of pride which is always 

hurt with the suggestion of using other people's 
things. Yet she had herself opened the door 
to this very suggestion; how was she to 
close it? 

" Oh, it isn't necessary to bring your curtains 
down here; I mean to get new ones, of course; 

I've just neglected it, that's all; there's been no 

-need for it." 

"I'm so glad then that you have neglected 
it," Louise said quickly. "It has made me feel 

sort of lonely to see those curtains lying idle in 
my trunk. I wanted to put them somewhere. 

How fortunate it is that they are just the right 
color to match nicely with the carpet. You are 
real good to let me have them up here." 

. Whereupon Mrs. Morgan, with a vague feel­
ing that she had been "good" without in the 

least intending it, kept silence. 

Louise gave her little chance for reflection. 
"You can't think how much I like that sofa. 

Wouldn't it be nice if they made such shaped 

ones nowadays, so long and wide? It suggestt 

rest, to me, right away. I can't think of any 

thing more comfortable than this corner. wnell 
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the fire is made, with that nice, hospitable sofa 

wheeled into it." 
This sentence brought Dorothy from the 

kitchen, to gaze, with wide-eyed wonder, first at 
the lounge and then at the speaker. The object 
~f her intensified hatred, for many a day, had 
been that old, queer-looking wide-spread, craw­
footed settle. Not being accustomed to see­
ing such an article of furniture anywhere else, 
and being keenly alive to the difference be­
tween her home and that of the few other 
homes into which she had occasionally pen­
etrated, she had unconsciously to herself, singled 
out the old lounge, and the old table, and 
concentrated her aversion to the whole, upon 
them. 

There was something about Louise that gave 
to all she said the stamp of sincerity. Dorothy 
found herself believing implicitly just what had 
been said; therefore this surprising eulogy of the 
old settle was the more bewildering. Louise's 
next sentence completed the mystification. 

"But the prettiest thing in this room is that 

table. I never saw anything like that before; 
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it must be very old, isn't it? And it looks like 
solid mlhogany." 

There was no resisting I the impulse. Mother 
Morgan's heart swelled with a sense of gratified 
pride (if it were not a nobler feeling than 
pride ) . 

.. It is solid," she said, quickly, .. every inch 

of it; it belonged to my mother; it was one of 
her wedding presents from my grandfather. 
There isn't another table in the country as old 
as this." 

.. Isn't that delightful!" said Louise, genuine 
eagerness in tone and manner. "To think of 
your having one of your own mother's wedding 
presents! My sister Estelle would like to see 
that; she has such a wonderful feeling of rever· 
ence for old things; especially when she can hear 

about the hands that have touched them, long 
ago. Did your mother die a good many years 

ago? " 
"She died when I was a girl like Dorothy, 

there," said Mrs. Morgan, her voice subdued, 
and she gathered a corner of her large apron 

and carried it to her eyes. 
"i always set great store by that table. I've 
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seeu my mother rub it with an old silk hand­

kerchief by the half hour, to make it shine. 

She thought a great deal of it on grandfather's 

account, let alone its value, and it was thought 

to be a very valuable table in those days. I 

have always thought I would keep it for 

Dorothy. But land! she don't care for it; she 

thinks it is a horrid, old-fashioned thing. She 

would have it put into the barn-loft, along with 

the spinning-wheel, if she could. Your sister 

must be different from other girls, if she can 
stand anything old." 

Poor Dorothy, her cheeks aflame, stood with 

downcast eyes; too honest was she to deny that 
she had hated the claw.footed table, as one of 

the evidences of the life to which she was shut 

up, different from others. Louise turned toward 
her, with a kindly smile. 

" I think Estelle is different from most girls," 

she said gently. "Our grandmother lived until 

a short time ago, and we loved her very dearly, 
and that made Estelle like every old-fashioned 

thing, more than she would. Mother says that 

most girls have to get old and gray·haired before 
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they prize their girlhood or kuow what is 
valuable." 

" That is true enough," said Mother Morgan, 
emphatically. 

Then Louise. 
"I wonder if I can find John anywhere? I 

want him to help me hang pictures and curtains. 

Do you suppose father can spare him a littlo 

while? " 
"John!" said the wondering mother. "Do 

you want his help? Why, yes, father will spare 
him, I dare say, if he will do anything; but I 

don't suppose he will." 
"Oh, yes," said Louise, gayly, "he promised 

to help me ; and besides he invited the minister 

here himself, or at least seconded the invitation 
heartily; so, of course, he will have to help get 

ready for him." 
" Well, there he is now, in the shed. You 

get him to help if you can; I'll risk his father. 

And move things about where you would like to 
have them; I give this room into your hands. 
If you can make it look as pleasant as the 
kitchen, I'll wonder at it. It was always a 

dreadfnl dull-looking room, somehow." 
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And the mollified mother went her way. An 
apology was a soothing sort of thing. It was 

very nice to have the long-despised old settle 

and table (dear to her by a hundred associations, 

so dear that she would have felt it a weakness to 

own it) not only tolerated but actually admired 

with bright eyes and eager voice; but to engage, 

in any enterprise whatever, her youngest son, so 

that there might be hope of his staying at 

home with the family the whole of Tuesday 

evening - an evening when, by reason of the 

meeting of a certain club in the village, he was 
more than at any other time exposed to tempta­

tion and danger - was a thought to take deep 

root in this mother-heart. She didn't choose 

to let anybody know of her anxiety concerning 

this boy; but, really and truly, it was the sore­
ache in her heart, and the thinking of the 

brightness of Louise's care-free face in contrast 

with her own heavy-heartedness, that developed 

the miseries of the morning. After all, to our 
limited sight, it would seem well, once in a 

while, to have peeps into each other's hearts. 

Greatly to his mother's suprise, and somewhat 

to his own, John strode at first call into the 



".John could not only drive nails but could measure distances 
with his eye almost as accurately as with a rule. "-Page 19:1. 
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front, room, albeit he muttered, as he went: 

"I don't know anything about her gim-cracks; 
why don't she call Lewis?" 

"Are you good at driving nails?" Louise 
greeted him with;" because Lewis isn't. He 
nearly always drives one crooked." 

"Humph!" said Jobn, disdainfully. "Yes, I 
can drive a nail as straight as any of 'em; and 
I haven't been to college, either." 

"Neither have I," said Louise, accepting his 
sentence in the spirit of banter; "and I can 
drive nails, too; if I were only a little taller 
I'd show you. But how are we going to reach 
away up to the ceiling? Is there a step-ladder 
anywhere? " 

" Yes, make one out of the kitchen table and 
the wood-box." 

And he went for them. Then the work went 
on steadily. John could not only drive nails, 
but could measure distances with his eye almost 
as accurately as with a rule; and could tell to 

. the fraction of an inch whether the picture hung 
"plum" or not. Louise, watching, nuted th8~ 3 

things, and freely commented npon them, until 
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despite himself, John's habitual gruffness toned 

dowlI . 
•. Who is this?" he asked, and he. perched on 

his table and wood-box, stopped to look at the 

life-size photograph of a beautiful girl." 

" That," said L,ouise, pride and pleasure in her 

voice, "is my sister Estelle; isn't she pretty? 

With the first breath of spring I want her to 

come out here; and I want you to get ready to 

be real good to her, and show her all the in­

teresting things in field and wood." 

"I! " 
" Yes, you. I look forward to your being 

excellent friends. There are a llUndred delight­

ful things about nature and animal life of which 

~he knows nothing, and she is eager to see and 

hear, and leal'll. I look to you for help." 

At this astoullding appeal for" help" John 

turned and hung the picture without a word. 

What was there to say to one who actually 

expected help from him for that radiant 

creature! 

Louise, apparently busy in untangling cord 

and arranging tassels, watched him furtively. 

He studied the picture after it was in place; ho 
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had difficulty in getting it to just the right 
height, and tied and untied the crimson cord 
more than once ill his precision. The bright 
beautiful, girlish figure, full of a nameless witch­

ery and grace that shone out at you from every 
curve I She hardly knew how much she wished 
for the influence of the one over the other. If 

Estelle could help, wouM help, him in a hundred 
ways, as she coulrl; and if he would help her! 
Yes, Louise was honest; she saw ways in which 
this solemn-faced boy could help her gay young 
sister, if he only would. 

" Oh !" she said to herself, with great in­
tensity of feeling, "if people only would influ­
euce each other just as much as they could, and 
just as high as they could, what a wonderful 
thing this living would be!" 

I t was for this reason among others, that she 
had selected from her family-group, hanging in 
her room, this beautiful young sister, and sacri­
ficed her to hang between the windows in the 
front room. There were other pictures, many of 
them selected with studied care, with an eye to 
their influence. Among others, there was a 
brilliant illuminated text worked in blues and 
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browns, and the words were such as are rarely 
found in mottoes. In the center a great, gilt­

edged Bible, and circling over it: "These are 
written that ye might believe on the Son of 
God." Then underneath, in smaller letters; 

" And that believibg, ye might have life through 
his name." 

" That is Estelle's work," his companion said; 
"isn't it pretty?" 

" I suppose so. I don't know anything about 
pretty things." 

" Oh, yes, you do; you know perfectly well 
what you think is pretty. I venture to say that 
you know what you like, and what you dislike, 
as well as any person in this world." 

He laughed, not ill-pleased at this; and 
Louise, with no apparent connection, branched 
into another subject. 

" By the way, where is that church sociable 
that was announced for Friday night? Far 
away?" 

"No; just on the other hill from us, about a 
mile, or a trifle more." 

"Then we can walk, can't we? I'm a good 
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walker, and, if the evening is moonlight, I 
should think it would be the most pleasant way 
of going." 

And now John nearly lost his balance on the 

wood-box, because of the suddenness with 
which he turned to bestow his astonished gaze 

on her. 

"We never go," he said, at last_ 
"Why not?" 

" Well," with a short laugh, "that question 
might be hard to answer. I don't, I suppose, 
because I don't want to." 

"Why don't you want to? Aren't they 
pleasant gatherings? " 

"Never went to see. I grew away from them 
before I was old enough to go. Mother aud 
father don't believe in them, among other 

things." 
There was a suspicion of a sneer in his voice 

now. Louise was a persistent questioner. 
" Why don't they belleve in them?" 
"Various reasons. They dress, and mother 

doesn't believe in dressing. She believes women 
ought to wear linsey-woolsey uniform the year 
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round. And they dance, and neither mother 

nor father believe in that; they think it is the 

unpardonable sin mentioned in the Bible." 

" Do t.hey dance at the church sociables? " 
•• Yes," an unmistakable sneer in his tones 

now" I believe they do; we hear so anyway. 

You will look npon the institution with holy 

horror after this, I suppose?" 
"Does Mr. Butler dance?" 

"Well, reports are contradictory. Some say 

he hops around with the little girls before the 
older ones get there, and some have it that he 

only looks on and admires. I don't kuow which 

list of sinners he is in, I'm sure. Do you think 
dancing is wicked?" 

"I think that picture is crookl'd," said Louige, 
promptly; "isn't it? Doesn't it want to be 
moved a trifle to the right? That is a special 
favorite of mine. Don't yon know the face? 
Longfellow's • Evangeline.' Lewis don't like 
the picture nor the poem; but I can't get away 
from my girlhood lik.ing for both. Don't you 
know the poem? I'll read it to you, sometime 
and see if you don't agree with me. Now, about 
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that social; let's go, next Friday, and see if we 
can't have a good time. You and Lewis, and 
Dorothy and I. It is quite time you introduced 
me to some of your people, I think." 

"You don't answer my qaestion." 
" What about? Oh, the dancing? Well, the 

truth is, though a short question, it takes a very 
long answer, and it is so involved with other 
questions and answers, that I'm afraid if we 
should dip into it, we shouldn't get the curtains 
hung by tea-time. Let me jU8t take a Yankee's 
privilege and ask you a question. Do you 
expect me to believe in it?" 

" No." 
"Why not?" 
" Because - well- because you religionists 

are not apt to." 
"Don't you know any religionists who seem 

to? " 
"Yes but they are the counterfeit sort." 
" Then you think real, honest Christian& 

ought not to believe in dancing?" 
"I didn't say any such thing," returned John, 

hotly; then, being quick·witted, he realized his 
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position, an~, despite his attempt not to, 
laughed. 

"I think we would better go after those 
curtains, now," he said, significantly. And they 
weut. 



CHAPTER XIII. 

BUDS OF PROMISE. 

~LL'" said Dorothy, a.nd she folded her 

• ~rms and looked up and down the large 
room, a sense of great astonishment struggling 
with one of keen satisfaction on her face. "Who 
ever thought that she could make this look 

like thi8!" 
Which mixed and doubtful sentence indicates 

the bewilderment in Dorothy's mind. Yet 
there had been no wonderful thing done. But 
Dorothy belonged to that class of people who do 
not see wha~ effects little changes might produce. 
Still, she belonged - let us be thankful- to 
that class of people who can see effects when 
the changes have been produced. There are not 

201 
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i. few in this world wl.o are as blind as bats 

about this latter matter. 

The place in question was the large, square 

frout room of the Morgan family. The heavy 

crimson curtains, of rare pattern and graceful 

finish, hung in rich waves about the old-fashioned 

windows, falling to the very floor, and hiding 

many a defect in their ample folds. The walls 

were hung w\.th pictures and brackets and text­

cards. The bracket::! were furuished, one with 

a pretty antique va,;e, hiding within itself a 

small bottle of prepared earth, which nourished 

a thrifty ivy. One held a quaint old picture of 

Dorothy's mother's mother, for which' Louise's 

deft fingers had that morning fashioned a frame 

of pressed leaves and ferns. The old-fashioned 
settee was drawn into exactly the right angle 

between the fire and the windows. The torn 

braid had been mended, and John, of his own 

will, had repaired the broken spring. The 

heavy mahogany table rejoiced in a wealth of 
beautiful-bound and most attractive looking 

books; while a little stand, brought from 

Louise's own room, held a pot of budding and 

blossoming pinks, whose old-fashioned, spicy 
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breath pervaded the room. Perhaps no one 
little thing contributed to the holiday air which 
the room had taken on more than did the tidies 

of bright wools and clear white, over which 
Estelle had wondered when they were being 
packed. Louise thought of her and smiled, aLd 
wished she could have had a glimpse of them 
as they adorned the two rounding pillow-like 
ends of the sofa, hung in graceful folds from the 

small table that held the blossoming pinks, 
adorned the back and cushioned seat and arms 

of the wooden rocking-chair in the fireplace 
corner, and even lay smooth and white over the 
back of Father Morgan's old chair, which Louise 
had begged for the other chimney-corner, and 
which Mrs. Morgan, with a mixture of indiffer­
ence and dimly-veiled pride, had allowed to be 
taken thither. Little things were these, every 

one, yet what a tra.nsformation they made to 
Dorothy's eyes! The crowning beauty to the 
scene to Louise was the great old-fashioned, 

artistic-looking pile of hickory logs which John 
built up scientifically in the chimney-corner, the 
blaze of which, when set on fire, glowed and 

sparkled and danced, and burnished with a 
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weird flame every picture and book, and played 
at light and shade among the heavy window 

drapery in a way that was absolutely bewitching 

to the eyes of the new-comer. 
H What a delightful room this is!" she said, 

standing with clasped hands and radiant face, 
gazing with genuine satisfaction upon it when 

the fire was lighted. " How I wish my mother 
Gould see that fire! She likes wood fires so 
much, and she has had to Llepend on 'black holes 
in the floor' for so long a time! I do think I 
never was in a more bomelike spot." 

It was fortunate for Louise tbat her education 
had been of that genuine kind which discovers 
beauty in the rare blending of lights and shades, 

and the tasteful assimilation of furnishings, rather 
than in the richness of the carpet or the cost in 
dollars and cents of the furniture. It was 
genuine admiration which lighted her face. 
The room had taken on a touch of home and 
home cheer. Mrs. Morgan, senior, eyeing her 
closely, on the alert for shams, felt instinctively 
that none were veiled behind those satisfied 
eyes, and thought more highly of her daughter­
in-law than she had before. 
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As for Dorothy, she was so sure that the 

fairies had been there and bewitched the great, 
dreary room, that she yielqed to the spell, 
nothing doubting. 

. It seemed almost strange to Louise herself, 

that she was so deeply interested in this pro­
spective visit from the minister. She found her­
self planning eagerly for the evening, wondering 

whether she could draw John into the conversa­
tion, whether Dorothy would rally from her 
shyness sufficiently to make a remark; wonder­

ing whether the bright-eyed young minister 
would second her efforts for these two. During 
a bit of confidential chat which she had with her 
husband at noon, she said: 

"I can't help feeling that there are serious 
interests at stake. Mr. Butler must get hold of 
the hearts of these young people; there must be 

. outside influences to help us or we can not 
accomplish much. I wonder if he has his young 

people very much at heart? " 
"I may misjudge the man," Lewis said, 

leisurely buttoning his collar, and speaking in an 
indifferent tone; "but J fancy he hasn't a very 
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deep interest in anything, outside of having a 

real good, comfortable time." 
" Oh, Lewis!" !ind his wife's note of dismay 

caused Lewis to turn from the mirror and look 

at her inquiringly; "how can you think that of 
your pastor? How can you pray for him when 

you are composedly saying such things? " 
" Why!" Lewis said, smiling a little; " I 

didn't say anything very dreadful, did I, dear? 
He really doesn't impress me as being thor­
oughly in earnest; I didn't mean, of course, that 

he is a hypocrite. I think him a good, honest­
hearted young man, but he hasn't that degree of 
earnestness that one expects in a minister." 

" What degree of earnestness should a minister 
have, Lewis?" 

"More than he has," said her husband, posi­
tively. "My dear wife, really you have a 
mistaken sort of idea, that because a man is a 
minister, therefore he is perfect. Don't you 
think they are men of like passions with our­
selves? " 

" Yes, I do; but from your remark, I thought 
you were not of that opinion. No, really, [ 

think I am on the other side of the argument j 
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I am trying to discover how much more earnest 
a millis tel' should be, than you and I are, for 
im;tance." 

"Rather more is expected of him by th~ 

church," her husband answered, moving cau­

tiously, and becoming suddenly aware that be 
was on s~ipp3ry ground. 

"By the church, possibly; but is more really 
expected of him by the Lord? Sometimes I 
have heard persons talk as though they really 
thought there was a different code of rules for a 
minister's life, than for the ordinary Christian's. 

But, after all, he has to be guided by the same 
Bible, led by the same Spirit." 

"There's a bit of sophistry in that remark," 
her husband said,' laughing; ., but I shall not 

stay to hunt it up, just now; I suspect father is 
waiting for me to help about matters that he 

considers more important." 
"But Lewis, wait a moment; I don't want to 

argue; I just want this: Will you this afternoon 
pray a good deal about this visit? I do feel that 
it ought to be a means of grace to our home, and 
to the pastor; for there should certainly be a re­
flex influence in visits between pastor and pE'opl!1 
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I have been for the last two hours imp:resRed to 

almost constant prayer for this, and I feel as 

though I wanted to have a union of prayer." 

Her husband lingered, regarding her with a 

half-troubled, half curious expression. 

"Sometimes," he said, slowly, "I am dis­

posed to think that you have gone away b~yond 

me in these matters, so that I can not under­

stand you. Now, about thi~ visit. I can see 

nothing but an ordinary, social cup of tea with 
the minister. He will eat bread and butter, 

and the regulation number of sauces and cakes 
and pickles, and we will keep up a flow of talk, 

about something; it will not matter much what, 
to any of us, so we succeed in appearing social; 

then he will go away" and the evening will be 

gone, and, so far as I can see, everything will be 
precisely as it was before." 

" No," she said, with a positive setting of her 

head; "you are ignoring entirely the influence 

which one soul must have over another. Don't 

you believe that all of our family, by this visit, 

will have been drawn either to respect religion 

more, to feel its power more plainly, or else will 
have been repelled from the sullject? They may 
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none of them be aware that such is the case, 
yet when they come in contact with one so 
closely allied to the church and the prayer-meet­

ing, I think .that either one influence or the 
other must have its way." 

.. New thought to me, put on that broad 

ground. Bu~ if it is true, it proves, I think, 
that the minister has more influence over the 

community than private Christians have; be­
cause, certainly, it is possible for you and me 
to go out to tea, and have a pleasant, social 
time, and not change any person's opinion of 
religion one-half inch." 

She shook her head. "It proves to me that 

the outward position helps the minister by the 
law of association, to make a morc distinctly 
realized impression; but, dear Lewis, the ques­
tion is, is it right for any servant of the King 
to mingle familiarly for an afternoon with others 
who either are, or should bll, loyal subjects, 

and not make a definite impression for the 
King?" 

" I don't know," he said, slowly, gravely; "I 
don't believe I have thought of social gatherings 

in tbat light." 
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And Louise, as he went away, realized, with a 

throb of pain, that she wanted the minister to 

make a definite impression for good; not only 

on Dorothy and. John, but on her husband. 

Perhaps she never prayed more constantly for 

the success of any apparently small matter, than 

she did for this tea-drinking. Her interest even 

extended to the dress that Dorothy wore. She 

knew well it would be a somewhat rusty black 
one; but the door of that young ladies' room 

being ajar, and she being visible, in the act of 

adding to her toilet an ugly red necktie, that 

set her face aflame, Louise ventured a sug­
gestion . 

.. Oh, Dorrie, if you would wear some soft 
laces with that dress, how pretty it would be!" 

"I know it," said Dorothy, snatching off 
the red tie as she spoke ... But I haven't any. 

I hate this neck-tie; I don't know why, but I 

just hate it. Mother bought it because it was 

cheap! " - immense disgust expressed in tone 

and manner -" that is surely the only recom­
mendation it has." 

.. I have somE' soft laces that will be just the 
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thing for you," Louise said, in eagerness, and 

she ran back to her room for them. 
"These are cheap" - returning with a box 

of fluffy ruchings -" they cost less than ribbon 
in the first place, and will do up as well as linen 
collars." 

New items these to Dorothy. The idea that 
anything so white and soft and beautiful could 
also be cheap! A mistaken notion had this 
young woman, that everything beautiful was 
costly. 

"Let me arrange them," Louise said, in a 
flutter of satisfaction, lifting her heart in prayer 
as she worked. 

Praying about a lace ruffle! Oh, yes, indeed: 
why not? If they are proper to wear, why not 
proper to speak of to the Father who clothes the 
lilies, and numbers the very hairs of our head? 
Actually praying that tbe delicate laces might 
aid in lifting Dorothy into a reasonable degree 
of self-appreciation, and so relieve, somewhat, 
the excessive timidity which Satan was suc­
cessfully using against her. I wonder, has it 
ever occurred to young people that Satan can 

make use of timidity, as well as boldness? 
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"There," said Louise, as she arranged the 

puffy knots, giving those curious little touches 
which the tasteful woman understands so well, 

and finds so impossible to teach. 
"Aren't they pretty." And she stood back 

to view the effect. 
The pink glow on Dorothy's cheeks showed 

that she thought they were. 
With the details of the supper Louise did not 

in the least concern herself; she knew that food 
would be abundant, and well prepared, and the 
linen would be snowy, and the dishes shining; 
what more need mortal want? 

As for the minister, truth to tell, he spent his 

leisure moments during the day in dreading his 
visit. He had heard so much of the Morgans­
of' their coldness and indifference, of their hold­

ing themselves aloof from every influence, either 
social or spiritual. The few sentences that had 
ever passed between himself and Farmer Morgan 
had been so tinged with sarcasm, on the latter's 
part, and had served to make him feel so 

thoroughly uncomfortable, that he shrank from 
all contact with the entire family; always 
excepting the fair-faced, sweet-voiced stranger; 
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not her husband, for something about the grave, 
rather cold face of Lewis Morgan, made his 
young pastor pick him out as a merciless, in­
tellectual critic. However, it transpired that 
most of his forebodings were unrealized. 

It suited Mrs. Morgan, senior, to array herself 

in a fresh calico, neatly made, relieved from 
severe plainness by a very shining linen collar; 
and, though her manner was nearly as cold as 
the collar, yet there was a certain air of New 
England hospitality about it that made the 
minister feel not unwelcome. Dorothy under 
the influence of her becoming laces, or some 
other influence, was certainly less awkward than 
usual. And fair curly-haired, sweet-faced Neelie 
caught the young man's heart at once, and was 
enthroned upon his knee when Farmer Morgan 
came to shake hands, before proceeding tr 
supper. If there was one thing on earth mortj 
than another that Farmer Morgan did admire 
it was his own, beautiful, little Neelie. If the 
minister saw that she was an uncommon child 
why in his heart he believed it to be a proof 
positive that the minister was an uncommon 
man. Altogether, Mr. Butler'a opinion of thll 
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Morgan family was very different by six o'clock 

from what it had been at four. Just a word 

:110ne with him Louise had, when Farmer 

Morgau suddenly remembered an unforgotten 

duty, and went away, while Mrs. Morgan and 

Dorothy were putting the finishing touche,; to 

the supper table. Lewis was detained with a 

bu~iness caller at one of the large barns, and 

John had not presented himself at all. This was 

one of her present sources of anxiety. She 

tUrlIed to the minister the moment they were 
alone. 

"We need your help so much," she began 

eagerly. "My husband and I are the only 
Christians in this family; I am specially and 

almost painfully interested in both John and 

Dorothy; they need Christ so much, and ap­

parently are so far from him. Is the Christian 

influence of the young people decided in this 
society? " 

" I hardly know how to answer you," he said, 

hesitatingly. " If I were to tell you the simple 

truth, I seem better able to influence the young 

in almost any other direction, than I do in 

anything that pertains to religion." And, if the 
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poor young man had but known it, he was more 
natural and winning in regard to any other 
topic than he was with that one. "I have 

hardly a young man in my congregation on 
whom r can depend in the least," he continued 
sauly, "and I do not see any gain in this 
respect." 

"He is in earnest," said Louise, mentally, ill 
answel to this. "He wants to help them j he 
doesn't quite see how. But if he is willing to 
be enough in earnest, his Master can teach him." 
Then, before there was opportunity for the half­
dozen other things that she wanted to say, they 
were summoned to the tea-table. 

John was there, in his Sunday coat, and his 
hair brushed carefully; it was more than could 
have been expected. Moreover, almost imme­
diately by one of those chance remarks that seem 
of no importance, an item of political news was 

started for discussion, and behold the father and 
Lewis were staunchly on one side. and the 
minister and John on the other. John. roused 
by a nettlesome speech of his brother, gave bold 
utterance to opposing . views, and was strongly 

approved and supported by Mr. Butler; the 
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interest deepened and the arguers waxed earnest, 
but all the while there was in Farmer Morgan's 
face, veiled to any but a close observer such as 

Louise was that day, a sense of surprised sat­
isfaction over the fact that his boy John had 
such clear views of things, and could talk as 
well as the minister; and the minister, whether 
he was to win souls or not, surely knew one 

step of the way - he was winni~g hearts. 
They went, all of them together, to the bright 
parlor again, and when, presently, the discussion 
calmed, and the subject changed to the delights 
of corn-popping and apples roasted in the ashes, 
Mr. Butler said with zest: 

"John, let's try some; suppose you get the 
apples and superiutend the roasting; and Miss 
Dorothy, can't you and I pop some corn?" 

Dorothy's cheeks were aflame, but the corn 
was brought, and the evening waned before even 
Neelie knew it was late. 

"He's a good deal likelier chap than I 
thought, from his sermons," was Farmer Morgan 
heard to remark to his wife when the minister 
had finally bade them good-evening and de. 
parted. 
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"Oh, Lewis?" said Louise, when they were 
alone again, "if he had only asked to r~ad a few 
verses in the Bible, and offered prayer before 
he went. 1 surely thought he would do it; 
isn't it strange that he did not?" 

.. Why, yes," said Lewis.'" As a minister, it 
would have been entirely in keeping; I wonder 
that he did not suggest it." 

.. Why didn't you suggest it, Lewis? I was 
hoping you would; that was what I meant by 
all those telegraphic communications I was try­
ing to make." 

"My dear Louise," said her husband,"thatwaR 
DIy father's place, not mine." 



CHAPTER XIV. 

DUST AND DOUBT. 

~E scheme to visit the dingy church on ji ~~ ednesday afternoon, and contribute 

~omewhat to its cheer, was carried out to the 

very letter. Mrs. Morgan, senior, made sundry 

dry remarks about not being aware that any of 
her family had been hired to put the church in 

order; but Farmer l\Iorgan., declared that· it 
certainly needed it as much' as any place he 

ever saw; that he would be ashamed to have 
a barn look as that did; and John declared that 

he had promised to stop the squeak in that old 

organ, and he meant to do it, hired or not 

hired. 
Louise, who had not heard him promise, and 

218 
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who had felt much anxiety lest he would refuse 
to perform, was so elateu over this declaration 
that, with her husband's help, she parried her 

mother-in-law's thrusts with the utmost good 
humor; helped by the fact that, whatever she 
might say, that strange woman actually felt 

glad over the thought of her young people going 
off together like other folks. 

The efforts of Mrs. Morgan's life had been 
spent in keeping her children from being "like 
other folks," and yet, with strange inconsistency, 

she liked to see these approaches to other 
people's ways of doing things. 

If she could have explained what her sore 
and disappointed hflart had meant, it would 
have revealed the fact that she intended her 
children to be superior to, not isolated from, the 
society around them. 

Wednesday afternoon proved a real gala time 
to Dorothy. She entered with zest into the 
lamp-cleaning, and, after a few lessons from 
Louise, developed a remarkable talent for mak­
ing the chimneys glitter in the sunlight. The 
surprised and smiling sexton had done his share, 
and the dUlit from the long unswept room lay 
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thick on pulpit and seat-rail. The room was 
comparatively warm, too, which, if Louise had 
but known it, was a rare thing on Wednesday 
evening. John swung the old organ around in 
a business-like manner, and applied a drop of 
oil here, and another there, then gave himself 
to the mending of one of the stops, while Lewis 
tacked away on the new binding for the desk, 
and whititled softly an old tune. Altogether, 
Louise's plans were working royally. She had 
managed a difficult bit of business in the shape 
of a lunch, which had been smuggled into the 
buggy with them. 

"What on earth do you want of that!" had 
Mrs. Morgan exclaimed, in astonishment, when 
she had been appealed to; "you don't expect to 
work so hard that you will get hungry before 
supper, do you?" 

" Why, we want it for our supper," exclaimed 
Louise; "you know we shall not have time to 
come back before prayer-meeting, and that will 
make us late for supper." 

"Prayer-meeting!" No words on paper can 
express to you the surprise in the questioner's 
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voice. "Are you going to stay to prayer­
meeting? " 

"Why, certainly; we want to see whether 
the lamps are improved. If Dorrie leaves lint 
on the glass it will show splendidly when they 
are lighted. Besides, I want to hear how that 
organ will sound when it doesn't squeak." 

"And what is going to become of John while 
you are staying to meeting?" 

Mrs. Morgan's face had taken on a deeper 
cloud of disapprobation, and her voice was 
glumness intensified. 

"Why, John will stay to meeting with us, of 
course." 

This from Louise, in positive tone, albeit she 
was painfully uncertain about that very thing; 
certain only of this, that if John wouldn't stay, 
rest wouldn't. It was no part of her plan to 
carry him down to the village, simply to be 
tempted of Satan, as he always was, at the street 

corners. 
" Humph!" said Mrs. Morgan, senior, and 

she went her way, giving no sign of relief or 
approval, save that the lunch she prepared and 
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packed, for their united suppers, was bountiful 
and inviting. 

So Louise dusted, and advised as to lamps and 

pulpit, and prayed heartily meanwhile. How 
was she to prevail on John to stay to prayer­

meeting? Was it a foolish scheme? Would it 
be better to abandon it and go home? What if, 
at the last moment, he should rebel, and go 

away and spend the evening in that horrid cor­
ner grocery! Recent though her introduction 

into the family was, she had already learned 
how they dreaded the influence of that corner 
grocery. She lingered near her husband and 
consulted. 

"Lewis, how can we prevail on John to be 
willing to stay to-night until after the meeting? " 

"Oh, he'll be willing enough; no danger of 
him; he hasn't had an opportunity to visit his 
friends at the corner for some time; he will 
catch at the chance." 

"Oh, but we musn't have that kind of stay­
ing; I mean, how can we coax him to stay here 
at the prayer-meeting?" 

Her husband regarded her curiously. "I 
don't believe even you can accomplish suC'.h a 
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result as that;" he said at last; "and I am will­

ing to admit that you do accomplish some very 
~xtraordinary things." 

"Lewis, why do you speak in that way, as 
though I were trying to do anything wonderful? 
Can any work be simpler than to seek to get 
one interested in prayer-meeting, who has no 
natural interest in such things? I want you to 
ask him to stay. You said yesterday that you 

had never invited him to attend; tell him we 
have a nice lunch, and want him to stay with us 

and enjoy the meeting. Perhaps all he is wait· 
ing for is an invitation." 

"Louise, dear, you don't know John; he 
would have no enjoyment from this meeting 
even if he stayed, which he will not do; and 
now, in ruI sincerity, I believe he would be much 

less likely to stay if I were to ask him, than he 
would under almost any other circumstances. 

It is a humiliating fact that he doesn't care to 
do anything to please me." 

Louise turned away with a sigh; her work 
was growing complicated. Meantime the dust­

ing and cleansing went steadily on; and when 
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all was accomplished, the church was certainly 

improved. 
A somewhat weary but gay little company 

gather under one of the renovated lamps just at 
nightfall, and having made their toilets by fold­

ing away large aprons and sweeping-caps, and 
donning hats and shawls again, sat down to eat 

the generous lunch. 
"Queer way of having a picnic," said John; 

" I've always supposed the woods was the place 
for such gatherings. We might as well go 
home, for all I can see; our work is about done." 

Lewis glanced significantly at his wife; her 
face expressed doubt and anxiety; certainly it 
would be better for them all to go home at once 
rather than that John should spend his evening 
at the corners. Just what should she say at 
this juncture? She hesitated but a moment, 
then said quickly: 

"Why, we are going to stay to prayer-meet­
ing; don't you suppose we want to see the effect 
of these improvements on the people? " 

"To prayer-meeting!" echoed John; then, 
beyond a low, suddenly suppressed whistle, he 
said no more. 
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Their departure for the church had been de­
layed, and the work there had taken more time 
than was planned, so that, as the short winter 
day drew rapidly to its close, the lunch had 
finally to be disposed of in haste, in order that 
two or three unfinished matters might be accom­
plished before the hour for prayer-meeting. With 
very little idea as to what she should say, or 
whether it would be wise to say anything, Louise 
followed John to the organ corner, while he 
struggled to make the organist's broken seat less 
objectionable. 

" The idea of allowing a church to run into 
shabbiness in this fashion! " he said, with energy, 
a sneer in his voice; "shows how interested the 

people are in it." 
" Why doesn't the sexton light the lamps on 

the other side?" questioned Louise, unwilling 
to enter into a discussion concerning the incon­
sistencies of the church, and really curious to 
understand the movements of that worthy, the 

sexton. 
"More than I know. They are all filled and 

trimmed, I am sure; perhaps he doesn't know 

that. He probably economizes by using the 
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lamps on one side until they are empty, and 

then takillg the other row." 

"No," said Louise; "I see what it is done 

for; so people will sit close together, and noL 

spread over the entire church. It is a gooll 

idea, too." 

"Yes, said John; "shows how many they 

expect! " 
·What ~trange power John had to throw mean­

ing into a few words. This simple sentence 

startled Louise; she glanced over the large 

church. What a very small corner of it was 

lighted and made habitable. Yet she Jelt her 

own faith was eq lIal to even less than that 

amollnt of room; she struggled for some satisfy­
iI1g explanation . 

.. But Johu, yuu know this room has to he 

large enough fur the entire congregation; and a 
great many of them are in the country allll 

could hardly be expected, I suppose, to atteud 
prayer-meeting. " 

.. I kuuw it," said John; "twice as far dowll 

to the village on Wednesday evening as it is 

Saturday. On Saturday evenings the store::! 

have to be kept open until eleven o'clock, so 
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many country people are in town; but none of 
them are affected in that way on Wednesday." 

"Well," said Louise, trying to speak lightly, 

" our party will count four more than are usually 
here; that is one comfort." 

John regarded her furtively from under low­
tring eyebrows. 

" Have you any kind of a notion that I intend 
to stay to this meeting?" he asked, at last, a 
.::urious mixture of sarcasm and sneer in his 
tones. There was something in John's voice 

that was constantly reminding one of sneers. 
A sudden reaction of feeling swept over 

Lonise, or, rather, the feeling that she had held 
in check, rose to the surface. A yision of John 
at the corner, playing cards, smoking, drinking 
beel' -of the mother at home, sick at heart, 
when she saw him and smelled his breath - of 
the father's anger and Lewis's gravity-appeared 
before her, and her voice faltered, and her eyes 

were full of tears as she answered, from a fnll 
heart: 

"No; I am afraid you are not going to; and 
I am so disappointed about it, that I feel as 

though I could hardly - " 



228 A New Graft on the Family Tree. 

Here the words stopped, and the tears actually 
dropped-one of them on John's hand, tha~ 
was outstretched just at the moment to grasp 
the hammer lying beside her. He withdrew it 
suddenly, a strange expression crossing his face; 
he looked at hil;! hand doubtfll11y, gravely, then 
looked back at Louise. 

" Why in the name of common sense do you 
care whether I stay to prayer-meeting, or where 
I go?" 

"I care," said Louise, brushing away the 
treacherous tears and raising earnest eyes to his 
face, "a great deal more than I can explain to 
y'm. I never had a brother; I have always 
wanted one, and I looked forward to having 
pleasant times together with my brother John. 
But you won't uo anything to please me." 

"How do you know I won't ~ " His voice 
was gruff now, gruffer than it had been during 
the day, and he seized th'J hammer and pounded 
so vigorously that she could neither speak nor 
hear. She turned from him in doubt and anx 
iety still, and immediately joined her husband 
who had come to say that the pounding must 
cease - the people were beginning to come to 
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prayer-meeting. Nevertheless, the pounding did 

not cease until two more nails were in place. 
Then did John, without any effort at quiet, stalk 
down the uncarpeted aisle and seat himself in 
the Morgan pew, Dorothy edging along for the 

purpose, and looking her undisguised astonish­
ment. 

Louise tried to feel triumphant; but as the 

hour dragged its slow length along her heart 
was very heavy. What a strange meeting it 
was-strange, at least, to her who had bcen 
used to better things. In the first place, the 
number, all told, counting the four who filled 

the Morgan pew, amounted to twenty-three. 
Now, when twenty·three people are placed in a 

room designed for the accommodation of three 
hundred, the effect to say the least is not social. 
Then these twenty-three seemed to have made a 
study of seating themselves in as widespread 

a manner as the conditions of light and darkness 
would admit. Dorothy saw this, and lost herself 
in trying to plan where the congregation would 

have been likely to sit had the other lamps been 
lighted. That condition of inability to siug, 
which seems to be the chronic state of mallY 
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prayer-meetings, was in full force here. l\1r 
Butler announced a hymn, read it, and earnet;tlJ 

invited a leader; but none responded. Louise 

felt her cheeks flushing ill sympathy with the 

minister's embarra~sment, and never, more ear­

nestly wished that she could sing. Even Doro­
thy, conscious that she could sing, was so far 

roused by sympathy that she felt the bumpingE 

of hel frightened heart, caused by the coura­
geous question, "What if I should?" Not that 

she had the least idea of doing so; but the bare 
thought made her blood race through her veins 

at lightning speed. At last a quavering voice 
took up the cross, and made a cross for every 
one who tried to join in the unknown and unin­

viting melody. Thi~ prayer-meeting does not 
need a lengthy description. There are alas! too 

many like it. Two long prayers, called for by 
the pastor, between two silences, which waited 

for some one to "occnpy the time." A few 
dreary sentences from Deacon Jones, who is 

always in every meeting, detailing his weary 
story of how things used to be when Mr. Some­

body Else was our pastor. Another attempt at 
a song of praise, which made John's lip p,urJ 
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more emphatically than the first one h:>d; and 
then the pastor arose to make some remarks. 
How interesting he could be at the supper table; 

how bright and pleasant he could be when roast­
ing apples and popping corn I These things the 
:Morgans knew; so did nearly everyone of the 
other nineteen. Why was he so uninteresting, 
in the prayer-meeting? Louise tried to analyze 
it. What he said was true and good; why did 
it fall like empty bubbles on her heart or 
vanish away I His theme was prayer. Did he 
mean the words he was repeating," If ye ask 
anything in my name, ye shall have it?" Did 

he understand what those words meant? If so, 
why didn't he explain them to others? Dorothy 
wondered at this; she had not gotten so far as 

to doubt them - that is, she knew they were 
Bible words; she saw :Mr. Butler open his 
Bible and read them from it; but, of course, it 

didn't mean what it said. "If it did," said 
poor Dorothy to herself, "I would ask - oh, I 
would ask for ever so many things." And then 

her mind went off in a dream of what it would 
ask for, if only those words meant what they 

.aid! And :Mr. Butler talked, generalized, told 
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wonderful and blessed, aye, and 80lemn truths, 
much as a boy might tell over the words of 
his spelling lesson. Did the pastor feel those 
words? Did he realize their meaning? Had he 
been asking? If so, for what? Had he re~ 

ceived it? If he had not received, and still 
believed the words he read, why did not he set 
himself to find the reason for the delay? Poor 
Louise I her mind roved almost as badly as 
Dorothy's, only over more solemn ground. As 
for John, his face told, to a close observer, just 
what he thought; he didn't believe a word. not 
a word, of what had been read. nor of what was 
being said. More than that, he did not believe 
that the mini8ter believed it. Was there any 
good in getting .Tohn to stay to prayer.meeting? 



CHAPTER XV. 

OPPORTUNITIES. 

~CHURCH sociable had been one of the 
~ ~laces against which the senior Morgans 
had set their faces like flints. Not that there 
had been much occasion for peremptory decis­
ions. John, when he arrived at the proper age 
for attending had grown away from the church 
into a lower circle, and Dorothy was frightened 
at the mere thought of going anyWhere alone. 

So, occasional sharp criticisms as to the proceed­
ings - reports of which floated to them from 
time to time - was the extent of their interfer­
ence. But Louise had weighed the matter care­
fully, and was determined upon an attendance 

at the church sociable. Had she taken time to 
233 
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notice it, she might have been amu~ed over the 

various forms of objection that met her plans. 
" I'm afraid they will think the Morgan family 

have turned out en masse," had her husband 

said, when he listened to the scheme. "I'm in 
favor of our going, because I think the people 
will like to meet you, and you will like some of 

them very well; but wouldn't it be better to get 
acquainted with them ourselves before getting 
Dorothy into society? She will be frightened 

and awkward, and will be very far from enjoy· 
ing it. John won't go, of course." 

"Lewis," his wife said, impressively, "I be­
lieve John will go; I am very anxious to have 

him, and I feel impressed with the belief that 

God will put it into his heart." The curious 
look on her hu~band's face, emboldened her to 
ask a question which had been troubling her. 

"Lewis, you sometimes act almost as though 
you didn't believe such matters were subjects of 
prayer at all. Are these things too small for His 
notice, when he himself refers us to the fading 
wild flowers for lessons? " 

Lewis studied his answer carefully, he admitted 

that, of course, we had a right to pray about 
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everything, but then - well, the tr"th w&.s, she 
certainly had a way of attaching importance to 
matters which seemed to him trivial, for instance, 
that tea; he had not understood then, did not 

now, why she s~ould have been so anxious about 
it, and, as for this matter, what particular good 
was it going to do to take John to the church 
sociable? 

"Don't you see," hia wife asked, earnestly, 
"that we must get John into a different eircle, 

if we would draw him away from the one that 
he has fallen into?" 

Yes, he admitted that; in fact, he admitted 
everything that she could possibly d'esire, and 

yet she knew he went away feeling that it was, 
after all, of exeeeding little consequence whether 
John went or stayed. 

Nevertheless her desire for the accomplish­
ment of this matter remained firm. She studied 

many ways for winning John's consent to the 
plan, seeking counsel on her knees, and wonder­

ing much that no way opened to her, until she 
discovered, on the day in question, that there 
was no need for all opening. John, for reasons 

best known to himself, had settled the matter, 
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and himself broached the subject by inquiring 
whether she still believed that the pleasantest 
thin&, she could do was to walk. 

" Walk where?" questioned the mother, and 
the subject was before them. 

" Why, to the social this evening," explained 
Louise, quickly. " I propose a walk; the even­
ings are perfect now, and I'm a first-class walker; 
I feel anxious to show my skill in that line." 

"To the church fiddlestick!" said Father 
Morgan, with more asperity than he generally 
spoke; and Mother Morgan added: 

"I wonder if you and Lewis are going to 
countenance those gatherings?" 

"Why," said innocent Louise," of course we 
must sustain the social gatherings of our church; 
I think them very important aids." 

" Aids to what, I'd like to know? They are 
just dancing parties, and nothing else. I'm not 
a church-member, to be sure, but I know what 
church-members ought to be; and to see them 
standing up for the world in that way, and help­
ing it along, is sickening, to say the least." 
This from Farmer Morgan. 

Then 1\1rs. Morgan, slInior: 
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.. They stay until most morning, ana. a.ress and 
gossip, and giggle, and dance; if that is sustain­
ing the church, the less it is sustained the bet­
ter, according to my notion.'.' 

Then Louise: 

" May not part of the trouble be that those 
who do not approve of such management stand 
·aloof and let Satan manage it his own way, and 
lead the young people whither he will? " 

"Humph!" said Farmer Morgan (and there 
is hardly in our language one syllable more ex­
pressive than that, in the mouths of some peo 
pIe), "the minister goes." 

" I know, but he can not do much alone." 
"In my opinion," said Mrs. Morgan, firmly, 

"he enjoys it all too well to want to do any 
thing." Her firm lips and eyes said as plainly 
as words could have done: "You will do as you 
like, no doubt, but you won't get my Dorothy to 
help sustain any such thing." 

"Well, mother, we are going to-night, to see 
what we can do toward sustaining, or something 
else; I hardly know what we are going for I'm 
Bure; but I know this much, we are going." 

Perhaps of all the group, none were more sur· 
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prised than Louise at this statement from John's 

lips. 
She hesitated, and her heart beat high with 

anxiety and doubt. John meant to go, then; 
but ought he to speak so to his mother? And 
ought she to seem to approve of such speaking? 
Only a second of thought, then she said: 

"Oh, John, we wouldn't go if mother disap­
proved, would we ? Lewis says he always minds 
his mother, and I'm sure I always minded 
mine." 

This sentence, half laughing, yet inwardly 
wholly earnest, was sent forth in much anxiety, 
the speaker remembering the fifth command­
ment, even though she wished most earnestly, 
just then, that It were not made so difficult a 
duty, by the mother in question. 

But a change had suddenly come over that 
• mother. To have the boy John even at a church 

social, disreputable as she believed those places 
to be, was much better than to have him at the 
corner grocery, or in any of his favorite haunts. 
The moment there dawned upon her the idea 
that he really meant to go, her objections 
softened. 



II The large, modern farm -house where the gathering was held was a sllrprise to Louise. "_Page 241. 
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"Oh, 1 don't want to keep any of you from 

going, I'm sure; go if you want to, of cour~e ; 
a church gathering ought to be a nice place, and 
if it isn't what it ought to be, it isn't your fault, 

I suppose; I shall't make any objections." 
Which was a remarkable concession, when 

one considered the woman who made it. Su 
they went to the social; also they walked; 

Lewis and Louise stepping briskly along to­
gether over the moon-lighted earth, and enjoy­
ing every step of the way; as only those can 
who have little opportunity for long, quiet walks 

together, even though they are bound by the 
closest ties. 

The large, modern farm-house where the gath­
ering was held was a surprise to Louise; uncon­
sciously she had guaged all farm-houses by her 
father-in-law's. But here she was introduced to 

one of those fair country homes with which 
New England abounds; bright and tasteful, and 
in its free and easy, home-like way, beautiful 
The large rooms were carefully arranged, au(\ 

little works of art and souvenirs of celebrated 
spots and scenes were freely scattered, and the 
books, displayed lavishly, spoke of cultured 
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tastes and leisure for their indulgence. A large 

company was gathered, and the scene was social 

in the extreme. The new-comers were very 
heartily greeted, it being evident to all but her­

self that Mrs. Lewis~Morgan was looked upon 
as an acquisition to the society, much to be de­

sired. A~ for that lady, she was so engr~ssed 
in making Dorothy feel at home and have a 

good time, and so anxious that John.should not 
slip away in disgust before the evening was 
over, that she forgot her position as a stranger 

and, with an end in view, made acquaintances 
eagerly and searchingly, looking everywhere for 
the helpers that she hoped to find in these young 

people. 

Meantime, she studied the actual scene, trying 
to fit it to the reports which had come to her. 
The company was very merry. They talked a 
goou deal of nonsense, 110 doubt, and it was 
possible that a sort of giggly, goou-llatured gos­

sip came in for its share; and they were, at least 
the younger portion, too much dressed for a 
church social; but, though the evening was ad­

vancing, she had as yet seen no indications of 
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the amusement which Father and Mother Mor­
gan found so objectionable. 

During a moment's leisure Mr. Butler came 

over to her. He had been among the young 
people all the evening, the favorite center of the 

merriest circles. It was evident that these 
young people enjoyed their pastor at a church 
social, whatever opinion they might have of him 
elsewhere. 

" I am so glad you came out to our gathering," 
he said to her, cordially. "It was very kind in 

you to overlook our lack of courtesy in the mat­
ter of calls, and come at once. Our ladies will 
call on you promptly enough, now. Some of 
them had the impression that you might not 
care to make new acquaintances." 

"I wonder why?" said Louise, in surprise. 
"MyoId friends are too far away to be made 
available. Mr. Butler, what a great company of 

young people! Do these all belong to your 
congregation? Where were they on Wednes­

day night?" 
"Well," said Mr. Butler, "the plain and pain­

ful truth is, that wherever they are on Wedncs­
day evenings, at one place they are not, and that 
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is the prayer-meeting. Some of them are 

church-members, but it never seems to be con­

venient for country people to come to town on 
Wednesdays, nor to be out so late as it is neces­

sary in order to attend prayer-meeting." 

" Yet they come to the church socials? " 
"Oh, yes, inueed. That is another matter; 

they have no objection to being social." 
"Then, what a pity it is that we couldn't 

have our prayer-meeting social, isn't it? " 
Mr. Butler laughed, then grew grave. 

" Well, but, Mrs. Morgan, you do not suppose 
it is possible to make prayer-meetings into 

places where those who have no love for Christ 

will like to come?" 
"Perhaps not; though more might be done 

for even that class, I suspect, than is; but some 

of these young people belong to Christ, do they 
not? " 

He shook his head. 

"Very few. I never knew a church with 

such a large class of indifferent young people ill 
it. Oh, some of them are members, to be sure; 

but the large majority of those here to-night, 
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the young ones, have no sympathy with the 
churcb, except in its socials." 

"Then, what a doubly important opportunity 
this church social is," said Louise, with kindling 

eyes. "This is really almost your only cbance 
with the young people, then, save in calls; how 
do you manage the work, or is that too close a 
question to answer? " 

The bright eyes of the young minister dropped 
before her. He felt, in truth, that the question 
was too close though not in the sense that she 
meant 'it. He wished, in his truthful heart, that 

he could just leave her to tbink that his ways of 
working were too intermingled to be explained; 
but, whatever faults he may have had, deception 

was not one of them. He hesitated and flushed, 
then met her gaze squarely, as he said: 

" The simple truth is, Mrs. Morgan, I am do­
ing just nothing with these young people, and I 

don't know what to do." 
" I know," she said, quickly, " the work is im­

mense, and little, patient efforts sometimes seem 

like' just nothing.' But, after all, how can you 
tell? The earnest words dropped here and 

there, even in such soil as this, may spring up 
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and bear fruit; so long as you meet your people 
in this way, once a week, and can gather them 
about you as you do, I shouldn't allow myself to 
get discouraged." 

Evidently she did not understand him. He 
was leaving her to suppose that he was moving 
quietly around among them, dropping seed, 
when, in reality, he had been chatting with them 
gayly about the skating and the sleighing, and 
the coming festival and the recent party, and 
had dropped no earnest, honest seed of any sort. 
His honest heart shrank from bearing unmerited 

approval. 
"I am literal in my statement," he said, 

earnestly, "though you are kind enough to 
translate it figuratively. I do not feel that I am 
saying anything to help these young people, save 
a8 I am helping them to have a gay and pleasant 
evening. I don't know how that is going to tell 
for the future, and I don't know what I can do 
to tell toward that. I can not get one into a 
corner and preach a sermon to him at such a 
time as this; now, can I ? " 

" I shouldn't think it would be a good place 
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in which to read sermons," said Louise, with 
smiling eyes and grave mouth. "But, then, we 
who never preach at all, will not allow you to 
profess that the sermon is the only way of seed. 
sowing." 

"I did not mean literal preaching, of course," 
he said, a trifle annoyed; "but what I mean is, 
there is no opportunity here for personal effort 
of any sort. I am always afraid to attempt any· 
thing of the kind, lest I may prejudice people 
against the whole subject. Don't you think 

~here is danger of that?" 
" Well, I don't know," Louise said, thought­

fully. " If I were to talk with one of my friends 
who is not acquainted with you, and tell her 
how kind you were, and how interested in all 
young people, and how pleasant and helpful you 
were, it doesn't seem to me that I should preju­
dice that friend against you. Why should I feel 
afraid of prejudicing them against my Saviour?" 

He looked at her, doubtfully. 
"Don't you think that young people look 

upon this question with different eyes from that 
which they give to any other? Aren't they 
more afraid of hearing it talked about? " 
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"Aren't they more unaccustomed to hearing 

it talked about?" was Louise's earnest answer. 
" Have we, as Christians, tried the experiment, 
fully, of talking freely, brightly, socially about 
this matter, about our joys and hopes and pros­
peets? What do you suppose the effect would 
be? Suppose, for instance, Mr. Butler, you and 
I were in the midst of that circle across from us 
where there is just now a lull in the conversa­

tion, and you should say to me: 'Mrs. Morgan, 
what have you found, to-day, that affects our 
plans?' and I should answer: 'Why, I found 
that our Father loves us even better than I had 
supposed. I found, to-day, that he says he blots 
out our transgressions for his own sake I ' I did 
find that, to-day, Mr. Butler, and it is as news 
to me. He really loves us so much that, 
for his own sake, he forgives us. What if I 
should say that to you, in the presence of 
these others?" 

"They would consider us a couple of fho­
natics," said Mr. Butler, quickly. 

"Well," said Louise, with bright eye .. Illid 
smiling mouth, "that, certainly, wouldn't h.m 
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us. But why should we be called fanatics? I 
heard you telling what Prof. Proctor says he has 
recently decided in regard to a scientific matter, 
and the young men about you listened and 

questioned, and didn't act as though you were a 
fallatic at all." 



CHAPTER XVI. 

THE REASON OF THINGS. 

·~HN came over to her, speaking ab­

j>~ ~UPtlY - ignoring the presence of the 
pastor, other than by a nod: 

"They want to know whether you dance." 
The minister flushed over the question, as 

though it had been personal; but Louise 
laughed. 

"Can't you tell them, John?" 
" How should I know?" given in his gruffest 

tones. 
"Now, John! didn't you tell me only a few 

days ago, what you expected of me in that 
regard? Do you think I want to disappoint 
your expectations?" 

260 
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"Well, thell, what is the reason that you 
don't? " 

"Mr. Butler, think of my being called upon 
to answer such an immense question as that, at 
a church sociable! John, you will have to be 
my champion, and explain, if you are hard 
pressed, that the reasons are too numerous to be 
given now and here. Meantime, you may vouch 
for me that I have excellent ones." 

John turned away, a grim smile on his face. 
Louise, looking after him, feeling much less 
bright and undisturbed than she appeared, saw 
that he was not displeased with her answers, but 
wondered, uneasily, what he might be enduring, 

in the way of banter, for her sake. She had 
grown to have that degree of confidence in him; 
she believed that he would endure something for 
her sake. She need not have been disturbed; 

there had been no bantering; Mrs. Lewis Mor­
gan was at present held in too great respect for 
that. Still, John had been surprised into some 
abrupt admissions, which he had felt obliged 
to have, corroborated by her. 

"Does your sister dance?" had been asked 

him, abruptly, by one of the pretty visions iD 
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curls, whom his eyes had been following half the 

evening. He had given a confused little start. 

and glanced instinctively at the corner where 

Dorothy sat, being kindly talked to by a nice 

old lady. 
" Dorothy?" he exclaimed. a surprise note ih 

his voice. How absurd it seemed to suppose 

such a thing! "No; ~he never dances." 

" Oh, I don't mean Dorothy," and the pretty 

vision echoed his surprise in her voice; "I mean 

your brother's wife." 

Then did John turn and look at her, as she 
stood a little at one side, conversing, animatedly, 

with the minister. How pretty she was; how 
unlike anyone that he knew. What a strange 

sound it had to him, that sentence, "your 
sister," when he applied it to this fair young 
woman! She was his acknowledged sister, then, 

in the eyes of all his people. He had not 
realized it before; to be sure she had called 
him her brother, and it had pleased him: but, at 
tpe same time, the idea that other people so 
spoke, had not before . occurred to him. It 
certainly was by no means an unpleasant idea. 

He was in danger of wandering off over the 
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strangeness of this relation and its possible 
pleasantnesses, unmindful of the small ques· 

tioner, who waited. 
"Well," she said, inquiringly, l'. little laugh 

closing the word, "are you trying to decide the 
momentous question?" 

"No," he paid, with emphasis, "she doesn't 

dance." 
.. Never?" 
.. Of course not." 

"Dear me! Why,' of course?' You speak 
as if it were the unpardonable sin!" The very 
words that John had used in speaking of this 
very subject, yet he disliked this speaker for 

these words which slipped so smoothly from her 
pretty lips. All unconscious of this, however, 
she continued: "I shall be greatly surprised if 
you are not mistaken. She is from the city, and 
in cities all the young people dance; the old 
fogy, country ideas on that subject are thought 
to be absurd. I believe she would like a little 
refreshment from this dullness, and really I think 

she looks too sensible to have any such silly 
notions as some of our deacons indulge. J 



254 A New Graft on the Family Tree. 

don't suppose you ever asked her point blank. 
did you?" 

John did not choose to tell how nearly he had 

done just this, did not choose to be catechised 
longer, so he turned from her with this parting 

sentence: 
"If you are anxious about the matter, it is 

easy enough to ask her; she can speak for 
herself." And his mental addition was, with a 

curling lip: 
" She, is one of their Ohristians!" 
Though why John Morgan should have ariy 

right to pass judgment upon her for disgracing a 
profession, in which he did not believe, is more 
than I can understand. This much, however, 
I know: they nearly all do it. 

No sooner was he left to himself than it 
occurred to him that he had been very emphatic; 
after all, what ground had he for his positive 
statements? He recalled the brief conversation 
which he had held with Louise on the snbject; 
what had she said? Not much, besides asking 
him a question or two. He did not believe that 
she ever joined in that amusement; he felt 
positive about it; at the same time he could not 
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bave told why he felt so. Suppose he should 

be mistaken? Suppose they should get up a 
dance here and now, and she should join them? 

He grew hot over the thought. "She needn't 

try to cajole me into her prayer-meetings or 
organ men dings after that," he told himself in 

indignation. But then, John Morgan, why not? 
You believe in dancing; you know you have 
sneered at your mother for her views on this 
subject. 

Never mind, whatever he believed, he as­
~uredly did not believe in having this new sister 
of his, take such a position before this public. 

A desire to have the proof of her own words, 
added to his feelings, sent him across the room 
to interrupt that conversation between her and 

the minister. And, though she certainly did 
not say much, he had turned from her satisfied 
that, .. city lady though she was, that pert little 
yellow-curled girl would find herself mistaken." 

Meantime, Mr. Butler regarded the lady with 

I- curious blending of amusement and anxiety 
on his face . 

.. Your brother has evidently assumed your 

.lefence," he said, lightly; and then. as if with 
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a sudden resolution to be earnest, he added; "I 

could find it in my heart to repeat and press 
the question that has just been asked you, if I 
;hought you were willing to enter into the 
discussion with me. Not," he added, with a 
slightly flushing face, as she· turned surprised 
eyes on him, "uot as to why you do not dance, 
for, of course, your position and mine are answer 
enough to this question, but as to what reasons 
you give to others for taking such views of the 

-luestion. I confess to you, frankly, that it 
puzzles me beyond almost any other that I meet. 
How to explain to those bright young girls and 
pleasant-faced boys, who gather in this congrega­
tional capacity every two weeks, and who are 
well acquainted with each other, that there is 
any harm in having a promenade together, for 
really that is all that the sort of dancing in 
which they indulge amounts to. Positively 
when they say to me, ' What is the harm?' I am 
nonplussed. I feel the inconsistency, but am at 
an utter loss how to explain it. Now, may I ask 
you what you do with such questions, when 
they are asked you?" 

"Well," said Louise, thou~htfully, "it de-
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pends upon the standpoint from which I am to 
talk; by which I mean there are various pre­

sentations of the subject; you do not expect to 
influence one who has no love for Christ with 

the same motives that you do an earnest Chris­
tian, you know." 

"Certainly not; but it is from a Christian 
::ltandpoint that I want you to speak now; I have 

some young Christians here, who say to me, 

'Now Mr. Butler, what harm can there be in our 
dancing together occasionally, we boys and girls, 

who know each other so well ? We don't go to 
halls or large parties, but when we meet in this 

way, please tell us the harm?' And while it may 

be a very humiliating confession, I have never 
been able to answer them satisfactorily to myself. 
Suppose that a young girl, who professed to 
belong to Christ, should ask you the question, 

what would you say? " 
., I should say,' Whether, therefore, ye eat 

01 drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the 

glory of God.' And then I should ask her to 

~ell me how dancing could be made Bubservien 

to his glory." 
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"But Mrs. Morgan, isn't that very high 

ground ?" 
"Certainly it is; is it higher .than a follower 

of Christ ought to take?" 
" Well - but the difficulty with such reason­

ing is, that it condemns so many things which 
we consider innocent; for instance, that corn 
which Miss Dorothy and I popped, the other 
evening, would it be possible to fit that to God's 

glory? " 
" I find it by no means difficult," Louise said, 

giving him a bright smile; "J am not sure but 
that, while the corn popped, avenues were 
opened in the family, which will lead to hearts, 
and make a road for you to lead them to your 
Master. I assure you that I believe even such 
trivialities as kernels of corn may tend to his 
glory. But then, if we became, as a family, in­
fatuated with corn-popping, so that we spent 
our evenings away into the midnight, if not 
away beyond it, in popping corn, and unfitted 
ourselve8 for the next day's duties, and if some 
people, or occasionally one person, had been led 
by the popping of corn into temptation and dan­
ger and death, I should feel that you ought to 
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use your influence against our amusement in 
that direction; and this world is in such a cranky 

state of mill(~, that in order to use your influ­
ence against my excesses, you would have to re­

frain from ever popping one single kernel; now, 
wouldn't you?" 

.. I might say," he answered, laughing, "that 
if you were so extremely foolish as to be led 
astray by such an innocent amusement as that, 
o.t was your own fault, and I was not responsible." 

.. And I should ask, 'Shall the weak sister 

perish for whom Christ died?'" 
.. But Mrs. Morgan, seriously, many of our 

young people, or at least some of them, have so 
slight a knowledge of the world that they really 

can not realize the possibility of persons being 
led astray by such causes; and where they have 
not wise mothers and tender fathers to influence 

them, in whose superior wisdom they can trust, 

how can I reach such? " 
" There is one line of argument that ought to 

reach all such, I think; take, for instance, my 

brother John; isn't it evident, Mr. Butler, that 
he doesu't consider dancing consistent with a 

Christian profession? " 
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" Oh, of course," said Mr. Butler, promptly; 

" hardly an unconverted man or woman in the 

world who does. We are sure to find sneerers 

among that class, but I had always supposed 

that was rather because they had caught the im· 

pression from some advanced Christians, and, 

being always ready to sneer, were glad to have 

this to sneer about." 

"Now, we might go off on a side issue, and 

try to discover where these advanced Christians 

got their views; but suppose we do not; sup­

potie we grant that such is the case, what then? 

Have I, as a Christian, any right to indulge ill 

that which is not in itself a duty, and which 

may cause me to be a stumbling. block in the way 

of another? Why, the argument is very old; 

, By meat detitr~y not the work of God.' If I 
may not do it for meat, can I possibly see a 

right to do it for amusement? " 

.. Well," said Mr, Butler, after a long pause, 

"I see the line of argnment; it is capable of 
covering very broad ground. What do you say 

to an ullconverted person on this subject?" 

"Various thingti," said Louitie, timiling; 

" among others I try to persnade them to love 
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the Lord Jesus, and then when he makes it plain 
to them that there are greater pleasures in store 
than these things can give, they will be enabled 
even to give up dancing for his sake I If the 
<?hristian world were a unit on this question, do 

you really think it would give us much trouble 
Mr. Butler? " 

"No," said Mr. Butler, gravely j "the trouble 
grows out of a divided host. Yet there are 
ltrgumenti against dancing, on the side of mor­
als and propriety, but it is exceedingly difficult 
to make pure-hearted young girls understand 
this." 

" I know, and herein lies so much of the mis­
chief j because, Mr. Butler, young men like my 
brothel' John know only too well the argument~ 
which might be advanced in that direction. 
Now, tell me, please, who is that young man 
who seems to stand aloof? I have noticed him . 
several times this evening j he appears like a 
stranger j he is standing now, near the sitting 
room door, quite alone." 

"I don't know who he is," said Mr. Butler j 

" I have noticed him at the socials once or twice 
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before, but I don't know his name, and can't im· 
agine where he belongs." 

.. Won't you please find out for me, if you 

can, and introduce us? " 
Thus commissioned, the minister turned away 

with heightened color. Not a word had Mrs. 

Morgan said as to the strangeness of having a 
young man appear in his church socials two or 

three times without discovering who he was, but, 
nevertheless, an uncomfortable sense of having 

appeared indifferent to his flock haunted the 
minister, as he looked about for ways and 
means of making the acquaintance of the 
stranger. 

"That?" said Deacon Shiriey's son, to whom 
he appealed. "Oh, that is you.ng Martyn; he 

is a farm hand in summer, and a - well, any­

thing he can find to be in winter. He is doing 
odd jobs for ]\fr. Capron now, on the farm, 
working for his board, I believe, and attending 

the school in the village. I don't know him. 

Queer chap, I guess; keeps himself to himself." 
.. Hasn't he been to our socials before? " 

.. Oh, yes; twice, I think. Jennie Capron has 

to depend on him for an escort; and so he 
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comes, iu the line of his work, just as he does 

everything else; he doesn't seem to enjoy them 
much." 

"Suppose you introduce me?" said the 
minister; and young Shirley, much amazed, 
complied. 

Meantime, while they were making their way 

to his side, little Minnie Capron, who had been 
standing near them, sped away to the young 
man, who was a friend of hers, and whispered: 

" Callie I oh, Callie! Mr. Butler has been 
asking Ben Shirley all about you, and he wants 
to be introduced to you, and they are coming 

now." 
" All right, little one," said the young man, 

cheerily; "only don't tell them we know it," 
and he received the promised introduction with 

a broad smile on his face. 
Nobody knew better than Mr. Butler how to 

be, genial, when he chose, or, more properly 
speaking, when he thought of it; so young Carey 

Martyn, who had felt somewhat sore over the 
thought that even the minister had overlooked 
him, thawed under the bright and cordial greet­

ing, and was presently willing to cross thll' 
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room to Louise and receive another introduction. 

" Mrs.- :\Iorgan wants to meet you," said the 

minister, as they went toward her. "She spe­

cially desired an illtroduction," 
And the young fellow's heart warmed at the 

idea - he was not to be quite left out in the 

cold, then, if he did drive Mr. Capron's horses, 

and work for his board. That is the way in 

which he had interpreted the thoughtlessness of 
the young people. He was proud, this young 
man - a good many young men are, intensely 

and sensitively proud, about a hundred little 
things of which no one save themselves is think­

ing: and thus they make hard places in their 
lives which might just as well be smooth. 

Mr. Butler, having performed his duty, im­
mediately left the two to make each other's 
acquaintance, and went himself to hunt out a 

new face that he had seen in the crowd. He 
was beginning to feel that there were ways. of 
making church socials helpful. 

A little touch of pride, mingled with a frank 
desire not to sail into society under false colors 
made young Martyn say, in answer to Louise'. 
kindly cross-qnestioning: 
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" Oh, no, I don't live here; my home is a hun. 
dred miles away; I am, really, only a servant." 

"To be a servant, under some masters, is a 
very high position," Louise 'answered, quickly. 
" May I hope that you are a servant of the great 
King ?" 

Then you should have seen Carey Martyn's 
gray eyes flash. 

"I believe I am," he said, proudly. "I wear 
his uniform, and I try to serve him." 

"Then we are brother and sister," said Louise. 
"Let us shake hands in honor of the relation­
ship," and she held out her fair hand and grasped 
the roughened one, and the young man's heart 
warmed, and his face brightened as it hardly had 
since he left his mother. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

FIRST FRUITS. 

EWIS, " said his wife, as she came to him 
in the hall, robed for walking, "I have a 

little plan; I want you to walk home with 

Dorothy to-night, and let me go with John, I 
would like to have a talk with him; but moro 

than that, I want you to have a talk with Dor· 

othy, and you never get opportunity to see her 
alone." 

"Oh, Louise!" said her husband, undisguised 
dismay in voice and manner; yet he tried to dis­

guise it - he did not want her to know how 
entirely he shrank from such a plan. 

"I don't think, dear, that it will be wise; 

Dorothy is at all times afraid of me, and a long 
268 
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walk alone with me would be a terrible under­
taking in her eyes; and, besides, Louise dear, I 
am not like you; I can not talk familiarly with 

people on these topics as you can." 
"Don't talk any more than you think wise; 

get acquainted with Dorrie, and drop one little 
seed that may spring up and bear fruit. I want 

you to try it, Lewis." 
There was something in her face and voice 

when she said such things that had often moved 

Lewis, before, to go contrary to his own ~shes. 
It worked the same spell over him now; without 
another word of objection he turned away­

though the walk home in the starlight had been 
'a delightful prospect - and went to do what 
was a real cross to him. What had he and Dor­

othy in common? What could they say to each 
other? 

" What is all this?" John questioned, 
sharply, as Lewis strode out of the gate witl: 
the frightened Dorothy tucked under his arm. 
He suspected a trap, and he had all a young 
man's horror of being caught with cunningly­
devised plans. He was quick-witted; if this 

were one of Louise's schemes to lecture him 
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under pr,etense of enjoying a walk, she would 

find him very hard to reach. 
Fortunately for her, Louise was also quick­

witted. He was not one to be caught with 

guile; at least, not guile of this sort. She 

answered his question promptly and frankly. 

"It is a plan of mine, John: I wanted to talk 
with you, and it seemed to me this would be a 

good opportunity. You do not mind walking 

with me, do you? " 

Thus squarely met, what was John to say? 

He said nothing, but he reasoned in his heart 
that this was a straight-forward way of doing 

things, anyhow; no "sneaking" about it. 

" Well," he said, as, after offering his arm 
they walked over the frozen earth for a little in 

silence, "what have you got to say to me? 
Why don't you begin your lecture?" 

"Oh, John! it isn't in the least like a lecture; 
it is a simple thing, very easily said; I wish you 
were a Christian man; that comprises the whole 
story." 

What a simple story it was I What was there 
in it that made John's heart beat quicker? 

" What do you care?" he asked her. 
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"Why, isn't that a singular question? If I 
love my King, don't I want all the world to be 
loyal to him? Besides, if I love my friends, 
don't I desire for them that which will alone 
give them happiness?" 

" What do you mean by , being a Christian' ?" 
"I mean . following Christ," 

"What does that mean? I don't understand 
those cant phrases, and I don't believe anybody 
else does," 

"Never mind' anybody else;' what is there 
in that phrase which you don't understand?" 

"I don't understand anything about it, and 
never saw anything in anyone's religion to make 

me want to; I believe less in religion than I do 
in anything else in life. It is a great humbug. 
Half your Christians are making believe to their 
neighbors, and the other half are making believe, 

not only to their neighbors, but to themselves. 
Now you have my opinion in plain English." 

And John drew himself up, proudly, after the 
manner of a young man who thinks he has ad­

vanced some unanswerable arguments. 
"Never mind 'other people's religion' just 

now, John; I don't want you to be like a single 
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person whom you ever saw. I am not anxious 
just now to know whether you believe in relig­
ion or not. Do you believe there is such a per­
son as Jesus Christ?" 

Then there was utter silence. John, who had 
a hundred ways of twisting this subject, and 
was ready with his lancet to probe the outer cov­
ering of all professions, and who believed that 
he could meet all arguments with sneers, was 
silenced by a name. He did not believe in relig­
ion, nor in churches, nor in ministers, nor in the 
Bible; at least he had sharply told himself that 
he didn't. But was he prepared to say plainly, 

here in the stillness of the winter night, under 
the gaze of the solemn stars, that he did not be­
lieve there was such a person as Jesus Christ? 

Foolish disciple of that foolish Ingersoll 
though he thought he was, something, he did not 
know what, some unseen, unrealized power, kept 
him from speaking those blasphemous and false 
words; yes, for he knew in his heart that to 
deny his belief in the existence of such a person 
would be as false as it was foolish. 

He would have been glad to have had Louise 
advance her arguments, press the Bubject, be as 
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personal as she pleased - anything, rather than 
this solemn silence; it made him strangely 
uneasy. 

But Louise only waited; then, presently, re­
peated her question. 

" Why, of course, I suppose so," was at last 
John's unwilling admission. 

" Are you very familiar with his history?" 
Another trying question. Why couldn't she 

argue, if she wanted to, like a sensible person. 
He was willing to meet her half-way; but these 
short. simple, straightforward questions were 
very trying. 

"Not remarkably, I guess," he answered at 
last, with a half laugh. 

What an admission for a man to have to make 
who was expected to prove why he didn't believe 
in anything! 

But Louise, apparently had no intention of 
making him prove anything. 

"Well," she said, simply, "then we have 
reached our starting-point. I wished that you 
were a follower of Christ; in order to follow 
him, of course you will have to know him 

intimately." 
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" Who follows him ? " 
The question was asked almost fiercely. Oh, 

if Louise could only have reminded him of his 
mother I Could have brought her forth as an 
unanswerable argument against this foolish at,. 
tempt at skepticism I She knew mothers who 
could have been so brought forward, but, alas 
for him I John Morgan's mother was not one of 
them. The minister? She thought of him 
quickly, and as quickly laid his name aside. He 
was a "good fellow," a genial man; John 
already half fancied. him; but it would not do 
to bring him forward as a model of one who was 
following Christ. Alas, again, for John, that 
his pastor could not have been a satisfactory 
patteru I She thought of her husband, and with 
a throb of wifely pain, realized that she must 
not produce his name. Not, indeed, because he 
was not a follower, tut because this unreason­
able boy could so readily detect flaws, and was 
fiercely claiming a perfect pattern. She must 
answer something. 

"Oh, John!" she said, and her voice was full 
of feeling, "very many are, in weakness and 
with stumblings, but what has that to do with 
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the subject? Suppose there is not a single hon­

est follower on earth, does that destroy you and 

Christ? To point out my follies to Jesus Christ 

will not excuse you, for he does not ask you 

to follow me. John don't let us argue these 

questions that are as plain as sunlight. You be­

lieve in Jesus Christ; will you study him, and 

take him for your model?" 

"Not until I see somebody accomplish some­

thiug in the world who pretends to have done 
so." 

He said it with his accustomed sneer; he 

knew it was weak, was foolish; was in a sense 

unanswerable because of its utter puerility; yet, 

all the same, he repeated it in varied forms dur­

ing that walk, harping continually on the old 

key: the inconsistencies of others. In part he 

believed his own statements; in fact, he was at 

work at what he had accused Christians of do­

ing: "making believe," to himself, that the 

fault lay all outside of himself. 

Louise said very little more; she had not the 

least desire to argue. She believed that John, 

like many other young men in his position, knew 

altogether too little about the matter to be capa-
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ble of honest argument. She believed he was, 

like many another, very far from bei~g sincerely 

anxious to reach the truth, else he would not 

have had to make that humiliating admission 

that he was unacquainted with the character of 

Jesus Christ. 
He talked a good deal, during the rest of the 

way; waxed fierce over the real, or fancied, sins 

of his neighbors; instanced numerous examples, 

and seemed surprised and provoked that she 

made not the slightest attempt to controvert his 

statements . 
.. Upon my word!" he said at last, "you are 

eatiily vanquished. You have never lived in 

such an interesting community of Christians as 

this, I fancy. So YOIl haven't a word to say for 

them? " 

"I didn't know we were talking about them," 

she answered, quietly; "I thought we were 

talking about Jesus Christ. I am not acquainted 

with them, and, in one sense, they are really of 
no consequence; but I do know Jesus, and can 

~ay a word for him, if you will present anything 

against him. Sti:l, as you seem very anxious to 

talk of these others, I want to ask one question: 
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.. Do you believe these traits of character 

which you have mentioned, were developed by 

religion? " 

.. Of course not; at least I should hope not; 

it is the absurdity of their professions, in view of 

such lives, to which I was trying to call your 

attention." 

.. Well, suppose we grant that their professions 

are absurd, what have you and I gained? what 

has that to do with the personal question which 
rests between us and Christ? " 

.. Oh, well," he said, sneering, ., that is beg­

ging the question. Of course if the life is such 

an important one, the fruit ought to be worth 

noticing. Anyhow, I don't intend to swell the 

army of pretenders until they can make a better 

showing than they do now:' 

It was precisely in this way that he swung 
around the ·subject, always glancing away from 

a personal issue. You have doubtless heard 

them, these arguers, going over the same ground, 

again and again, exactly as though it had never 

been touched before. Louise was sore-hearted; 

she began to question, miserably, as to whether 

she had made a mistake. 'Vas not this talk 
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worse than profitless? Was he not even being 

strengthened in his own follies? She had so 

wanted to help him, and he really seemed farther 

away from her reach than when they had started 

on this walk. She was glad when they neared 

their own gate. John had relapsed into silence, 

whether sullen or otherwise she had no means of 

knowing. They had walked rapidly, at last, 

and gained upon DorothY' and Lewis, who were 

coming now, up the walk. 

"Good-night," said Louise, gently. 

"Good-night," he answered. Then, hesitat­

ingly: "I'm rather sorry, on your account, that 

I am such a good-for-nothing. Perhaps, if I had 

had a specimen of your sort about me' earlier, it 

might have made a difference; but I'm soured 

now, beyond even your reach. I'd advise you 

to let me go to decay as fast as possible." And 

he pushed past her into the hall, up the stairs, 

leaving her standing in the door-way, waiting 
for het husband. 

Meantime, in silence and embarrassment, 

Lewis and Dorothy had trudged along. At 

least he was embarrassed; he had no means of 

knowing what she was feeling, save that the 
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hand which rested on his arm trembleu. This 
very fact disturbed him; why had she need to 
be afraid of him? Was he a monster, t.hat she 

should shrink and tremble whenever he spoke to 
her? Still, conscience told him plainly that he 
IJad never exerted himself greatly to make her 
feel at ease with him. Then he fell to thinking 

over her emotionless wearine~s of a life. What 

was there for her anywhere, in the future more 
than in the present? She would, probably, 

stagnate early, if the process were not already 
completed, and settle down into hopeless list­

lessness. Much he knew about life! especially 
the life of a girl not yet nearly out of her teens. 

Still his view of it gave him a feeling of un­

utterable pity for the sister of whom he had 
.hitherto thought but little cUllnectedly, except 

to admit a general disappointment in her. Now 
he bega.u to say to himself: "What if she should 

awaken to a new life in Christ ~ What a. restful, 

hopeful life it might give her! She will never 
be able to do much for him, but what wonderful 

things he could do for her!" This was a new 

standpoint from which to look at it. Heretofore 

he had" thought of her as one who would be 
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nothing but a passive traveller to heaven, even 
if she were converted, and therefore not of 
much consequence I Was that it? Oh, no; he 

shrank from that way of putting it. He had 
really not been so indifferent as he had been 

hopeless. If he had put the thought into words~ 
he would have had to admit that there had not 
seemed to him enough of Dorothy for Christ to 
save! Something very like that, at least. Still 
he had honestly meant to try to say a word to 
her. Not so much for her sake, nor even for the 
Master's sake, but because of his wife's e'ager 
face and earnest voice. He had determined to 
talk pleasantly to her, to tell her some bright 
and interesting thing connected with his long 
absences from home, and then, when he got her 
self-forgetful and interested, drop just a word 
for Christ in a very faint and faithless sort of 
hope that it mi~ht, p088ibly some time, bear 
fruit. 

He did nothing of the sort. Some feeling, 
new and masterful, took possession of him, 
made him have a desire for fruit; made him 
anxious, for the sake of this desolate outlook in 
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ber life, to brighten it with Christ. So the first 

words he spoke. and they were spoken very soon 
after the walk commenced, were: 

.. Do you know, Dorothy, I can't help wishing 

with all my heart that you belonged to Christ?" 

Then the hand on his arm trembled violently, 

and, while he was thinking how he should quiet 

her tremor, and chiding himself for having been 

so abrupt, Dorothy made answer with a burst of 

tears: 
.. Oh, Lewis, I never wished anything so much 

in my life ! Will you show me how?" 
.. Did you know how Dorothy felt? " Lewis 

said, beginning the. moment the door of their 
room closed on himself and wife. There was a 

new look on his face, an eager, almost an ex­
alted look, and a ring to his voice that made 

Louise turn and regard him half curiously as 

she said: 
" Nothing beyond the fact that she has seemed 

to me very impressible for a day or two, and that 

I have had strong faith in praying for her. 

Why?" 
" Why, Louise, she melted right down at the 

first word. She is very deeply impressed, and 
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w;)nderfully in earnest, and I half believe uhe is 

a Christian at this moment. I found her in be· 

wilderment as to just what conversion meant, 

.Jut qhe grasped at my explanation like one who 

saw with the eyes of her soul. I was ISO sur· 

prise<t and humiliated and grateful! " 
All these phases of emotiou showed in his 

pray Ir. Louise, who had believed him much in 

earn ',st for years, had never heard him pray as 

he tid that evening for his sister Dorothy. As 

shr listened, and joined in the petitions, her 

fai ',h, too, grew strong to grasp the thought that 
tb~re was a new name written in heaven that 

n:ght and rejoiced over among the angels. And 

ret her heart was sad. In vain she chid it for 
"Ingratefulness, and dimly suspected selfish 

notives at the bottom. But it did seem so 
Itrange to her that John, for whom she had felt 

mch a constantly increasing anxiety, for whom 

!he had prayed as she could not pray even for 
Dorothy, held aloof, and was even farther away 
to-night than she had felt him to be before­

and Dorothy, at a word from the brother who 
had hardly given her two connected thoughts in 
years, had come joyfully into the kingdom! 
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Was Louise jealous? She would have beell 

shocked at the thought; and yet, in what 

strange and subtle ways the tempter can lead us, 
unawares, even when we believe ourselves to hI' 

almost in a line with Christ. 



CHAPTER XVIll. 

BmDS OF PROMISE. 

~E moment, Mr. Butler," said Louise, 
~ l~etaining the minister, as, having giv­

mg her cordial greeting in the church-aisle 
and bowed to Dorothy, and shaken hands with 
Father Morgan, he was turning away; .. we 

have something to tell you; something that will 
make you glad; our sister Dorrie has decided 
for Christ." 

Simple words enough; I suppose even Doro 
thy, though her cheeks glowed, and her eyes 

were bright with joy, did not recognize the tre­

mendous import of their meaning; and Louise 
was surprised at their effect on Mr. Butler. He 

was a young minister, you will remember, and 
284 
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while he had not been doing all that he could, 

he had scarcely tealized that he could do more 
- at least, not until very lately. This was 

really his first experience in g'reeting a new-born 

soul among his flock. It came to him with all 
the joy of a glad, an almost overwhelming, SUI' 

prise. True, he had prayed that he might han 

"souls for his hire." Yet he had prayed, as 
many another does, without realizing that pos­
sibly his prayer would be answered, and actually 
souls would come into the kingdom, whom he 
could welcome to his Father's table! 

There was an instant flush over his handsome 
face, an eager flash in his eyes, and he turned to 
Dorothy again, and held out his hand. 

"Welcome," he said. 
Not a word more, but the quiver in his voice 

wId that words were beyond him just then, and 
Dorothy turned from him with the belief that it 

certainly meant a great deal to the minister to 
have a person .. decide for Christ." She was 

very much surprised, and not a little. confused. 
It had not. occurred to her that others, outside 

of Lewis and Lou!se, would ever know about 

her new hopes and intentions. I am not sure 
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that it had before occurred to her that anyone 

would care! She had seen very little .demon­

stration of this sort in her life. So it was 

another surprise to her when Deacon Belknap 
shook her hand heartily, as he said: 

" So you have experienced religion, have you? 

Well, now, that's good I that's good I " 

And his face shone, and he shook the hand 

until it ached. 

Poor Dorothy did not really know whether to 

laugh or cry. She had always been a good deal 

afraid of Deacon Belknap; he was a solemn­

faced, slow-toned man, and she had not known 

that his face could shine, or that he believed 

anything anywhere was good. Moreover, she 
was not sure that she had" experienced relig­

ion;" indeed, she was by no means sure what 

those words meant. It was true that she had 

decided for Christ, or - no, u'a8 that it? It 
almost seemed to Dorothy that, instead, it should 
be said that Christ had decided for her I How 

wonderfully he had called her! How almo8t she 
had heard his voice! How tenderly he had 

waited! How he loved her! And how sure 

was she that she loved him I But to "experi .. 
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ence religion" was some wise and solemn thil,g 
that it did not seem to her she understood. But 

Deacon Belknap had something further to say: 

"You are very happy now, I suppose? Yes. 
Well, young converts always are. But I want 
to warn you: you mustn't expect to have that. 

feeling last. It is like' the morning cloud and 
the early dew.' You must expect trials and 
crosses and disappointments and unhappiness. 

It is a hard world. Some people expect to be 

• carried to the skies on flowery beds of ease.' 
But I tell you it is a 'straight and thorny road 
and mortal spirits tire and faint.''' 

And Deacon Belknap either forgot, or had 

never learned, the very next line in that grand 
010. hymn; but with an assurance that the sooner 

she realized that this world was full of troubles 
and conflicts the easier it would be for her, went 

away to his waiting class. 
Then Dorothy's brow clouded; she was 

troubled. She felt so innocently glad and 
happy, so sure of a Friend, so certain that he 
loved her and that she loved him. Was it pos­

"ible that she must lose this feeling, .and be 

'onely and dreary and unsatisfied, as she had 
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been ever since she could remember ? Was that 
what was the trouble with Christians that the 
feeling didn't last? Almost Dorothy felt as 
though, some way, she had been deceived! Her 
face was not nearly so bright as before, when 
Carey Martyn came toward her. He had been 
introduced at the church sociable, and had not 
seen her since, but he grasped her hand as 
eagerly as Deacon Belknap had. 

"I hear good news of you," he said, simply, 
with a glad look on his face. Something in his 

tones made Dorothy understand what he meant. 
"18 it good news?" she asked him, doub~ 

fully. 

"Is it? The very best in the world. You 
don't doubt it, I hope. Are you going to stay 
to Sunday-school? Come over and join our 
class; we are getting up a new class, and we are 
going to ask Mr. Butler to take it. I never 
thought I should care to have him, but it seeme 
to me now just as though he would be a good 
teacher. Do you believe he will take a class?" 

Then Dorothy, remembering his hand-clasp, 
and the light in his eyes, said: 

" Yes; I should think he would. But T can't 
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stay, I suppose. Oh, how I should like to:" 
.. Like to what?" Louise questioned, just at 

her side. " Oh, you are talking about Sunday­
school. I think w~ can manage it. Lewis has 
been asked to take a class, and I am wanted to 

supply a vacancy, and father said stay if we 
wanted to - he was in no hurry." 

Then Dorothy went over to the new class that 
was forming, and the minister came presently 
and shook hands with them all, and said he felt 
honored by being chosen as their teacher, and 

wondered that none of them had ever thought of 
it before. And to Dorothy it seemed as though 
the millenium were coming, or it would have 
so seemed had she known anything about that 
word or . its meaning. It was a matter of sur­

prise to many where that new class suddenly 
came from, or who started it; but the simple 

truth was, that what had been lingering in a 

sort of homesick way in Carey Martyn's heart 
for weeks took shape and form along with the 

hand-clasp of his pastor at that church sociable. 
He was used to Sabbath-school, and his old class 

had been taught by his old pastor. 
Taken all in all, it was a white day to Dor 
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othy Morgan. Her first Sunday in a new 

world; a Sunday in which she had received 

greetings from the brethren and sisters of the 

kingdom, and been counted in; a Sunday in 

which she had actually Joined in the hymns and 

the prayers and the readings, and attempted to 
follow the sermon, though, truth to tell, Dorothy 

had gotten very little from the sermon; try as 

she would to become interested, her thoughts 

would wander; but they wandered constantly 
to the hymn that had just been sung; the words 

of which she felt, and to the prayer of the pas· 
tor, the spirit of which she understood. 

"Why can·t ministers preach just as they 
pray?" wondpred Dorothy. 

The ride home in the brightness of the win­
ter day was not unpleasant. Father Morgan, 

whether subdued by his long waiting, or by the 
white world glistening in the sunlight, certainly 
had nothing to say that was jarring, and seemed 
not dissatisfied with the condition of things. 
Dorothy stole little glances at him from under 
her wrappings, and wondered whether he would 
ever know that everything was different to her 

from what it had been last Sunday, and what 
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he would say if he ever did know, and then 
suddenly, like the leap of a new emotion into 
her heart, that he knew for himself what it 

all meant, so he would understand it. Ok, how 
she wished that father was a Christian! Where 

did the sudden, intense desire come from? s'he 
had never felt anything like it before. Some­

times, indeed, she had drearily wished that they 
were more like other people - went to church 

regularly, even went occasionally of an evening 
as the Stuarts did, who lived no farther away 

and had the sociable appointed at their house. 
But it had been a dreamy, far-away sort of wish, 
little desire about it, nothing in the least like 

this sudden longing. Then there rolled over 
Dorothy the sweetness of the thought that she 

could actually pray for her father, and that 

maybe - oh, maybe! - because of her prayer, 
the father would, some day, when she had 
prayed for him a great many years, come to 
know of this experience by personal knowledge. 

Will there ever be more happiness put into 
Dorothy's life than surged over her with the 
possibilities involved in that thought? Still, 

Deacon Belknap troubled her. When was she 
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to expect all this brightness to go away? And, 
also, why must it go? Why had not Lewis 
said something to her about it - warned her, 
when she frankly admitted to him this morning 
that she had never been happy before in her 
lif~ ? And oh, how long had the feeling staid 
with him? He knew about it, for he had told 
her that he understood just how she felt; he re­
membered well his own experience. Then a 
sudden, bewildering doubt of Deacon Belknap's 
theories came over Dorothy, for she was con­
fronted with the thought that she did not believe 
the feeling ever left Louise; it was this which 
made her different from others. Still, Deacon 
Belknap ought to know. And. besides, what 
might not Louise have had to go through before 
the joy came to stay? Dorothy's brain was in 
a whirl. Well for her that Louise, standing at 
one side, had heard every word of Deacon Bel­
knap's well-meant and honest caution. She saw 
the instant clouding of Dorothy's face, and 
watched for her chance to remove the thorn. It 
came to her just after dinner, ~hen Dorothy 
was up-stairs hunting for her apron. Louisll 
meeting her in the hall, said: 
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"So Deacon Belknap thought he ought to 
oaution you against being happy in Christ?" 

"What did he mean?" Dorothy asked, her 
cheeks glowing. "Does the happy feeling all 
goaway? Mustit?" 

" What does it spring from, Dorrie, dear?" 
" Why, I think," said Dorothy, hesitating and 

blushing violently, "it seems to me that it 

comes because I love Jesus and because he 
loves me." 

" Yes. Well, if Deacon Belknap had told me 
that I must not expect to be as happy with my 

husband in the future as I am now, because 
there would be trials and difficulties of one sort 
and another to encounter, and that therefore his 
love and mine would not burn as brightly, I 
think I should have considered myself insulted." 

"I should think so! Do you mean - oh, 
Louise, I mean do you think they are a little 

alike? " 
"He calls the Church his bride, dear; it is 

his own figure; but of course it falls far below 
the real, vital union that there may be between 

us and Christ." 
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" Then what did Deacon Belknap meall? " 

"Why, if I should treat Lewis very coldly 

and indifferently, forget to notice him some of 

the time, go for days without talking with him, 

neglect his suggestions, disregard his advice, 

and all that sort of thing, I imagine that we 

should not be very happy together." 

" Well," said Dorothy, ill bewilderment. 

"Well, don't you know, dear, that that is just 

the way in which many Christians actually treat 

Christ? And then Satan Llinds their hearts 

into thinking that it is not their own fault that 

their joy in him is gone, but a necessity, because 

of this trouLlesome world. If I were you I 

would not tolerate any such insinuations; it is 

an insult to Jesus Christ, who deliberately says 

he will keep you ill 'perfect peace' if your 
, mind is staid on him.' " 

"Then all that isn't necessary! " 

"No more necessary than that I should have 

days of gloom ann. disappointment over my hus· 

band. Oh, it i~ lowering the power and love 0:1 

Christ to make that comparison, because, Dorrie 

his love is infinite, and he says everlasting." 
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Dorothy went through the hall below, singing: 

" Mine is an unchan~ng love. 

Higher than the heights above; 

Deeper than the depths beneath. 

Free and faithful. strong as death." 

She had found that hymn in the moruing, 
while Mr. Butler was preaching, and had re­

joiced in it for a little until Deacon Belknap had 
banished it from her heart. Now it came back 
in strength, and it will take more than Deacon 

Belknap to shake it, for it has t~ken root. 
That Sabbath day had one more experience 

to be remembered. If Louise's little plan for 

the walk home from the sociable had been made 
with a view to rousing Lewis, she could not 
more successfully have accomplished it. 

He had walked ever since in a new atmos­
phere; he had risen to the glory of the possibili­

ties of his life; he had heard Dorothy say - she 
had said it that very morning, when he met her 
early, out in the back kitchen wooc*,hed, where 

the kindlings were kept - that he had shown 
her the way to Jesus, and now she had found 

rest in him. Was a man ever to forget the 

sweetness of words like that? - a Christian. 
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honored of God in showing another soul the en­

trance way! Shall he sink to the level of com­

mon things after that, and forget that he has a 

right to work with God, on work that will last 

to all eternity? Lewis Morgan, Christian man 
though he had been for years, had never heard 

those words before; but do you think that 

something of the honor which he had lost, and 

something of the shame of havinJ tamely lost 
l;nch honors, did not sweep over him? Surely 
it should not be the last time that he should 

hear such words - at least it should be through 
no fault of his if it were. 

Lo'w motive do you say? I am not sure of 
that. There is a higher one, it is true; and 

every Christian who can feel the lower, will 
sooner or later, grasp the higher; but since God 
has called us to honorable positions, even to be 

" co-laborers," shall we not rejoice in the 
honor? 

Well, Lewis Morgan had worked all day in 
the light of this new experience. He thirsted 
for more of it; he felt roused to his very finger 
tips; he longed to be doing,. he had taught 
that class of girls put into his care, as he had 
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not supposed that he could teach. Now he 
walked up and down their room, while the Sab­

bath twilight gathered, thinking. 
Louise, who had been reaci.ing to him, kept 

silence, and wondered what was the question 
which he was evidently deciding. She knew 

his face so well, that she felt sure there was be­
ing made a decision. At last he came to her side. 

"Louise, I believe in my soul that we ought 
to go down-stairs and try to have prayers with 
the family. Father might object to it; he 

thinks all these things are a species of cant, and 
I have been especially anxious to avoid any 

thing that looked in t/le least like it. I have 
been too much afraid of what he would think. 

I believe I ought to try. What do you say?" 

Of course he knew just what she would say 
and she said it. Soon after that they went 

down-stairs. Lewis possessed one trait worthy 
of imitation; when he had fairly determined on 

a course, he went straight toward it with as lit­

tle delay as' possible. So, directly, they were 
seated in the clean and orderly kitchen. Neelie 

cuddled in Louise's lap -a spot which was 

growing to be her refuge. Lewis commenced, 
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"Father, we have been thinking that, per­

haps you would have no objection to our having 

family worship together down-stairs. We would 

like it very much, if it would not be unpleasant." 

Mrs. Morgan seemed suddenly seized with 

the spirit of uncontrollable restlessness. She 

hopped from her chair, drew down the paper 

shade with a jerk, then, finding that she had 
made it disagreeably dark, drew it up again, set 

back two chairs, opened and shut the outer 
kitchen door, and took down the crash towel 

and hung it on another nail; then she came 
back to her seat. As for Father Morgan, he sat, 
tongs in hand, just as he had been when Lewis 

addressed him, and gazed unwin kingly into the 
glowing fire for the space of what seemed to 
Lewis five minutes, but, in reality, was not 

more than one; then he said, slowly and 
impressively: 

"I'm sure I have no manner of objections, if 
it will do you any good." 

It was Dorothy who rushed into the other 
room, before her father's sentence was con· 
cluded, and brought therefrom Grandmother 

Hunt's old family Bible; and, in the Morgau 
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household, after forty years of life together, 
father and mother met for the first time at the 
family altar. Howbeit, neither father nor 
mother bowed the knee, but sat bolt upright in 
their chairs. But Dorothy knelt and prayed, 
and dropped some happy tears on her wooden 
seated chair the while. 

As for John, he would not go to church; 
would not come to dinner with the family, but 
took what he called a" bite" by himself when 
he chose to come for it; would not stay in the 
room during the reading and the prayer, but 
strode off toward the barn the moment the sub­
ject was suggested by Lewis. 

Yet, despite these drawbacks, the voice of 
prayer went up from the Morgan kitchen from 
full and grateful hearts. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

" WHATSOEVER." 

AM not sure that I can explain to you 
the state of mind in which Dorothy 

opened her eyes to the world on Monday morn· 
ing. Unless you have had a like experience 
you will not understand it. She had always 

been a repressed, rather than an indifferent girl. 
Under the apparently apathetic exterior there 
had boiled a perfect volcano of unsettled long. 

ing. She had not known what she wanted; she 

had not felt the least hope of ever discovering 
how her thoughts had taken new shape; she 
was in another world; she was another person; 
old things had passed away; all things had 

become new. She stood before her bit of mir· 
300 
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ror and tried to arrange her heavy braids of 
hair as Louise wore hers, and was meantime in 

a very eager, very unsettled state of mind. 
What was she to do ? Where commence? The 
bare walls of her uninviting little room had 
always seemed to shut her in, and she had 
always hated them. Now it seemed to her that 

she had a right to get away from them -get 
outside, somewhere, and do something. How 
was it all to be accomplished? She looked with 
disdain upon her life; she felt her years, thus 
far, to have been wasted ones. Now she was 

ready to make a fresh start, only she could not 
imagine which step to take first. You see her 

danger. Many a young life has shipwrecked 
its usefulness on just such rocks. 

She threw down the covering of her bed 

opened the window to let in the crisp winter 
morning, smelled of the frosty, sunlighted air, 
and looked abroad over her little world, shut in 
by hills and far-stretching meadows and home­

like farms, and wondered just what she should 
do; and the sense of longing to get away from 

all this, where there seemed nothing to do, was 
the strongest feeling that possessed her, unless 
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the determination. to accomplish it was a shade 

stronger. 
She stepped out into the narrow little hall 

and came face to face with Louise, who was 

fresh and smiling in a fresh calico and ruffles. 

"Louise," said Dorothy, a whole world of 

repressed eagerness in her voice," what am I 

going to do?" 
"Ever so many things I hope, dear," was 

Louise's prompt and cheery reply, and she em~ 

phasized it with a kiss. 
"Yes," said Dorothy, with shining eyes, "I 

mean to, oh, I mean to; but - I don't know 

where to commellce. What is there to do? - I 
mean for a beginning-and how shall I get to 

the first thing?" 
" I think," said Louise, with smiling mouth 

and eyes, and sweet, decided voice," I think, 
my dear, if I were you, I would begin with that 
black kettle." 

Then you should have seen the sudden chang­

ing of Dorothy's face. Surprise, disappoint­
ment, intense mortification, all struggling with 
a sense of being misunderstood, being wronged, 
spake in her eyes and the quiver of her lips. 
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"Yon think I am teasing you, Dorrie," and 

her new sister's voice was very tender. "Noth· 
ing is further from my intention. I honestly 

mean what I say. That very kettle which gives 
you Monday morning trouble can help you to a 

first victory; and it is a symbol of all the other 
things, small in themselves, but amounting to 
much, counted together, that can be made to 
serve you to-day." 

"I did mean to try to do right; but I wanted 

to do something for Christ." 
Dorothy's voice was subdued. 

"And you think that Jesus Christ has noth· 
ing to do with the black kettle, or the boiler, or 
the sink, or a dozen other things with which 
you will come in contact to-day? That is such 
a mistake. Don't you begin your Christian life 

by supposing that all these duties which fall 
upon us in such numbers consume just so much 

time that must be counted out, and with tbe 

piece that is left we are to serve Him. Remem· 
b'lr it is He who said, 'Whether therefore ye 

eat, or drink, or whatsoever ye do, do all to the 
glory of God.' Doesn't that 'whatsoever' cover 

the pudding·kettle, too, Dorrie?" 
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New light was struggling on Dorrie's face­

just a glimmer, though, shadowed by bewilder. 

ment. 
"It sounds as though it ought to," she said, 

slowly. " And yet r can not see how. What 

(:an my dish-washing have to do with serving 
Jesus? It seems almost irreverent." 

"It can't be irreverent, dear, because he said 
it himself. 'Diligent in business, serving the 

Lord.' There is no period diviaing these. I 
long ago discovered that I could make a bed 

and sweep a room for his sake, as surely as I 
could speak a word for him. It is my joy, Dor­

rie, that he has not separated any moment of 
my life from him, saying, 'Here, so much drudg. 

ery each day, from which I must be entirely 
separated, then, . when that is done, you may 

serve me.' Work so divided would be drudgery 
indeed. I bless him that I may constantly 

serve, whetlier I am wiping the dust from my 
table or whether I am on my knees." 

" Well, how?" said Dorothy. She had a 
habit of occa!rlotlally flashing a question at one, 
a direct, firm way, that meant business. The 

tone of this one said," This is all new to me, 
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but I mean to get at it - I intend to understand 
it and do it." 

" Louise, how could I be doing one thing for 
Jesus while I was washing the pudding-kettle?" 

" Did you ever hear of the young servant-girl 
who was converted and presented herself to the 

pastor desiring to be received into the Church? 
He asked her what proof she had that she was a 
Christian, and she answered, ' I sweeps the cor­
ners clean now.' I always thought that the 

poor girl gave good evidence of a changed pur­
pose. I don't know whether she knew that 
verse, 'By their fruits ye shall know them,' but 

it is true, Dorrie, with pudding-kettles as well 
as with everything else." 

I suppose that that simple little talk in that 
upper hall, on that Monday morning, actually 

changed the whole current of Dorothy Morgan's 
future life. Hitherto religion had had nothing 
whatever to do with pudding-kettles, or Monday 

mornings in the kitchen, or with the thousand 

little cares of every-day life. She had regarded 
them as so many nuisances to be pushed aside as 

much as possible for actual work. I may as 

well frankly own to you that this young girl 
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hated the neatly-painted kitchen in which most 

of her life was spent. She hated the dish-pan 

and the sink and the dish-towels with a perfect 

hatred. She hated brooms and dusters and 
scrub-brushes, and all the paraphernalia of house­

~lOld drudgery; it was literally drudgery to her. 

Her new sister's wise eyes had singled out the 

thing which she perhaps hated most with which 
to illustrate this germ of truth that she had 
dropped into the soil of Dorothy's heart. An 

old-fashioned, heavy, black kettle, which had 

been handed down as an heirloom in the Morgan 

family for generations, and in which the favorite 
Sunday evening dish, hasty pudding, was invari­

ably cooked. Simmering slowly over the fire all 
Sunday afternoon, the pudding eaten at supper­

time, the kettle filled with water and left to soak 

over night, and appearing on ·the scene with reo 
lentless regularity every Monday morning, to be 
scraped and scrubbed by Dorothy's disgusted 

fingers. Dorothy hated hasty pudding. Doro­
thy almost never washed that kettle with the 
degree of nicety that Mother Morgan demanded. 

She almost invariably left little creases of 
scorched pudding clinging to the side!!, and a 
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general greasiness of appearance about it that 
was fruitful of many sharp words on the 
mother's part and sullen defiance on Dorothy's. 

The idea that her religion actually had to do 
with this pudding-kettle came to Dorothy like a 
revelation. She went down-stairs thinking it 

over. She realized that the thought gave new 
interest to life. If the fruits of Christian living 
were actually to be looked for in pudding-dishes 

then what place was there where they could not 
show? There was a dignity in living, after all. 

It was not simple drudgery, and nothing else. 

She thought of it when the foaming milk was 
brought in, John setting down the pail with a 

thud, and saying: 
"Tend to that, and give us the pail; and 

don't be all day about it, either." 

I shall have to admit that Dorothy was more 
or less accustomed to this form of address, and 

yet that it always irritated her, and she was apt 

to reply, "I shall be just as long as I please; if 
you want it done quicker, do it yourself." Then 
would follow other cross or sullen words, neither 

person meaning to the full the words used, yet 

both feeling crosser when they parted. A sad 
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state of living, truly, yet it had actually become 

a habit with these two, so much so that John 

looked at his sister in surprise when she lifted 

the pail silently, aud presently returned it to 
him, with no other remark than the statement 

that Brownie was giving more milk than before. 

He made no -answer to this, and went away act-" 

ually surprised at the quietness of the kitchen. 

It is not my purpose to let you follow Dorothy 

closely through that day in the kitchen. 

Monday morning is a time, you will remem­

ber, that tries the souls of many women. Mrs. 

Morgan was no exception. For some reason, best 

known to herself, she was particularly tried this 
morning. Nothing went right, and nothing 

could be made to go right. The fire at first 

would not bul'll enough, amI then it burned too 
much, and sent the suds from the boiler sputter­

ing over on the bright tins that Dorothy had 
arranged on the hearth to dry; and Mrs. Mor­

gan was betrayed into saying that a child ten 
years old would have known better than to have 

put tins in such a place. And despite Dorothy's 
earnest care, the starch presently lumped; and, 

worse than that, cert;;.in cloudy-looking streaks 
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coming from no one knew where, mixed with its 
clearness, and the mother affirmed that Dorothy 

ought to have her ears boxed for being so care­
less. Try as the daughter would, the mother 
was not to be pleased that morning. And Dor­
othy did struggle bravely. She made the smooth, 

black sides of the hated pudding-kettle shine as 
they had not before on any Monday morning on 

record. ::;he scoured every knife, not forgetting 
the miserable little one with a niche in the eud, 

and a rough place in the haudle, a knife that she 
had longed to throwaway, and to which the 
mother pertinaciously clung; she rubbed at the 
hated sink until it shone like burnished steel; 
she rubbed at the dh;h-cloth, for which she had a 

special and separate feeling of disgust, until it 
hung white and dry on its line; she neglected 
110 cup, or spoon, or shelf-corner, and she moved 

with brisk step and swift fingers, only to hear 

the metallic voice say, as it made its entrance 
from the outer kitchen where the rubbing and 

rinsing were going on: 
"I wonder if you are going to be all day 

washing that handful of dishes! I could have 
bad them all put away and the kitchen swept an 
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hour ago. I can't see how I came to Mave such 

a dawdler as you!" 
Dear me I Have you been so fortunate as 

never to have heard mothers speak in this way? 

Good, honest mothers, too. Mothers who would 

have sat with ullwinking eyes and patient hands, 

night after night, caring for the wauts, real 

and imaginary, of their sick daughters, who yet 

will stab them with unthinking words, all day 

long! Words not true; for ;\Irs. Morgan knew 

perfectly well that she could not have finished 

all this work an hour before; yet be just to her; 

she actually believed, energetic womau as she 

was, that she could have accomplished it all in 

much less time. For the maLter of that, I sup­

p08e she could. Certainly Dorothy had not her 

mother's skill; the wonder was that the mother 

I!hould have expected young hands to be as deft 

as her own. 

So the day wore on. A trying one at every 

turn to poor, young Dorothy, who had just en­
listed and was trying to buckle her armor on 

and who kept up a brave struggle, and went 

steadily frolll one duty to another, doing not one 

of them as well as her mother could have done, 
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Dut doing each one of them as well as she could. 
Could an angel do more? A hard day, both 
over the dishes, and the dust, and at the wash­
tub. Yet not by any means so hard as it might 
have been, but for that bit of talk in the upper 
hall in the morning. A llew idea that made a 
song in her heart, despite all the trials. So 
much of a song that occasionally it flowed into 
words, and Dorothy's untrained voice was sweet 
and clear. She rarely used it over her work, 
but on this Monday twice she sang, clear and 
loud: 

.. Mine is an unchanging love, 

Higher than the heights above." 

Mrs. Morgan heard it; heard the tune, caught 
no words, wanted to hear none; the spirit of 
Bong was not in her heart that morning; all she 
said was: 

" Don't for pity's sake, go to singing over the 
dish-pan. I aiways thought that was a miser­

able, shiftless habit. There ill a time for all 

things." 
And Dorothy, wondering much when was her 

time to sing, hushed her voice, and finished the 
melody in her heart. So it seemed to her, when 
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the day was done, that really it had been an un· 

usually hard one. Many steps added to the 

usual routine. A dish broken; a leaking pail 

sending water all over the clean floor; John's 

muddy feet tracking through the kitchen just 
after the mopping was done; John's hands, 

traces of them on the clean towel, and then, by 

reason of trying to do two things at once, at the 
mother's bidding, she actually allowed the starch 

to scorch I So that, in truth, when she sat 
down, in the wooden-seated chair of her own 

room., for a moment's breathing space, before it 

was time to set the table for tea, she looked 

back over the day with a little wondering sigh. 
What had she done this day for the glory of 

God? How could he possibly get any glory out 

of her honest efforts to do her whole uuty that 
day? True, she had resisted the temptation to 
slam the door hard, to set down the tea-kettle 

with a bang, to say, in an undertone: "I don't 
care whether it is clean or dirty," when her at­
ten tion was called to some undone task. Yet. 

what had been the result? Mother certainly 
had never been so hard to please. 

"She has found more to blaIlle to-day than she 
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ever did. in the days when I only half tried," 
said poor Dorothy to herself. 

So where was there any glory for the Master 

to be found in the day? Even then came the 
mother·s voice, calling: 

" Well, are we to have any supper to-night? 
or must I get it, with all the rest? " 

Then Dorothy went down, and I am afraid 

that she set the cups and saucers on the table 

with more force than was needed. Life looked 

full of pin pricks that hurt, for the time being, 

as much, or at least she thought they did, as 
though they had been made with lancets. 

What was the trouble with Mother Morgan? 

I do want you to understand her. She did 

not understand herself, to be sure, but that is no 

reason why you should not show more discrimi­

nation. It had been an unusually trying day to 

her. Aside from the pressure of domestic cares, 

which she, in common with many other house­

keepers, made always twice as hllavy as they 

should be, her nerves, or her heart, or her con­

science, or all of these forces, .had been stirred 

within her by the words of prayer in the twi· 

light of the Sabbath. Memory took her back 
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to an old hillside farm-house, surrounded by 
fields less rich and fruitful than these near 
which she dwelt; to an old arm-chair, in which 

an old man sat night and morning, by his side 

another chait, in which an old woman sat, night 
and morning; and together they read out of the 

same Bible, together they knelt and prayed, and 

this cold-faced mother had heard herself prayed 
for many a time, not only by that old man, but 

by the gray-haired woman. And they were her 
father and her mother, both sleeping now, side by 

side, under the snow; and, being dead, yet 

speaking, speaking loudly to her, on that very 

Monday. As she looked at Dorothy she felt as 
though she were wronging her of a birthright. 
Dorothy had never heard her mother pray, as 

she had heard her old mother, many a time. 
Dorothy's mother had never said to her: 

" Dorothy, I want you to be a servant of God, 
more than I want anything else." 

That was what her mother had said to her, 
when she was Dorothy'e age, and many a time 
afterward; and she waF. not a servant of God 
yet, and her conscience reproachefl her; and her 
child had never heard such wl)rd;;, ;;.nd her heart 
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reproached her; as truly as I write it, she pitied 
Dorothy I Yet, can you understand that this 
very feeling actually made her voice sharper 
and her words more impatient, when she spoke 
to her? The human heart, unchanged, is a very 

strange and contradictory thing. 
But I want to tell you what Dorothy Morgan 

does not know. 
Her mother did discover the immaculate con· 

dition of the pudding-kettle, and said, aloud: 

" I declare, for once this is clean I " 



CHAPTER XX. 

CLOUDS. 

first weeks connected with Lc uise Mol'­
gau',; home-coming, in order that you might get 
a clear view of the surroundings, and a true idea 
of the family life. Now, however, I shall have 
to take you away into the spring. The long, 
cold, busy winter, with its cares and opportuni­

ties, passed forever from their grasp, and the 
buds and blossoms, foretelling of the coming 
summer, alert on every hand. 

Many changes, subtle and sweet and strong, 
had been going on in the Morgan household. 
Dorothy had held steadily on her course; the 

first lesson in her Christian experience being 
316 
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ever present with her, that in the very smallest 

matters of life her light might shine for Christ. 
She was learning the important lesson to be 
"faithful over a few things." Little realized 

she the importance of this faithfulness. Not an 
idea had she of the number of times in which 

the mother had regarded her curiously, as she 
looked in vain for careless ways, or forgotten 
duties, and admitted to herself that" something 
had come over Dorothy, and she only hoped it 

would last." Oh, yes, it would last. Dorothy 
believed that. She had anchored her soul, after 

the first hours of unrest on the sure promise of 
his" sufficient grace," and had no idea of doubt­

ing him. Not much outside work had she been 
able to take up. Yet, little by little, came 

changes. Carey Martyn was full of schemes. 
"See here, let us do thus and so," was a 

favorite phrase of his, and he was growing more 
and more fond of saying it to Dorothy. 

The bright curtains in the parlor had not been 
taken down again; the old-fashioned sofa still 

h61d its place in the coziest corner, and, now 
that the sun was getting around the corner, 

peeping in at the pleasantest window, the room 
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took a still more cheery look, and Dorothy had 

fallen into the habit of touching a match to the 

carefully laid fire almost every evening, just 

aftf'r tea, and one by one the different members 

of the family dropped in. 
The long-neglected, old-fashioned brass 

knocker often sounded during these days. Peo­

ple who had never called on the Morgans, chiefly 
because of the fear that they would be coldly 

received, began to discover that Mrs. Lewis 
Morgan was a very pleasant woman, very glad 

to see her friends; and the mother was not so 
disagreeable as they had supposed; and, 

"really, that shy, bilent Dorothy had improved 
wonderfully." 

Thus it was when the spring opened, only a 
few months since the new-comer's first entrance; 

and nothing very remarkable, so far a8 outward 
eyes could see, had transpired, and yet, in a hun­
dred little ways, things were different. 

But on this particular May morning, when I 
bring you into the family circle, the prevailing 
atmosphere was gloom. 

In the first place it rained; a soft, sweet 

spring rain, when the buds swell, and leaves 
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almost seem to increase in size while you watch 
and the spring flowers Dod at one another, and 
the world, though in tears, seems to the happy 
heart to be putting on holiday. Yet as Louise 

Morgan stood at her window and watched the 
dripping eaves, and listened to the patter on the 

roof, and saw the low, gray clouds sail hy, a 
rainy day seemed to her a dreary thing. 

The truth was, the Morgan family were in 
trouble. During these passing months Louise 
and her: husband, reinforced by Dorothy, and 

afterward by Carey Martyn, harl carried John 
Morgan ahout on their hearts a special subject 

of constant prayer. Louise had been often 

eager, persistent, steadfast for a soul before; yet 
it seemed to her that the desire had never been 
80 intense as in this instance; and, as she-lfJoked 

over the past, it seemed to her that she had 
never had so little· encouragement. F~om the 
time when she took that walk home with him in 
the moonlight, and tried to speak earnest words 

John Morgan had seemed to withdraw more 
utterly into himself. He carefully avoided 

Louise; he refused, positively, all invitati ons to 
attend church on the Sabbath. He plainly in· 
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formed Lewis that he was wasting words in try. 
ing to talk religion at him, and might considel 

himself honorably excused from any such at 

tempts; and to Dorothy, who with tearful eye~, 
and trembling lips, said simply to him one night 

in the darkness: "Oh, John, won't you give 

yourself to Jesus?" he unceremoniously and 

roughly answerled: "Shut up! " 
In every respect John had seemed, during the 

last few months, to travel rapidly backward. 
The corner grocery now saw him more fre­
quently than ever before; indeed, almost every 

evening, late into the night, was passed there. 
The smell of tobacco and of liquor lingered 

more constantly now about his clothing, and 
pervaded the atmosphere of his room. In vain 
did Louise struggle to keep that room pure. 
Gradually it had changed its outward appear­
ance. Christmas and New-year, and then John's 

birthday, had been helpful anniversaries to her 
plans. The bed was spread in spotless white; 
the twisted-legged stand had its scratched and 
paintless top concealed under a white and deli­

cately crocheted tidy; a little rocker occupied 
the corner by the window, with a bright-colored 
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tidy fastened securely to its back. The space 
between the hall-door and tue clothes-press was 

occupied by It neat toilet-stand, with all the con· 
venient accessories of the toilet carefully dis­
posed on it; the walls were hung with two or 

three choice engravings and an illuminated text, 
and on the white-covered stand there daily blos­
somed, in a small, pure vase, a rose, or a bunch 

of lilies of the valley, or a spray of delicate wild 
flower - some sweet-breathed treasure from the 
woods or garden, which struggled with the 
tobacco-scented air - placed there by Louise's 
tasteful fingers. 

Once she ventured on a gift in the shape of a 
nicely bound Bible, containing John's name and 
her own on the fly-leaf, and she made a place 

for it on the white-covered stand, but found that 
the very next morning it had been placed on the 
highest shelf in the clothes-press, along with a 

pile of old agricultural papers that reposed there 
from one house-cleaning to another. All of 
these patient little efforts had been greeted' 

hitherto with nothing but frowns or sneers or 

total indifference. 
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John Morgan seemed to have deliberately 

determined to ruin his prospects for this life and 
the next, and to forbid anyone to hold him 

hack. Yet they did not give him up, these four; 

the more hopeless the case seemed to grow, the 

more steadily did they try to hold their grasp on 

the arm of power. 
But on this r\tiny morning of which I write, 

not one of the four but were plunged into more 
or less anxiety and gloom. Apparently, not 
only had all their efforts failed, but the subject 

of them had resolved to remove himself from 

all further influence or molestation from them. 
The threat that he had often and often made to 

leave his home and go where he pleased, he had 
now determined to put into execution. A week 
before, he had suddenly and fiercely announced 

his decision, and no amount of persuasion had 

effected the lea~t change. He was indifferent 
alike to his father's advice or threats. 

"You needn't give me a red cent if you 
'aren't a mind to," he had said, sullenly, during 

one of the stormy talks; "I'll risk but that I 
can take care of myself; I can beg, or I can 
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steal, or I can drown myself, if I feel like it· 

anyhow I'm going, and there's no kind of use in 
talking." 

•• But where are you going?" pleaded the 
mother. 

And one less indifferent than John could not 
. have failed to notice that her face was pale and 

her voice husky with pent-up feeling . 
.. Just exactly where I like, and nowhere else. 

H I knew wh~re that was I might tell you, but 
I don't. I never did as I pleased an hour since 

I was born, and I mean to do it now, or kill my­

self, maybe both; I've often thought I'd like 
well enough to do that." 

What was the use of talking to one in such a 
mood? Yet they talked and argued and threat­

ened, and used sharp words and bitter words, 
and words that were calculated to leave life-long 

scars on hearts; and the talks were frequently 
renewed, and lasted away into the midnight; 
ane: at last John had declared that he wouldn't 

stand this sort of thing another hour, and he 
wouldn't take any money, not a cent of it, even 

if it was offered; and he would not take hit! 
fllothes along, not a rag. 
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" You can sell them to the first rag-man that 
comes along, and build another barn with their 
value, for all I care," he said to his father, in a 

pitiful attempt at sarcasm. 
And then, without another word, or a glance 

at his mother, or a pretense at good-by, he strode 

out of the room, closing the door after him with 
a bang. That was the evening before, just at 

supper-time, and though his mother did that 
night what she had never done be1'ore in her life, 

put some of the supper down, carefully covered 

to keep warm for John, he came not. The next 
morning's milking was done without him, and, 

as the long, rainy day waned, it becam~ evident 
to each heart that John was gone. 

Now, I have not told you the worst of this 

For the past week the mother's heart had been 
wrung with such anxiety that she had hnmbled 

herself in a manner that she, a few days before, 
would not have imagined possible. She had fol­

lowed Louise, one morning, up to her room, 

coming with slow and doubtful tread, closing 
the door after her, and looking behind her in a 
half frightened way, as if to be sure that there 

were no other listeners to her humiliation than 
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this one, and had said to Louise, catching her 
breath while she spoke: 

"You know.how I feel about John; I have 

heard you talk about praying over everything; 
if you believe that it does any good, why don't 
you pray to have him kept at home? " 

" Mother," said Louise, coming close to her 
taking the hard, old hand in hers, "I do pray for 

him, every hour in the day, almost every minute 
it seems to me, and I believe it will do good; I 
believe He will hear our prayer; but there is no 
one who could pray for John as his mother 

could. I do so desire to have his mother's 
prayers enfold him like a garment. Won't you 
pray for him? " 

"I'm not a praying woman," SIlid Mrs. Mor­
gan, trying to keep her voice steady. "Still, if 
I believed in it as you do, I would pray now if I 
never did again." 

Then she turned and went swiftly away. She 
had actually humbled her proud heart to ask her 
daughter.in-Iaw to pray for John! She could 

not get away from the feeling that Louise's 
prayers would be likely to avail, if any would. 

More than that. but this at the time was known 
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only to her own heart, and the One who reads 

the heart. 

In the silence and darkness of- her own room, 
after N eelie was asleep, and before Farmer Mor­

gan had drawn the last bolt preparatory to COIU· 

ing to his bed, she had got uown on her knees 

and had offered what, in her ignorance, she 

thought was prayer. "0 Gou," ~he said, "if 

thou hearest human beings in their need, hear 

me, and keep John from going away." There 
was no submission ill her heart to the divine 

will, no reference to the name which is the only 
name by which we can approach God, no real .. 

ization of anything save John's peril and a blind 
reaching out after some haad that had power_ 

Yet it was a nearer approach to prayer than that 
mother had madc for fifty year8! 

Neither could she help a feeling, which she 
told herself was probably superstition, that some­
thing somehow would prevent John from carry­

ing out his designs. Yet the day8 went by, and 
no unseen arm stretched out its hand of power 

and arrested John. Instead, the rainy day wore 
on with the feeling settling down hopelessly on 

the mother's heart that her son had gone from 
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her with hard words on his lips, and with the 

echo of hard words from her, sounding in lib 
heart. For, so strange a thing is this human 

heart, that actually Mrs. Morgan had never 
seemed more hard or cold to her son than she 
did during the week that her heart was torn 
with anxiety for him. 

But I have not told you the worst of this. 
The days moved on, and it became evident to all 
that John had carried out his threat and was 
gone. Then the mother's grief and dismay 

found vent in hard and cruel words. She 
turned in bitterness from Louise, yes and from 
Dorothy, indeed from everyone. To Louise 
she said plainly, it was not strange that John 
had wanted to get away; she had given him no 
peace since she had been there; always torment­
ing him to go to church or to prayer-meeting, or 

to do something that he didn't want to do. For 
her part, she didn't see but he was quite as good 

as those who were always running off to meet 

ing. He couldn't even have any peace in his 

own room; it must be cluttered up with rubbish 
tha.t a.ny man hated; vases to tip over, and tidieli 

~ torment him I 
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And she flung the tidies on a chair in Louise's 

room, and folded and packed away the spread 

which she said she had been" fooled into buy­

ing," and restored every corner of that little hall 

chamber to its original dreariness. And, worse 

than all, declared that &he hoped and trusted she 

would hear no more cant about prayers in that 

house. She had not been able to see for many a 

year that the kind of praying that was being 

done in these days accomplished any good. 

To Dorothy she declared that if she had had 

the spirit of a mouse she might have exerted 

herself, as other girls did, to make a pleasant 

spot for her brother; that she had never tried to 

please him in anything, not even the mending of 
his mittens when he wanted them; she would 

rather dawdle over the fire roasting apples with 

Carey Martyn than to give any thought to her 
own brother. 

Now, all this was bitterness itself to poo; 

Dorothy, whose own heart reproached her fm 

having been so many years indifferent to her 

brother's welfare., but w!lo had honestly tried 

with all the foree of her heart to be pleasant and 
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helpful to John ever since she had been doing 
anything from a right motive. 

Neither did Mrs. Morgan spare her husband. 
She wouldn't have let a boy like that go off 

without a cent in his pocket, she said - no, not 
if she had to sell all the stock to get him ready 

money. He had as good a right to money as 
Lewis ever had, and he had been tied down to 
the five barns all his life. No wonder he ran 
away. He showed some spirit, and she was glad 
he had. 

Do you suppose Farmer Morgan endured this 
in silence? Not he! And sharp words grew 
sharper, and bitter feelings ran high, until the 
once quiet kitchen was transformed into a Babel 
of angry words, and poor Louise could only flee 
,,"way and weep. 

But I have not told you the worst of this -
actually the worst was in this Christian woman's 

own sore heart. The awful question, why? had 
crept in and was tormenting her soul. She had 

been sincere in her prayers; she had been hon· 
est in her desires; she had been unwavering in 
her petitions. Why had God permitted this dis 
ItIltrous thing to come? Had she not tried-
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oh! had she not tried with sincere desire ever 

since she came into this home to live Christ in 

it? Why, then, had she Leen allowed to so 

utterly fail? Would it not Le to God's glory to 

save John Morgan'o soul'? Was it not evident 

that through him the mother might poo~ibly be 

reached? Was it not perfectly evident that 

John, at home, under her influence, and Lewis' 

and Dorothy's, would be in leos danger than 

away among strangers, wandering whither he 

would? Was it not perfectly evident that thio 

conclusion to their prayers had cauoed Mro. Mor­

gall to lose faith in prayer - to grow harder and 

harder ill her feelingo toward God and toward 

Christians '! Why was all this allowed? 

She had prayed in faith - or, at least, she had 

supposed she had; she had felt almoot Slll'e that 

God would answer her prayer. She had said to 

Dorothy, only the night before John weut away 

- said it with steady voice and a smile in her 

eye -" I don't believe John will go away; I 
don't think God will let him go." 

And Dorothy, half startled, had answered: 

.. Oh. Louise, I dou't mean to be irreYerent, but 
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I don't understand. How can God keep him 

from going, if he will go? " 

And Louise, smiling outright now, so sure 

was she of her trust, had answered: •• I don't 

know, dear; he han infinite resources; I only 

know that I believe he will do it:' 

Now, what had bccome of her faith? It 
grieves my heart to have to confess to you that 

this young servant of Christ, who had felt his 
" sufficient grace ., in her own experience again 

and again, allowed Satan to stand at her elbow, 

and push before her that persistent and faithless 

" why?" 
It was that word in aU its changes which was 

crowding into her hcart, OIl that May morning, 

as she looked out at the dripping eaves and the 

leaden clouds. 



CHAPT ER XXI. 

"HEDGED IN.'' 

I
~ . 
f S for John, perhaps he was quite as much 

, . .t : astonished at the turn of events as were 

any of the family. It is true he had been 

threatening for many weeks to turn his back on 

the old homestead, but it is doubtful if he had 

really, during that time, a well-defined intention 

of doing any such thing. 

No plans as to where he should go, or what 

he should do, had taken shape; only a vague 

unrest, and a more or less settled determination 

to some time get away from it all. 

Therefore, as he turned his back on the 

familiar barns and long-stretching fields, and 

went out from them in the darkness of that May 
832 
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evening, not one of the family were more in fog 

as to what he would do next than was John 

himself. Instincti vely he turned his steps to the 

village, spending the evening in his old haunt, 

showing only by a more reckless manner than 

lIsual that there had been any change in his life. 
In fact, he realized no change; he never turned 

toward the family road leading homeward, as he 

came out from that corner grocery at a later 

hour than usual; but he stopped abruptly before 

he reached the top of the hill, considered a 

moment, then turned and retraced his steps, and 

presently struck out boldly on the road leading 

cityward. The great city, only sixty miles 

away, wall of course the first objective point of 

an enterprising young man about to start out in 

life for himself. About midnight he reached 

the station where the express train stopped. 

By the depot lamps he di~covered that the 

eastern-bound train would be due in five minutes. 

He drew from his pocket the handful of silver 

and copper that constituted his available means, 

slowly counted them, lounged into the depot. 

and inquired the price of a ticket to the city. 

smiled grimly to himself to discover that, after 
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purchasing one, he should have just ten cents 

left. " I guess I can live on that for a week or 

~o," he muttered; "father could; if I can't I can 

starve; I'm going to the city anyhow." And 

I,he ticket was bought. Presently came the 

train, and our reckless young traveller sauntered 

into it, selected the best seat he could find, 

settled himself comfortably and went to sleep, 

apparently indifferent to the fact that his mother 

was at that moment shedding bitter tears for 

him. No, he was not indifferent; would not 

haye been, at least, had he known the fact. 

Nothing in all his young life's experienoe would 

have amazed him more. He did not understand 

his mother; which is not strange, perJIaps when 

one considers that she had spent years in learning 

how to hide her heart away from the sight of 

those she loved best. John Morgan actually did 

not belie,e that he had ever caused his mother 

to shed one tear; he did not believe that she 
loved him! 

What did he know about mother love, save an 
8he revealed it to him? 

It is not my purpose to take you wandering 

with John Morgan. Even if we had time for it, 
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the experience would be anything but pleas­

ant. He went into many places where you 
would not like to follow; he did many things 
that were better left undone, and are much 

better left untold. Yet I will be just to poor, 

silly, wicked John. He held back, or rather 
was held back by a force which he did not in 

the least understand, from many a place that 
otherwise he would have entered. There were 
depths of sin and folly into which he had 

abundant chance to sink, and from which noth­
ing in his own depraved heart kept him from 
sinking, and yet into which he did not sink. 

He would have smiled, in superior scorn, over 
the thought that the incense of prayer which 

had been rising day and night concerning him, 
during the passing weeks, had anything to do 
with the unseen force that held him, when he 
would have plunged headlong. Still he was 

held. He is not the first one who has been 
saved from self-shipwreck by a power outside of 

himself, unrecognized and unthanked. 
Still it must be confessed that John Morgan 

took long enough stride"s in the road to ship­
wreck, and did what he could for his own 
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overthrow, goaded meantime by an exasperating 

and ever-increasing sense of failure. Here was 

he, at last, his own master, able to work, if he 

could find anything to do, or to let it alone, as 

he pleased; no one to direct, or as he had always 

phrased it, to "order." No one to complain, no 

one to question; a life of freedom at last. Was 

it not for this he had pined? It was humiliat­

ing to discover that it did not satisfy him. He 

could not, even for an hour, cheat himself into 

believing that he was happy in the life that he 

had chosen. A very vagabond of a life he led. 

He tried working and lounging and starving, 

and the time hung heavily. It was more than 

humiliating, it was exasperating; but the fact 

remained that he could no more get away 

from the memory of that clean, sweet-smelling, 

sweetly kept room, in which he had lately 

passed his nights, than he could get away from 

his own miserable self. Nay the very smell of 
the wild-wood violets which had nodded on him 
from the tiny vase that last morning at home, 

and which he had affected to despise, seemed to 
follow and haunt him. How perfectly absurd it 

was in him here, in the very center of this great 
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center of life, to actually long for a whiff of 

those wild violets! He sneered at himself, and 

swore at himself, and longed for them all the 

same. So pa~"ed the days, each one bearing 

him steadily downward, and yet each one hold­

ing him back from the downward depths into 

which he might have plunged. And the sum­

mer heats came in all their fierceness and wilted 

him with their city polluted breath; he had been 

used all his life to the free, pure air of the 

country. At times it was hard for him to 

believe that this crowded, ill·smelling city could 

belong to the same earth on which the wide 

stretching harvest-fields lay and smiled. And 

the summer waned, and the rich, rare October 

days, so beautiful in the country, so barren of 

all interest to the homeless in a great city, came 

to him, and John Morgan had become aetually a 

tramp! The work which he had at first de­

spised and hated, now he could not find; and, if 

he would not carry his early threat into execu­

tion and literally starve, he must tramp and beg. 
Now, starving had lost its charms somewhere 

among the parchings of those summer months; 

he had so nearly tried that way as to shudder 
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over it; to ask for a bite at the back door of 

country-looking houses was more to his mind. 

One never-to-be-forgotten October day he shook 

himself out from the shelter of a wrecked car, 

near which he had passed the night, and re­

solved upon a breakfast of some sort. I wish I 

could give you a picture of him. His own 

mother would not have recognized him. His 

clothing in the old days had been n one of the 

finest, but whatever passed through Mother Mor­

gan'H hands was clean, and carefully mended. 

Now, this bundle of rags and dirt would have 

been in danger of being spurned from her door 
without a second glance. "There is no excuse 
for filth!" she was wont to say, grimly. Her 

son John had heard her say it many a time. He 

thought of it this morning as he shook himself; 

yet how could he help the filth? He had no 

clothes; he had no place ill which to wash; he 

had nothing with which to brush, and very little 

left to brush! True, he had brought himself 

into this very position; but of that he did not 

choose to think; and besides, everybody knows 

it is easier to get into certain positions than to 
get out of them. I wi~h I could tell you how 
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he felt! He did not understand his own mood. 
He was not repentant; not in the least; iJ 

anything, he was more bitter and defiant than 
ever. But he was disappointed; Bohemianism 

was not what he had supposed it to be. Assum· 
ing control of one's own actions was by no 
means so comfortable or desirable a lot as he 

had imagined. There were days in which he 
believed that to have milked the gentle cows, 

and cared for the fine horses, would have been a 
positive relief. It was not'work that John had 
shirked. Yet he had no idea of going home; 
his. proud spirit and defiant nature would not let 

him even suggest that thought to himself. 

On this particular morning he had resolved to 
try again for work. He managed to get on the 

last car of an outgoing freight train, and was 

thus whirled a few miles into the eountry. At 

the. first station he jumped off, and began his 
search for work. He found a farmer who was 

compassionate, and gave him wood to carry into 

the already well-stocked shed by way of earning 

his breakfast. Presently the farmer came to the 

door and called: 
Ii Weare about ready for breakfast now. 
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You can come in while we have prayers and 
then to breakfast." 

"I don't want prayers," said John, stopping 

short midway between the door and the wood­

pile, his arms full. "I asked for something to 

eat, not for praying." 

" I know that, and you shall have the some­

thing to eat; but a little praying won't hurt 

you. Why, man, you can afford to be thankful 

that you have found a chance to eat again!" 

"No, I call't," said John fiercely. "If I 

can't have the breakfast without the praying I'll 
go without the breakfast." 

.. V pry well," said the sturdy farmer," I'in 
bound yon shall, then, I declare, if a fellow has 

got so far that he can't even listen to a word of 

prayer he doesn't deserve to eat." 

"Then I'll ,tal've," said John, in anger, and 

he threw the wood on the floor and strode away. 

" Oh, I don't know about that, father," said a 

motherly voice, and a motherly face looking out 

after angry John. "Seems to me I'd have given 

him some breakfast if he didn't wallt to come to 

prayers. May be he was ashamed to, he looki 
so much like a rag-bag." 
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.. Why didn't he say so, then?" said the 

disturbed farmer. Who expected him to fly off 
in a passion at the mention of a prayer? He's a 
hard case I'm afraid." 

That was true enough; and yet the incident 

was not so much against John as it sounds. 
Poor John, he was angry at his own heart for 
remembering with a certain lingering touch of 

tenderness that prayer in the kitchen at home in 
the Sabbath evening twilight; he wanted no 

experience that would call it up more plainly. 

Breakf~stless, and supperless last night, John 
Morgan! There had always been plenty to eat 
in his father's house. What a bitterness it was 

to think that, now he was independent, he was 
actually a dependent on the chance charities oj 
the world! 

He tramped on; he was growing hungrier; 

he felt that he really could not work now until 
he had a chance to eat; it was actual pauperism 

this time. A neat looking house, a neat kitchen 

door; he knocked at it and asked for a bit of 

hread... A trim .old lady answered it: 
.. Y liS, tg be surSI come in. And so you '1'11 
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hungry? Poor fellow! It mu::;t be hard to be 

hungry. No home, I :suppose?" 

John shook his head. 

"Poor fellow! You look young, too. Is 

yOUI' mother dead, did you say? " 

All the while she bustled about, getting a 

savory breakfast ready for him - a cup of steam 

ing coffee and a bit of meat, and generous slice:; 

of bread and butter - bread that looked and 

butter that timelled like his mother's. And thiti 

was a farm-house, and a neat, clean kitchen, and 

a yellow painted floor. 

At that last question a titrange feeling came 
over John Morgall. Was his mother dead? 

"No," he almotit said. He wouldn't have liked 

to nod his head to that. Aml yet, here he was 

among the October days, and it had been early 

May when he left her. How many funeral 

processions he had passed on the streets since, 

and he had had no word from his mother! 

Down in the patiture lot one day his father had 

said to him: "Don't plow that bit up, I've 

never made up my mind to it; in spite 6f Die 

it looks as if it was meant for a kiud of family 

buryinlNJround." There Was II. great tree therll 
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and a grassy hillside, and a small, clear stream 
purled along very near. How did he know but 

a grave had been dug on that hillside since he 
went away? His heart gave a few sudden 
thuds, and then for a minute almost seemed to 
stop beating! Could it be possible that John 
Morgan really loved his mother! He was eat­

ing his breakfast now - a good breakfast it was, 
and the trim old lady talked on. 

"Well, there are a good many homeless people 
in the world. It must be hard; but then you 
know, the Master himself gave up his home, and 

had not where to lay his head. Did it for our 
sakes, too. Wasn't that strange! Seems to me 
I couldn't give up my home. But he made a 
home by it for everyone of us. I hope you've 

looked after the title to yours, young man." 
No answer from John. The old lady sighed, 

and said to herself, as she trotted away for a 
doughnut for him-

"He doesn't understand, poor fellow! I sup­
pose he never has had any good thoughts put 

into his mind. Dear me! I wish I could do 
something for him besides feeding his poor. 

perishing body I " 
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But John did understand, perfectly. What 

was the matter with all the people this morning? 

Why were they so persistently forcing that 

subject at him? He had been wandering almost 

six months, and had never met so many straight­

forward words concerning it in aU the months as 

he had that morning. Isn't it possible, John 

Morgan, that God's watching Spirit knows when 

to reach even your heart? The little old lady 

trotted back, a plate of doughnuts in one hand, 

'tnd a little card in the other. 

" Put these doughnuts in your pocket; may­

be they'll come good when you are hungry 

again. And here is a little card; you can read 

I suppose?" 

The faintest suspicion of a smile gleamed in 

John Morgan's eyes as he nodded assent. 

"Well, then, you read it once in a while, just 

to please me. Those are true words on it; and 

Jesus is here yet trying to save, just the same as 

he always was. He wants to save you, young 

man, and you better let him do it now. If I 

were you I wouldn't wait another day." 

As he tramped down the street, his inner man 

so wondflrfully refreshed by the good coffee and 
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bread and butter, he could not help looking at 

the card, which, also, after that breakfast, he 

could not help taking, although he wanted to 

put it in the cheery fire. It \Va~ a ~imple 

enough card, printed on it ill plain letter~ these 

words: "It b a faithful saying, and worthy of 

all acceptation, that Jesus Christ came into the 

world to save sinners." Theil, underneath: " I 

am the bread of life. He that believeth on me 

shall never hunger." Still lower on the carel, in 

ornamented letters, the words: .. The Master 

has come and calleth for thee." Then a hand 

pointing to an italicized line: .. I that speak 

unto thee am he." 

"Queer mess, that," said .John, and he thrust 

the card into hi~ pocket alld strode toward the 

village depot. He meant to board the next 

train and get a little farther into the conntry, 

and continue his search for work. It was 

another freight train, and he succeeded in slip­

ping on it. But it was hardly fairly under way 

when he discovered that he had miscalculated, 

and was being borne back toward the great city 

instead of farther into the country. 

"I don't care," he said. "I don't know what 
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I want of the country. On the whole, I may as 

well try my chances in the city. I'll go up 

Greenwich street and try my luck in the ware­

houses. I can roll boxes about now, since I've 

had another breakfast." 

But the freight train presently switched off, 

ran off into another depot, into another part of 

the city, wherein John was as total a stranger as 

though he had just dropped from the clouds. 

" Where on earth am I ?" he said, bewildered, 

swinging himself down from the top ot the car 

and looking around. "Just my luck r I'm 

nowhere. East, west, north, south, which way 

shall I go? I'll go north. Which is north? 

Or - no, I won't; it's coming winter. I guess 

I'll go south, and walk as long as it looks 
interesting, and see where I'll bring up. What 

difference does it make which way I go?" 

All the difference in the world, John Morgan. 

It is a link in the chain which is narrowing 

around you. It is one of the apparently trivial 

movements which will have its silent, unnoticed, 

unthought of part in helping you to decide 

which way you will go during all your future, 

and at what station you will finally land. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

CORDS UNSEEN. 

~E morning serVICe was just over in the 
~ :reat church on Lexington Avenue. A 
large company of men and women lingered in 
the broad aisles, shaking hands with each other, 
saying a word here and there, in subdued, happy 
tones. A looker-on, who was familiar with reo 

ligiow! meetings, and who yet had not been 
present at this one, would have known by the 

atmospbere lingering in the church, that the 
worshippers had been having a happy time. 

They were loath to leave; they gathered in lit­
tle knots, at convenient standing-places, and dis­

cussed the events of the hour, and the prospects 

of the evening. Large numbers of the ladies 
347 
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had packages of white cards in their hands­

not unlike calling-cards, in size and texture; and 

qnite as carefully written on as ever calling-cards 

were. The hand-writing was peculiar; delicate, 

gracefully rounded letters, skillful flourishes; 

somebody had considered the work important, 

and had bestowed time and skill. 

" Estelle, dear, won't yon go forward and get 

some of the cards? I see very few here who 

will go up Fairmount street, and you may be 

able to reach some who will be otherwise 

neglected." 

So spoke one of the lingerers, a fair-faced 

woman, with silver-tinted hair, to a very grace­

ful bit of flesh and blood, who was evidently 

her daughter, and who evidently lingered, not 

so much from personal interest in the scene, as 

because her mother did. She turned full, won­

dering, and yet deprecating eyes on her mother, 

at the q nestion. 

" Oh, mamma! I can not offer those cards to 

people. I am not one of the workers, you 

know; it bll't expected of me. You have some, 

and that will be sufficient for our family." 

"I am not going up Fairmount street," the 
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mother answered, quietly; "I have only enough 

cards to meet my own opportunities, daughter. 
If Louise were here, dear, can't you think how 

she would scatter those little white messengers?" 

" Louise is good, mamma, and I am not, you 
know; you mustn't expect me to be Louise; I 

can no more take her place in that way than I 
can in a hundred others." 

"Oh, yes, you can, my child; it doesn't re­
quire any special skill to hand a card of invita­

tion to a passer-by, or even to speak a word of 
encouragement to the half persuaded." 

" But, mamma, how would it look for me to 

invite people to the meetings? I am not one of 
the church-members. It wouldn't be very con· 

sistent, I think." 

The mother's eyes were sorrowful and ques­
tioning, as they rested on the face of her fair 

young daughter. She seemed not to know just 
what would be well to answer to this; at last 

she said: 

" Estelle, dear, even though you refuse Christ 
yourself, don't you wish that many others might 
come to him? Poor, sad hearts, who have not 

your opportunities, nor know the way as you 
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do; shouldn't they have their chance to choose, 

and aren't you willing to extend the invitation? " 

The young girl's cheeks flushed a deeper 

pink, and her eyes drooped, but she answered 

steadily: 

" Certainly I am, mamma." 
Then she went forward and received from the 

pastor a package of the beautiful cards, turning 

them over curiously in her hand, wondering 

much how' it would seem to pass them out to 

people, and whether the cards would be accepted 

or refused. 

Simple little cards they were; nothing pre­

tentious or formidable about them; just an an­

nouncement of daily religious services, giving 

the hours of meetings and the name of the 

preacher; then, on the reverse side, in the most 
exquisite penmanship, this simple quotation: 

"The Master is come, and calleth for thee," 

Estelle read it, and the glow on her cheeks did 

not lessen. There was certainly something 

very solemn in the suggestion. Estelle could 

hardly help giving a moment's attention to the 

inquiry whether the Master really were calling 

for her. Could she have brought her heart to 
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the point of believing that such was the case, it 
would have been well with Estelle, for she could 
not have said the Master llay. The sin ill her 

case was that she would not study the subject 

long enough to be able to believe that she was 
personally included in the call. Nevertheless, 
she went her way up Fairmount street, on her 

unusual errand, a little touch of vexation in her 
face over the thought that Louise would have 

done all this so well, and would so have delighted 
in it, while she must bunglingly try to supply 

her place. It was about this time that John 
Morgan turned into Fairmount street, much 

wondering where he was, and what he could be 

expected to do next. 
"Will you have a card, please?" And a 

vision of loveliness fell on his astonished gaze, 

and a delicately gloved hand was stretched forth 

with the fair bit of pasteboard. "It is just an 
invitation to the meetings; we hope you will 
come." And still the card was outstretched, 

and still John stood and stared. What was 

there about that face and voice that seemed 

familiar to him as one whom he had met in a 

dream, or in the far-away unreality of some 
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other existence? It bewildered him to the ex 

tent that he forgot either to decline or accept 

the card, but stood looking, and wondering. 

Estelle felt the importance of saying something 
further to this silent starer. •. They have very 

good singiug, and great crowds come every 

evening; I think you will like it. Will you 

take the card? " 
Thus petitioned, John roused from his bewilder­

ment, put forth his hand for the proffered card, 
because for. the moment he couldn't decide what 

else to do. 
Then Estelle, her mission accomplished and 

her embarrassment great, flitted away from him 

around the corner. "What a strange acting 

fellow!" was her comment. "How he did 

stare! One would suppose he had never seen 
a lady before. Dear me! he looks as though he 
needed a friend. Someway, I can't help feeling 

sorry for him; I really hope he will go to the 
meeting; but of course he won't." And 

Estelle Barrows actually realized that for such a 

dreary, friendless-looking person as he, the love 

of Christ would be a great transformation. She 

did not mean that she, Estelle Barrows in her 
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beauty and purity, surrounded by the safeguards 
of her high position, had no need of Christ, 

neither did she realize that this was the logical 
conclusion of her reasoning. 

" What in the name of common sense has got 
into all the people to-day? They are running 
\\<;ld on cards!" This was John Morgan's com­

ment. He was ashamed and vexed to think he 

had so far forgotten his sullenness and indiffer­

ence as to stare at the fair young face. He 
read the card carefully; more to get away from 
his present thoughts than from any interest in 

it, but the verse on the reverse side held his at­
tention for a few minutes, from the fact that the 
words were the very same as those on the card 

given him by the old lady who had supplied his 
breakfast. It struck him as a strange coinci­

dence. Presently he thrust the bit of paste­

board into his pocket, and dismissed the incident 

from his mind. Not again did it recur to 
him until he was passing, during that same 

evening, a brightly lighted building, from 

whence there issued sounds of music. Some­

thing ill the strains recalled, he knew not how 

or why, the incident of the morning, and the 
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card of invitation. 

place?" he queried. 
if I had blundered 

"I wonder if this is the 
" It would be rather q'leer 

Oil the very builJ.ing, with-

out the least notion of doing any such thing." 

He paused bebre the door, listening to the roll 

of the organ as it sounded on the quiet air. 

" That organ doesn't squeak, anyhow," he said, 

grimly, recalling the organ scene in the old 

church at home, and Louise's pleasure in its im­

proved condition, after his hands took hold of it. 

Thoughts of her suggested the card again, and 

he brought it forth from his pocket, and, by the 

light of a friendly lamp, compared the name on 

the card with the name on the building before 
him. Yes, they agreed; chance or Providence, 

according as you are accustomed to view these 
matters, had led him to the very spot. Still, he 

had no intention of going in. " Pretty looking 
object I am to go to church!" he said, survey­

ing himself critically, something betwe.en a 

smile and a sneer on his face. "I would create 

1\ sensation, I fancy; I wonder if the bit of silk 

and lace that gave me the card is in there? 

And I wonder if she expects to see me ? And 
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I wonder where I have seen her before, and why 
her fape haunts me? " 

The organ had been silent for some minutes; 

now it rolled forth its notes again, and voices, 
that to John seemed of uneart.hly sweetness, 
rang out on the quiet: 

.. Come home! come home! you are weary at heart. 
And the way has been long. 

And so lonely and wild! 

Oh. prodigal child. come home! oh. come home!" 

Was John Morgan homesick? He would 
have scorned the thought. Yet, at the sound of 
these tender word8, a strange, choking sensation 
came over him, and something very like a mist 

filled his eyes. He felt, rather than realized, 
how long and lonely and wild the way had 
been; still, he had no intention of going in. 

He would step nearer and listen to that music, 
those voices were unlike anything that he had 

heard before. He drew nearer, uuder the light 

of the hall lamp ; he could 8ee into the church; 

the doors stood invitingly open; the aisles even 
were full; some were standiug; not well-dressed 

people, all of them, by any means, but some so 

roughly clad that even he would not attract at;. 
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tention by the contrast. A young man, well­

dressed, with an open hymn-book in his hand, 

stood by the door, almost in the halL He 

turned suddenly, amI his ey.es rested on John; 

he beckoned him forw'1I'd; then st.epped towar<l 

him. 
"Come right in, my friend; we can find 

,;tanding-room for you, and the sermon is just 

about to commence." 
"I'm not dressed for such places," said John, 

imagining that he spoke firmly. 

" Oh, never mind the dress; that is not of the 

least consequence; there are plenty of men in 

here in their rough working-clothes. Come 

right in." 

"Come home, come home," sang out the won­
derful voices. And John Morgan, still with no 

intention of going in, yet impelled by a force 

which he no more understood than he under­

stood his own soul, stepped forward and followed 

the young man into the crowded church. The 

singing ceased, and the minister arose and im­
mediately announced his text: 

" Friend hqw camest thou in hither, not hav­

ing on the wedding garment? " 
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The sentence was spoken so like a personal 

question that John looked ahout him, startled. 

~ould it be possible that thp. man was addressing 

Ilim - actually referring to his uncollth dress ~ 

This only for an instant; then he discovered 

that no one was paying the least attention to 

him, and that his dress, rough enough, was Bot 

worse than some by whom he was surrounded. 

But the preacher's manner was so new and 

strange - so unlike anything that.J ohn Morgan 

had ever met before - that, despite his own 

half-formed determination to get out of this, he 

staid, and looked and listened. 

If I could I would tell you about that ser­

mon; but sermons on paper, reported by a 

second party, are so very different from the 

words that come burning hot from the heart of 

the preacher, that, on secon'l thought, it is well 

Qot to make the attempt. 
To John Morgan the entire service was like d 

revelation of mysteries; that which had seemed 

to him bewildering and contradictory, and finally 

actually exasperating in the plan of salvation, 

was made as clear as the sunlight, and one by 

one his own daring subterfuges were swept from 
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him, so that before the sermon clolled h~ felt 

that he indeed stood unclothed and speechless 

before the King. What next? Where should 

he go now? Whither flee ? Was he not suf­
.ficiently wretched before? Had he need to feel 

these truths in order to make his condition less 

endurable? 

The sermon closed, the few words of solemn 

prayer followed, and the choir took up the ser­
vice. Strangely clear, at least to John's ears, 

were the voices that spoke the· tenderly solemn 
words: 

"Oh, do not let the word depart, 

And close thine eyes against the light; 

Poor sinner, harden not thine heart ; 

Thou wouldst be saved, why not to-night?" 

Among the singers he had no difficulty in 
singling out one face and voice. It was a voice 

of unusual sweetness and power, and it was a 
face that haunted him. He could not yet tell 

why. There she was, the fair young beauty 
who had given him his card. How strange it 

was that he had accepted her invitation after 
all! After the song, instead of the benediction 
which John expected, came another invitation. 
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«Now I k.now," said the preacher, "there are 

some in this room to-night who feel that they are 
without the wedding garment, and who believe 

that if the King should ask them why, would be 
speechless. Do not all such wish to settle the 

question? You mean to settle it sometime. 
You do not mean to go up to that guest-cham­
ber unclothed. Why not settle it to-night? 
Why not come up here, all of you who think 

the question unsettled, and who believe that it 
is important enough to be attended to? Come, 

and let us ask the Holy Spirit to help you settle 

it to-night." 
Did John Morgan intend ever to settle the 

question? He looked the thought, for almost 
the fin;t time, squarely in the face. He believed 
that the man who had been speaking was ill 

earnest. He believed that he knew what he 

was talking about. Someway the net-work of 
unbelief in which this foolish young wanderer 
had intrenched himself so long would not bear 

the piercing light of one solemn Bible question, 

one gospel sermon; it slipped away from him 

and left him refugeless. 
"Come," said the. preacher. "Be men now 
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and be women. Be worthy of your position lIS 

reasonable beings. Take steps toward the bet­
ter understanding of this important matter. Do 
what you can. Rest assured that the King will 
see to it that the rest is done for you. Come 
now." 

Had John Morgan the least idea of going? 
He told himself that he had not. He told him­
self that he didn't believe in these things; that 
they were not for him, and even while he said so 
his heart said back to him," That is not true." 
How came he to leave his siation away back by 
the door, and to follow the throng who were 
moving up the aisle, and to krreel down there 
before that gray-haired man? Neither then, nor 
afterward, did John Morgan understand it. He 
had not intended to go - at least he supposed 
he had not; and yet he went. He did not be­
lieve that he had any feeling on the subject; he 
believed that he hated religion and all religion­
ists. No, not all; there was Louise; he had 
tried to hate her, and failed. There was that 
fair girl who gave him the card, and that 
wrinkled old woman who had given him the 
card. What was the use in hating them? He 



Cord8 Un8een. 36~ 

did not believe that he did. Then this gray 
haired, earnest, clear-brained preacher. No, he 

found nothing like hatred in his heart for him. 
But what was the use of going up there? He 

didn't want to be prayed for. Yes, he did; or, 
at least he was not sure but he did. He wanted 

something; he could not be certain what it was; 
and before it was reasoned out, or before he 

understood what motive impelled him, or quite 

what he meant, he had been slowly impelled -
he could almost have said" pushed forward" -
by a something, or a someone, stronger than him­

self, to whom he felt impelled to yield. 
It was just as the city clocks were striking the 

hour of nine. He didn't know that at that 
hour four people, in three separate rooms, were 
kneeling and presenting his name before th", 

King, begging for him the wedding garment­
Louise and Lewis in the quiet of their own 

room, Dorothy in John's own hall-chamber, 
Carey Martyn in his own room over the kitchen, 

each, according to the covenant into which they 

had entered, breathing the same name, united in 

the same desire. " While they are yet speaking, 
I will hear." Did the King say that of them 
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that night? Did a message go from the palace 

that night, "Clothe John Morgan in the wed 

ding garment, and write his name among the 

guests who have accepted the invitation?" 
There are those, even in the so-called Christian 
world, who would fail to see the connecting link 

between this conference held nightly with the 

King, and these strange leadings which John 
Morgan had called chanie. 

Yet is it not blessed, after all, to remember 
that the witnesses are daily increasing who can 
testify to just such chains as these - chains 
reaching even to the Infinite Arm, and moving 

that Arm to reach down and pluck some 
stranded, sin-surrounded soul, lifting its feet 

from the mire and setting them firmly on the 
Rock, even the Rock of Ages? 



CHAPTER XXllI. 

"FORBID THEM NOT." 

~ the Morgan family, the long, golden j,I ~ummer months moved slowly. The 
first actual break in the household had come to 
them; none of the family had realized how hard 
it would be until it was met. I suppose it is a 

fact, many times proved by experience, that 
trial either softens or hardens the human heart. 

Certainly Mrs. Morgan's heart was not undergo­
ing the softening process; she brooded over her 

first great anxkty until at times it seemed to her 
that no sorrow was like unto her sorrow; and 

she chafed under it as a cruel thing. 
Farmer Morgan, though saying little, had 

aged under the trouble, and seemed .at times lib 
363 
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a broken-down man; yet he steadily resisted 
any effort at comfort, and sternly forbade any 
attempts to make search for the missing boy . 
.. He has chosen to cut himself off from us," he 
would say, coldly; "let him get the full benefit 
of it." Yet there were times when he hinted, 
in the presence of the mother, that had the 
home atmosphere been less hard and cold, JohD 
might have been kept; and she more than 
hinted, in the coldest of voices, that if hiB 
father had not treated John like a little boy, 
and made him work like a slave, there Deed 
have been no trouble; so of course those two 
could not help each other, and only grew 
further apart in their common sorrow. Taken 
all together, the summer was one full of bitter­
ness to the new bud that had been grafted on to 
the gnarled old tree. 

There were times when Louise's brave heart 
sunk within her, and she cried in tears to the 
Lord for relief. It was not that she was not 
willing to bear the heat and burden of the 
day, but the poor heart so longed for fruitage. 
Was her Christian effort in vain? she ques­
tioned. Then her thoughts went away from 
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the old farm-house, back to her own lovely 
home, and her lovely sister Estelle; how long 
she had prayed for her; how earnestly she had 
striven to bring her as a trophy to the Master I 
Yet the bright, winsome girl was fast blushing 
into womanhood, her life still uncrowned by 
this consecration. Thinking of her and of 
John, and of the steadily aging father and the 
hard mother, in this new home, could Louise be 
other than sad sometimes? "If ye had faith as 
a grain of mustard-seed." Yes, I know; it 
was true, her faith was weak. But whose if! 
strong? 

There were bright spots. It was strange that 
with the illustration ever before her, she should 
so often forget it. 

Dorothy moved steadily on her upward 
way. She had given herself entirely to the 
Master's service, and he was daily showing her 
that he accepted the gift. Occasionally, Louise 
found heart for admiration over the rapid 
strides that Dorothy had taken, and the avenues 
for work opening on every hand. There had 
been, during the summer months, a Sabbath­
school organized in the little brown school· 
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house, just above them. Noone quite remem· 
bered how it started into growth, only Louise, 

who knew it was born of Dorothy's sudden, 

startled: "What a pity that those children are 
not being taught anything!" as she watched 

half a dozen playing together in an uproarious 
manner, one Sunday afternoon. Now the 

school had been in progress three months, and 
was flourishing. Lewis was superintendent, 
much to his own astonishment; and Louise, and 

Dorothy, and Carey Martyn, and the young 
lady whose father employed him, were the 

teachers. Louise had organized a Bible class 
composed of some of the mothers, and was 
working faithfully among them, yet not seeing 

the fruit that she longed for. Mr. Butler had of 
late fallen into the habit of walking out on 
Sabbath afternoon, and talking a few minutes to 

the children. Once he overheard a remark of 
Dorothy's not by any means intended for his 
ears: 

"Mr. Butler's talk to the children was real 
good, wasn't it?" Carey Martyn said to her; 
and she had answered heartily: 

" Yes, it was; when he talk8, without having 
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it put on paper, it sounds as though he meaut it. 
I wonder why it makes such a difference to I·ead 

things off." 

And the minister, just at their elbow, intend­

ing to join them for a little talk, turned away 
with heightened color, and went home to ponder 

the question. Perhaps that had somewhat to do 
with the fact that two Sundays thereafter he 

talked to the people who gathered in the dreary 
little church. I do not know that they dis­
cussed the sermon much during the week, but I 

know that one and another said to himself: 
" I must try to get to prayer-meeting, Wednes­
day evening; I declare it is a shame to have so 

small an attendance. We ought to go, if for 
nothing else than to sustain the minister; he 
seems really in earnest." Yet he had not 

preached about the prayer-meeting. Still, its 
evident growth, the next Wednesday evening, 

encouraged his heart, and had to do with certain 
earnest thoughts that he worked up in his next 
morning's sermon, which was simply "talked" 

again, not read. Perhaps he would have beeu 
discouraged had he known that this wise people, 

not used to the work of making sermons, did 
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not call these efforts of his, over which he had 
toiled as he never had over written work, ser· 
mons at all. They imagined him to have been 
belated in his preparations, and simply to have 
opened his mouth and let the words flow out • 

.. We haven't had a sermon in two weeks, 
now," said one wise head to another. 

And surely the minister who had sat late 
nearly every night, thinking out, and trying to 
get accustomed to what he meant to try and say 
would have been discouraged had he heard it; 
especially, if- he had not heard the answer: 

" No; but the fact is, I like these talks better 
than the real sermons; I get better hold of 
them; and they seem, somehow, to do me more 
good. I don't care how many times he leaves 
out the sermon, I'm sure!" 

Now, this was one of the most thoughtful 
minds belonging to the little company which 
gathered once a week in the old church. On 
the whole, might not the minister have felt 
somewhat encouraged, had he known it all ? 

But I commenced this chapter with the spe­
cial intention of telling YOIl about little NeeHe 
Morgan. She has. been kept very much in the 
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background of the story; and she was a quiet, 
old-fashioned sort of a child, who kept herself 
much out of hearing, at least, though she 
listened well. 

On this particular autumn afternoon, of which 
I write, the world was in gloom. The glory 
which had had possession of the country for the 
few weeks past seemed to have departed in a 
night, leaving in its place clouds and wind, and 
dull, withered leaves flying about, and, presently, 
a chill, depressing rain. The Morgan house­
hold felt the depression. Mrs. Morgan, senior, 
knew, when first she opened her eyes on the 
dreariness, that it was one of her black days­
John's birthday. She was sorry that she 
thought of it; she struggled all day with the 
memories of the past. She saw John's curly 
head nestled in her arms; she saw him trotting, 
a beautiful two-year-old bit of mischief, always 
at her side; she saw his little shoes - though they 
were laid away in the bottom of her old trunk 
in the attic, yet they seemed to stare at her all 
day, haunting her with the dreams that she had 
had, and that had faded. Every hour in the 
day her heart grew heavier, and her outward de-
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meanur grew harder. Why could not those 
about her have realized that she bitterly suf­
fered? Whether the knowledge had helped her 
or not, it would have made the day easier to 
them. Neelie, soon after the early dinner, took 
refuge in her new sister's room; and, drawing 
the small rocker close to the cheery fire, turned 
over, for the hundredth time, a volume 
brightened with many pictures, and maintained 
silence, leaving Louise to the sadness of her 
thoughts. They were sad; the atmosphere of 
the house was growing at times almost too 
much for her. She did not seem to be gaining 
on her mother-in-law. Yet she felt that, on Dor­
othy's account, she would not he elsewhere. 
Presently Neelie's soft voice broke the silence: 

" Sister Louise, what do you think He said to 
them, when He took them in his arms?" 

She was bending her fair head over a familial 
picture, which she seemed to love to study: 
Jesus, with a fair, sweet-faced child in his arms 
and many others clustering around him. 

Louise tried to call in her thoughts enough to 
answer: 

"Why, you know, dear, he blessed them." 
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"Yes, I know; but just what do you think he 
said? the exactly words. I wish I could have 
heard him." 

There was intense pathos in the voice, but 
Louise's preoccupied heart did not notice. 

"I don't know, Neelie, just the words; only I 
suppose he prayed for them, that his Father 

would take care of them, and' make them his 
own children." 

Silence again in the room, and Louise went 
on with her broken thread of thought; and the 

child's eyes were still riveted on the picture: 
Suddenly she spoke again, and this time the 

voice was so eager, 'so intense, that it called her 

sister back. keenly, and entirely from all 

wandering: 
"If I could only have been there." 
It was the echo of more than a passing fancy 

of a child; and Louise, looking at her, saw that 

her fair blue eyes were brimming with tears, and 

the large drops were staining the page before 

her. 
". Why, my darling little sister, what is the 

~rouble ? " Her voice was full of sympathy 

!lOW, and she dropped the work she had been 
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listlessly sewing, and, drawing the little rocker 
toward her, put loving arms around Neelie. 
"What makes the tears come, little darling 

sister? " 
"Oh, Louise, I don't know, quite; but I 

think and I think about it, and wish I could see 
him and hear him speak. If he would only say, 
'Neelie, come here,' I would run so fast; and. I 

• 
can't make it seem as though he cared now for 
me. My teacher in the Sunday-school says I 
must give my heart to him; but I don't know 
·how. If I could see him and ask him about it. 
as they had a chance to do, I think it would be 
80 nice; and then I can't help crying." 

"Jesus said, Suffer little children, and forbid 
them not, to come unto me. But his disciples 
rebuked them." 

"Is it possible," thought Louise, "that I have 
been one of those faithless disciples, rebuking, or 
at least ignoring, the presence of ODe of his lit­
tle ones, while I reached out after fruit that I 
dared to think was of more importance! " 

I can not explain to you with what a chill her 
heart took in this thought, anti she gathered 
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Neelie to her, and her voice was tenderness 
itself. 

"You poor little lonely lammie I Would no 
one show you the way to the Shepherd? It is 
jf!.st as easy, darling, as it was when he was on 
earth; and he calls you just as surely. You 
don't know how to give your heart to him? I 
shouldn't wonder if you had done it without 
knowing how. Do you think you love the dear 
Saviour, Neelie, and want to try to please 
him ?" 

I' I'm sure I do," said Neelie, brushing back 
the tears and looking with earnest eyes into her 
questioner's face. "I do want to, but I keep 
forgetting, and doing naughty things, and then 
am sorry, and I think I won't ever again, and 
then I do; and, oh dear! I don't know what to 

do." 
The old sad cry of the awakened human 

heart: "That which I do, I allow not; for 
what I would, that do I not, but what I hate, 
that do I." And the sad little heart had not 

learned the triumphant chorus, "Thanks be to 
God which giveth us the victory thro~tgh 011' 
Lord Jesus Ghri8t!" 
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"Poor darling!" said Louise, and she held 
her close. " I know all about it. But see here, 
if you love him, then you have given him your 
heart; whoever you love has a piece of your 
heart; and if you love him very much, so that 
you are determined to please him just as well as 
you can, then you belong to him, and he has 
blessed you. Neelie, dear, I know what you 
have been thinking about; you would have 
liked it if you had been there so that he could 
pray for you." 

" Yes, I would! " said N eelie, the emphasis of a 
strong desire in her voice. 

"Well, now, let me tell you. I felt just so 
when I was a little girl, and a lady found for me 
a verse in the Bible which showed me that he 
prayed for me while he was here on the earth. 
Then I was glad. Listen: Once when Jesus 
was praying, and had asked his Father to take 
care of his disciples, and keep them from sin, he 
said: 'And, Father, I do not pray only for 
these; I pray for everyone who shall ever be­
lieve on me, because my disciples have told 
them about me.' " 

"That means me I" said Neelie, with a flash 
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of intelligence in her bright eyes. "Oh, Louise, 
that does mean me ! " 

"Of course it does, my darliog little sister. 
Now, let me tell you, what I said when I was a 

little girl, not much older than you. I deter­
mioed that I would belong to Jesus all my life, 
aod that I would try in everything to please 

him, and my papa taught me a little prayer to 
speak to him, telling him what I meant to do. 

This was the prayer, 'Here, Lord, I give myself 
away, 'tis all that I can do.' Do you want to 
give yourself to Jesus, Neelie, to belong to him 

forever? " 
"Yes," said the child, with grave face and 

earnest eyes, from which the tears had passed, 

leaving only solemn resolve, " I do." 
And they two knelt down beside the little 

rocker, and the rain pattered from the eaves out­
side, and the fire crackled ill the stove inside; 
and ru;;ide from these sounds, and the low mur­

mured words of prayer from young lips, a sol­
emn silence filled the room, and the deed of 

another human soul was" signed, sealed and de­

livered" to its rightful owner. 
It was a radiant face that was raised to Louiso 
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a few moments thereafter, and the child's voice 

had a note of triumph in it . 
.. He took me," she said, simply. "I belong 

to him now; I did not understand it before; but 

it is very easy. He took me." 
Could any elaboration make the story of the 

mysterious change simpler? 

How do you think that older disciple felt 
about the matter of fruitage? Here had she 
been looking right and left of her for sheaves to 

take to the Master, and behold, just at her feet, 
a bud had grown and swelled and burst into 

bloom before she had even discovered signs of 
life! It taught her a lesson that she put often 

into practice among the lambs thereafter. It 
led her to remember that possibly his disciples 

of to-day often occupy unwittingly the positi.on 
of rebukers, even while the Master's voice is 

calling, "Suffer the little children, and forbid 
them not." 

Two hours thereafter they were dowll in the 
kitchen, Louise and Neelie; Louise had been 

called down by a message from a neighbor, and 

Neelie had followed. The errand dispatched, 
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the daughter-in-law lingered in the kitchen, her 
hungry heart looking for a bit of cheer. 

Changes in the kitchen arrangements had in­
volved the clearing out and reordering of a cer­

tain corner cupboard that day, and Dorothy, 
perched on a chair, was settling the upper 
shelves. Her mother, with a face that every 
hour in the day had grown harder, because of 

the conflict within which she was determined 
nobody should suspect, was sorting over boxes 
of spices, bags of dried seeds, papers of treas­
ures. Dorothy found a niche which she believed 

would just receive one of the treasures, a large, 
old-fashioned, covered dish of china, dating 
back in its pattern for nearly a hundred years, 
and valued in the household, as such pieces gen 
erally are, for a dozen times their worth. She 
glanced about her. Louise had moved to the 
distant window, and was looking out upon the 
dull sky and earth. Her mother was absorbed 

and forbidding-looking. Little N eelie was stand· 
i.J;lg very near the treasured dish, and her quick 
eye saw what was wanted, and her quick and 
eager fingers grasped the treasure; 
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" I'll hand it to you, Dorrie; you· need'nt get 

down. " 
"Oh, no I" said Dorothy, aghast, but not 

quickly enough. The small hands that were so 
anxious to help had seized it, and was safely 

bearing it forward, when the metallic voice of 
the mother came startlingly upon her. 

_. Cornelia Morgan, put that dish down on the 

table this instant I " 
Poor, startled Neelie, eager to obey, anxious 

to show her mother and Dorothy, and, above all, 

Louise, that she meant to do right, turned to 

obey; but, alas! her nervous little hand meas­

ured falsely the height of the table, and she hit 
the rare blue dish against its edge, the treacher­

ous cover toppled over, and - well, how did it 
happen? Who ever kn·ows just how dire acci­

dents happen? Such a second of time in which 
they do it all! What Neelie and the rest of the 
startled spectators knew was that the family 
heirloom lay in a dozen pieces on the yellow 
kitchen floor I 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

STORM • 

.»!R the space of about one minute there .v:as silence in the kitchen; then Mrs. 

Morgan, senior, advanced with swift steps and 

stern face, and caught the trembling Neelie by 
the arm and whirled her into the little bedroom 
near at hand, and closed the door with an 
ominous bang. Then, presently, there followed 
those sounds so absolutely unendurable to re­
fined and sensitive nerves, rapid blows, mingled 

with pitiful pleadings for mercy. 
I have often wondered whether, if those given 

to the administration of that sert of punishment 

could be lookers-on, or listeners, while another 
dealt the blows, it would not materially change 

879 
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their views of the entire question. Is it possible 
under those circumsbnces, to avoid feeling a loss 
,f respect for the administrator? To escape 
from the notion that he or she is submitting to a 
Belf-degradation ? 

The two sisters looked at each other in dire 
dismay 1 

"Poor little Neelie! ,. gasped Dorothy, at 
length. " She hadn't the least idea that she was 
doing anything wrong. How can mother punish 
her?" 

Louise made no answer, because there seemed 
to her nothing that it was safe to say. 

"Oh, mamma, don't; please don't!" wailed 
Neelie; "I didn't mean to do anything wrong." 

Then did Dorothy's courage rise to the point 
of action. She went swiftly over to that closed 
door, pushed it open, and spoke with eager, 
tremulous voice: 

" Oh, mother, don't whip Neelie; I know she 
didn't mean to do anything wrong." 

"Dorothy Morgan I" said the firm, stern voice 
of her mother, never colder or firmer than at 
that moment, "leave this room and close the 
door immediately." 
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And Dorothy immediately obeyed. She al­
ways obeyed her mother; but is it probable that. 
just at that moment, she respected her? 

Louise leaned her head against the rain­

bespattered window-pane, and looked out into 
the dreariness and waited; and Dorothy got back 
on her perch and leaned her head against the 
cupboard door, and wiped a distressed tear from 
her face with the back of her hand, and waited. 
It was not that either of those misery-stricken 

waiters feared injury to Neelie; at least not to 
the physical part of her. Mrs. Morgan was not 
in that sense, cruel. They were well aware that 
the punishment would not be unduly severe; 

but, nevertheless, there was that miserable sense 
of degradation. Was it possible to avoid the 
conclusion that the mother was angry, and was 
venting the pent-up irritations of the day on her 
defenseless child? Each wail of N eelie's sank 
the mother lower in the estimation of daughter 
and daughter-in-law. The latter, realizing and 

struggling with the feeling, trying to reason 
herself into the belief that Mrs. Morgan must 
know what was best for her child, -and 

with strange inconsistenr.y trying to determine 
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whether she could ever respect her agaill; 
Dorothy, not conscious of the name of the misera­

ble feelings that held her in possession, but 

knowing that life seemed very horrid just then. 

All these phases of misery occupied little room 
in time -one's heart works rapidly. Quiet 

carne to the little bedroom, broken only by an 

occasional sob, and presently the adminilltrator 
of justice (?) came out, closing the door after 
her. 

" Pick up those pieces and throw them away," 

was her first command to Dorothy. "One 
would have supposed you could have done that 
without waiting to be told; and don't climb up 

there again; I will finish the work myself; if I 

had done it in the first place, instead of setting 
you at it, I would have saved myself a great 
deal of trouble." 

"Can't they be mended?" Dorothy asked, 
aghast at the idea of t.hrowing away the bits of 
treasured blue china. 

"No, they can't. J don't want my mother's 
china patched up - a continual eyesore; I 
wO'Uld rather put it out of sight:' 

"Poor Neelie!" said Dorothy stooping to 
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gather the fragments, Rnd astonished at her own 
courage; "she was so eager to help." 

"It was not for trying to help that she was 
punished," explained the mother, coldly - the 
very tones of her voice betraying the fact that 

she felt the need of self-justification - " she 
knows very well that she has been forbidden to 
touch any dishes, without special permission, and 

the fact that she forgot it only proves that she 
pays very little attention to commands. And 
you, Dorothy, are trying to help her pay less 

attention. I was astonished at your interfer­
ence! Don't let me ever see anything of that 

kind again." 
And then Dorothy hated the blue china 

pieces, and would rather throw them away 
than not. Still Louise lingered in the kitchen; 
not be calise the atmosphere was pleasant, but 

because she pitied Dorothy, who was evidently 
much tried still; she could not go away and 
leave her, perhaps to be vanquished by the 

tempter. 
It presently transpired that Dorothy had a 

new and fruitful source of anxiety. The early 
autumn night walll closing in; the rain Wai 
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increasing, so were the wind and the dampness. 
In the kitchen, Mother Morgan herself poked 

the fire and added another stick, and the glow 
and warmth that followed were agreeable; but 

the bedroom door was closed, and Dorothy was 

almost sure that the bedroom window was open, 
and occasioually there came a dry little cough 

from the little girl shut in there, that deepened 
the look of anxiety on the sister's face. Her 

mother grew more gloomy looking as the mo­
ments passed, but Dorothy ventured yet again: 

"Mother, shall I shut the bedroom window?" 
No; let the bedroom window alone." 

Presently the mother descended to the cellar, 

and J)orothy seized the opportunity to express 
her anxieties. 

"Neelie will catch her death in there; she 

must be real chilly; it is growing dalIlPer every 
minute, and she has al cold now; what can 

mother be thinking off! " 

Then Louise began to give attention to the 
dry little cough, and to grow anxious also. 
Debating the question for a while as to whether 

she would help or hinder by speaking, she finally 
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determined to t,ry, so she said, in as indifferent 
a tone as she could assume: 

"Shall I open the bedroom door, mother? 
Neelie seems to be ooughing." 

The mother faced around on her, from the 
cupboard where she was still working, and these 

were the words she said: 
.. Mrs. Lewis Morgan, can I be allowed to 

manage my own family, or must I give it up to 

you? " 
Then Louise went up-stairs, and shut her 

door and locked it, and sat down in the little 
rocker so lately vacated by Neelie, and gave 

herself up to the luxury of tears! It was not 
merely this event it was a good many little 

events that had been piling up during many 
trying days; and the night was chill, and the 
world outside was in gloom, and Lewis was 
away, to be gone all night, and for two nights 

to come, and it seemed to the young wife as 
though two nights represented years, and it 
seemed a long time since she had seen her 

mother, and she was sorry for poor, little 
banished Neelie, and so she cried. She had some 

vindictive thoughts also: she told herself that 
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this struggle to belong to the family, and be one 

of them, was perfect nonsense; and she had 

borne it quite as long as any human being could 

be expected to; Lewis would insist on a separate 

home whenever she gave the hint; what was the 

use in trying to endure this sort of thing longer? 

Mrs. Morgan had insulted her; why should she 

bear it? She would not go down to supper; she 

would not go down again to-night; she would 

send word that, at least so long as her husband 

was absent, she would remain in her room, and 

not irritate the mistress of the house by her 

presence. She would write to her mother, aud 

tell hel' just what a hateful world this was, and 
how disagreeable a person named "mother" 

could be. She would go home; would start 

to-morrow morning, and telegraph Lewis to take 

the westward-bound train instead of the eastern 

and meet her there, and they would stay until 

Father Morgan was willing to give them, what 

was her husband's right, a spot for himself. To 

be sure, she meant to do none of these dire 

things; but it was a sort of luxury to go over 

them in her heart, and imagine what shu could 

do, the I>ensation that she could create, if she 
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chose. This is one of the miserable snares with 

which Satan trips the feet of un wary saints, 

leading them to feel that to luxuriate in bitter 

thoughts, that they really do not intend to carry 
0l!t, is no harm; letting chern forget that by jnst 
so much is their spirituality weakened, and their 
communion with Christ cut off. It was in this 

case but a partial victory, for Louise. presently 
feeling the gloom of heart too much for her to 

~truggle under, looked about for relief, and 
being used to seeking it but in one place, drop­

ped on her knees and carried the whole dreary 
scene to Him who bears our sorrows and carries 
our griefs; and when, almost an hour afterward, 

she answered Dorothy's summons to tea, her face 
was serene and her heart at rest. 

Neelie was at the table, a trifle more quiet 

than usual, albeit she was always a meek and 
quiet little mouse, her face a shade paler than 
usual, and her eyes disposed to seek Louise's 

with a questioning gaze, as if she would de­
termine whether she had been considered 

naughty; but when Louilile answered the ques­
tion by a tender, reassuring smile, the little facll 

became radiant. 
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I want you to do Mother Morgan justice. 

She was by no means cruel intentionally; she 

would not have kept Neelie in the cold five 

minutes had her nature realized the s~tuation; 
her own blood was fairly boiling in her veins; 

she could not have conceived of the possibility 
of anybody being chilled that day. She hon­

estly believed Dorothy to be a simpleton, and 
Louise to be trying to interfere with her duties 
a8 the mistress of the family. Therefore she 

had no self-accusing spirit with which to meet 
her family at the tea-table; so she was self­
poised and dignified. But Louise, in her half 

hour of communion in the chamber of peace, had 
found strength enough to bear any amount of 
dignity and carried herself sweetly and helpfully 
through the hour. 

Into the gloom of that rainy night came a 
guest that dispelled all the dignity, and made 
each member of the unfortunately constructed 
household feel of kin. Louise was the first to 

bear it, even before Dorothy, that strange, 
hoarse cough, which has fallen in so many a 

household almost like the sound of earth-clods on 
a coffin, and which, too often, has been but the 
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forerunner of that very sound. Louise had 

heard it from the little sister at home, often 

enough, and understood the signal so well that 
it brought her to her feet with a bound, so that 

when Dorothy, a few moments later, knocked, 

hesitatingly, at her door, she answered with a 

quick" Yes, dear," and threw it wide open, 
herself nearly dressed. 

"Oh, Louise! Do you hear N eelie ? Isn't 
she very sick? " 

" She has the croup, Dorrie; I am going right 
down." And Louise searched rapidly, yet with 

the air of one who knew what she wanted, and 
where it was, in her trunk for a package. 
Dorothy shivered. 

"Oh, Louise! what if mother doesn't think 

there is much the matter with her, and will not 

do things?" 
"I wouldn't borrow trouble, dear. Your 

poor mother is more likely to be overwhelmed 
with anxiety. Come down; we can find some­
thing to do." And she sped swiftly down­

stairs. 
Whereupon Dorothy's courage returned. She 

followed suit, and immediately attacked tht> 
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stove, and arranged kindlings with ~killed 

fiugers, and applied her match, and lifted on the 

large kettle and filled it with water, while 

Louise pushed boldly into the bedroom, none too 

soon, for the white-faced mother sorely needed 

help. 
It was a rapid and very severe form of that 

terrillle disease, and there were no young men to 

~asten for a doctor, though anxiety lent haste 

to the old father's fingers, and he was even then 

saddliug a horse with what speed he could. 

"Have you tried hot water?" was Louise's 

fh~t question, as she hastened to raise the head 

of the struggling, suffering child. 

"No," said Mrs. Morgan, her voice expressing 

an anxiety that she could not conceal. "There 

is no hot water; and there iSll't anything; and 

the doctor will never get here. There is nil 
fire." 

"Yes, there is," said Louise, who already 

caught its brisk snapping. "Dorrie is there; 
we will have hot water in five minutes," and she 
hurried to the kitchell. 

"That's right Dorrie; just a little water, so 

we can have it at on~e; then set the other kettle 
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on, and fill it half full, and as soon as it heata 
fill up. And Dorrie, get a tub; I'll run for 
blankets. But, first, where's a spoon?" 

"Have you the medicine that you use?" 
This to the mother, for she was back again 
beside her . 

.. No," said Mrs. Morgan again in that same 
distressed tone; "I haven't anything." 

Then Louise produced her package, and un. 
tied it with rapid fingers. 

"This is what my mother uses for my little 
sister." 

Mrs. Morgan, senior, seized the bottle, gave one 
glance at the label, returned it, with a brief, 
decisive sentence, " Give her some." 

And the already secured spoon was promptly 
produced and the medicine dropped, none toe 
soon, for it was growing momently harder for 
Neelie to swallow anything. 

Don't you know just how they worked, those 
three women, for the next hour, over that child? 
If I write for those who have had no experience 
in such suffering, where there is such dire need 
of haste, and where all remedies at times are 
utter failUl'es, blessed are the v, althougb Louise 
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blessed the past hours of experience that had 

given her knowledge and skill for this night. 
Both were needed, for Mrs. Morgan's usually 

cold nerves were trembling, and a terrible fear 
of what might be coming blanched her face, and 

made her limbs tremble beneath her. She gave 
herself unresistingly to the lead of Louise and 

Dorothy; for Dorothy, the moment she found 
something to do, sprung into action and energy, 

and the hot-water bath was ready almost before 
it had seemed possible. 

Neelie, in the midst of her sufferings, had 

strength to greet Louise's coming with a smile; 
and although it was hard work to speak at all 
murmured, as the face of her sister recalled the 

earlier events of the afternoon, " He took me." 
"What does she say? " asked the mother her 

voice sharpened with pain; Louise hesitated a 
moment; then struggling to keep back the tears 
answered steadily, smiling on Neelie: 

"She is referring to a little conversation 
which she and I had this afternoon. She gave 
herself away to Jesus, and Ilhe is telling me that 
he took her. Yes, darling; I know he did." 

A sharp cry, almost as from a wounded 
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animal, escaped the drawn lips of the mother, 

then she gave herself with renewed energy to 
the work of fighting disease. 

And the clock was watched eagerly, and the 
drops administered at just such moments; and 

the bath was replenished, and the rubbing of 
feet and hands went on, and the compresses 
were changed constantly; -and, just as Dorothy, 

with a little gasp of relief, said "There's the 
doctor!" as the sound of voices was heard in 
the hall, Louise and her mother-in-law said, in 

the same breath, "She breathes easier! " 
" Well said the doctor, after the patient had 

been examined, and the drops from Louise's 

bottle looked into, and the questions had been 
answered, "you have really done all there wa~ 
to be done, and the little woman is past thl' 

crisis for to-night, but it was a tough case,] 

guess. That medicine works like a charm, 
sometimes, and sometimes it doesn't. It helps, 
though, where there is hot water, and speed and 
good judgment to supplement it." 

The Morgan family were not likely to forget 

~he experience of that night. To each member 
.,f it they had been peculiar. Noone knows. 
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or at least can describe, the emotions which 
tugged at the heart of the father, as he galloped 

through the gloom of that night, not knowing 

but that the death angel, who evidently hovered 
near, would have gone away with his youngest 
born before he could get back to her. No one, 

perhaps but the Searcher of hearts will ever 
know what the mother felt as she strained every 

nerve to hold back the destroyer, and yet 
thought she saw his grim steps approaching. 
Through all the swift working and swift think­
ing, the strongest feeling of Louise's heart had 
been pity for that mother. All the events of 

the dreary afternoon photographed themselves 
before her with' startling distinctness. What 

must they be to the mother? Swiftly as she 
worked, and entirely as she seemed to give her­

mind to the needs of the hour, with every 
motion there went up a prayer that the great 
Physician would, for the mother's sake, speak 
the word of healing, and presently there went 

up the prayer of grateful acknowledgment. 
Fair little Neelie, as she lay back at last, white 
and exhausted with her han] hours of suffering, 
seemed possessed with something like the same 
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feeling of pity for the mother, but she gave it 
expression in a way that almost broke that 
mother's' heart. Putting up her weak little 
hand as the mother bent over her, she patted 
tenderly the white, wrinkled cheek, and said, in 

the most loving and penitent of tones: 
"Dear mamma, I didn't mean to be naughty." 
Then, indeed, the strain that had been upo!: 

the mother's heart, not only for that afternoon, 
but for days and weeks, gave way suddenly 
and with the bitter cry, "Oh, N eelie, don't!' 
she burst into a passion of tears. 



CHAPTER f(XV. 

UIWONDITIONAL SURRENDER. 

~SECOND time in her life did Mrs. Mor­
~ ~an, senior, seek her daughter-in-law's 

room. Not unsolicited, however. Louise, all 
unknowingly, planned the way for an easier ap­

proach. 
"Mother," she said, toward the evening of 

the day that followed that night of watching, 
"won't you just slip up to my room and lie 
down for an hour or two? You look so tired, 
u.nd you know you had no rest at all last night. 
Dorrie and I will take the best possible care of 
N eelie; and, indeed, she looks so bright as to 

hardly need care." 

This invitation had been repeated at intervals 
396 
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during the day; but Mrs. Morgan, though not 
repellant in her manner, had steadily resisted 
every suggestion, and yet had seemed not un­
grateful for the thoughtfulness. 

"Perhaps I will by and by," she had said to 
Louise's last suggestion; but it was an hour af­
terward, when Louise had despaired of her suc­
cess and had sought her room, that Mrs. Mor· 
gan tapped at her door. 

"That is good," the daughter said, briskly. 
" Let me bring a spread and arrange the pillows 
comfortably, and you will get a nice rest before 
Neelie misses you." 

"Wait," said Mrs. Morgan, arresting Louise's 
quick steps; don't fix the bed; I have not 
come to lie down; I don't feel like resting; I 
want to talk with you. Sit down here by the 
fire. I suppose I need your help. I need some­
thing - I don't really know what. I have been 
having a very hard time." 

"I know it," said Louise, quick sympathy in 
her voice. "Last night was a heavy strain, but 
you can safely rest now, she is so much better. 

I never saw anyone rally so rapidly." 
"I don't mean that. My hard time did not 
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begin last night. I don't feel sure that I can 

tell you when it began; away back. I have 
made some of my hard times, I can see that. I 

have been disappointed in my children. John 

disappointed me, long ago; I had ambitions for 

him, I had plans, and everything happened to 
thwart them. I felt hard at Lewis, some of the 

time, because he seemed to come in the way; 
and I felt hard - well, at everything. I have 
thought that his father did .not treat him just as 
I would have done if I had been a father. So 
I have just gone through life, being out of sorts 
at everything. 

"For a while after you came here I had 
hopes that John would take to you, and that he 
would come out all right; and when I saw how 
much stress you laid on prayer, I began to feel 

glad that you were praying for John, and to 
sort of expect that good would come of it. 
Then you know how awfully I was disappointed, 
and how things went from bad to worse. Then 

a,fter he went away, it seemed to me as though 
my heart turned to stone. I didn't feel as 
though I cared much for the other children, and 

I didn't want to. Dorothy provoked me, and 
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Lewis provoked me, and you provc.ked me 
worst of all. I have grown harder and bitterer 
every day; I was rebellious at God; I thought 
he had treated me badly. I got down on my 
knees once and prayed for John; and I said to 
myself that He ought to have heard me, and he 
didn't, and I couldn't forgive him. 

"Then came last night. I was hard on my 
poor little girl. I didn't punish her hard, I 
don't mean that. I just gave her three or four 
slaps, that, if they had been given in sport, she 
wouldn't have minded. It was her heart that I 
hurt, and I knew it. I knew at the time that I 
was punishing her unjustly. The child didn't 
mean to be disobedient - didn't know that she 
was - but I had been having a dreadful day 
and it seemed an actual relief to have some es­
cape for my bitterness. So I whipped her. 
But I have been punished for it. Last night 
was an awful night I If she had died I believe 
I should have lost my reason; and I thought 
she would die. I believed that God had sent for 
her in retnlmtion. Yet I cried to him. I told 
h,im I had been bitter and severe and rebellious, 
and was yet, but that if he would spare my baby 
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I would try to serve him; I would do anything 
that he told me. Now he has taken me at my 
word, when I didn't expect it, and I am a 
woman who has always been noted for keeping 
a promise. I mean to keep this one, but I don't 
know how. I don't even know what he wants 
of me. It seemed to me that you ought to 
know, and to be able to tell me, so I have come 
to you for help." 

Throughout the telling of this story Louise 
had not interrupted by word or movement; but 
long before it was concluded, the sympathetic 
tears were dropping on her mother's hand. Di­
rectly the steady, unnaturally quiet voice 
ceased, this servant of Christ was ready with 
his message: 

" Oh, mother! what he wants of you is to 
lean your head upon his bosom, and tell him all 
your fears and cares and disappointments, and 
let him whisper to you, 'Daughter, be of good 
courage.' He loves you, mother, and he loves 
John and Neelie, and all your flock. He wants 
to save you all in his everlasting arms, and 
bring you, an unbroken family, to his Father's 
IJOuse. I believe he will do it. And in return 
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he asks your love; and you know, mother, 
when we stop to think of it, it would be simply 
impossible to help loving one who waits' to do 
all this for us and ours." 

Mrs. Morgan looked at 
grave, earnest eyes, and 
head. 

her daughter with 
slowly shook her 

"It may not be possible for you to help lov 
ing him, but I don't feel a bit of love in my 
heart. It feels as hard as flint. I believe that 
he is willing to do a great deal for me, ahd yet 
I don't seem to care." 

"Mother, tell him so." Louise's voice trem­
bled with the earnestness of her desire. "He 
is unlike any other friend. To a human friend 
we could not go, saying simply: 'I know I 
ought to love you, but I don't. Show me how.' 
But to' the tender Saviour we can come with 
even this story. Mother, do not wait to feel as 
you think you ought. You have promised to 
serve him. You say you mean to keep the 
promise; then just give yourself to him. Be 
sure he will accept the gift, and fill your heart 

with joy in return." 
.: But, Louise, that would be simply mockery. 
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He asks for love, and I can not love him. I 
feel as though I had no love for anybody." 

Louise shook her head. " No, if you are sin­
cere you can not mock him. He made the 
heart. You can not make your heart love him, 
but you can resolve to give yourself to him, to 
obey his directions, to follow his voice, and I 
do assure you he will see to all the rest. Will 
you keep your promise? " 

Then there was silence. Mrs. Morgan was 
evidently puzzled, as well as painfully embar­
rassed. The way was darker ~ her than it had 
been to N eelie. She had not the faith of a little 
child to rest upon. 

"How much does the promise mean?" she 
asked at last. "What would I have to do ~ " 

" It means everything," said Louise, solemnly: 
"you would have to do just exactly as God 
directs. He has promised to guide you, and you 
are to promise to be guided every step of the 
way; to have no will of your own, to lose your 
will in his. Will you do it? " 

" But if he directs what I can not do? " 
"There is no possibility of such an 'if,' 

mother; he will be sure to give the powertr,'do, 
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with the command. U~ you mean • will not' 
by • can not,' there is nothing in the way. The 

world is full of people who say, • I can't,' when 
in their hearts they know they mean • I won't.' 
But you are an honest woman; you will not say 
I can not to God, knowing that you could, if 

you would. Mother will you redeem your prom­
ise? See here; your little Neelie sat in that 

chair where you are only yesterday, and she 
knelt beside me and prayed this prayer: 

• Here, Lord, I give myself away, 

'Tis all that I can do: 

When she arose from her knees she said,' He 
took me.' Will you use Neelie's prayer, 

mother? If you will I am sure you will receive 
her answer. Will you kneel down with me, 
now and here? " 

I can not assure you that the daughter's faith 
was strong; she was startled at her heart's own 

beating, and a great deal of the emotion waf! 
the result of anxiety; it was evidently the 
turning point in Mrs. Morgan's life; but how 

would she decide it? W ouId she kneel down 
and deliberately "give herself away to Christ, 
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even in tlus darkness, declaring that she had no 

love in her heart for him? Louise was afraid. 

And the silence lasted. She did not know 
what else to say; she was afraid to speak again, 

~o she kept silent. But, oh, how her heart sped 
to the throne with its errand. How she blessed 

the King that at this crisis hour she had not to 
wait to petition for an audience, and then await 
his leisure. Instead, without introuuction or 

explanation, she pressed her petition: "On, 

Jesus, save her now." Again and again, and 
yet again, were these desires presented; and 
thinking of it afterward, it seemed to her that 
almost she felt the presence of the angel of the 

~ovenant, and whispered yet again in his waiting 
ear, "I will not let thee go." And so strong 

grew the feeling, that when suddenly, in the 
quiet and the darkness, the little rocker was 
pushed back with a resolute hand, and her 
mother-in-law went down on her knees before it, 
Louise, not surprised now, slipped down beside 

her, and immediately changing the tone of her 
prayer, said aloud: 

"Dear Jesus, here is this soul, come to re­
deem her promise; she is going to give herself 
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to thee now, to be thine forever; she is going 

to follow wherever thy hand points the way. 

Now, Jesus, accept the covenant, and write her 
thine, even as thou hast promised." 

And then again from that room, only a trille 

over twenty-four hours away from its yester­
day's baptism, went up the solemn words, 

Neelie's little prayer, 

.. Here, Lord, I give myself away, 

'Tis all that I can do." 

The tones were firm, broken by no emotion: 

strong, they might almost be said to be stern. 
In truth, it was an iron will that was bending 
now; but there was fixed purpose in the act; 
if the will was bard to bend it never seemed to 

bend, when there was no reality. When a 
strong oak bows low before unseen power, it is 

evident that there is power. Only those words 
were spoken, then silence. Louise waited, pray­
ing softly. Then again she broke the silence, 
sealing the offering with a solemn, tender prayer 
of petition that the Lord might now reveal his 
smiling face to the waiting soul. Then, almost 

alarmed at the stillness, lest the tide of feeling 
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might be too much for the wearied body of this 
iron·willed woman, she arose. Mrs. Morgan 
quietly followed her example, and sat down 
again in the little chair. To Louise's heart it 
seemed unwise to speak more words. Presently 
she said: 

"Mother, you will rest here now, awhile, 
won't you? I will go down to Neelie, and 
when she awakens and wants you we will call 
immediately. I have made the bed comfortable, 

and perhaps YOH will have a chance to get a nice 
rest. Will you have a light? No?" as Mrs. 
Morgan shook her head. " You like the fire 
light best; then I will make it just a little 
brighter." 

And she stirred the embers and added another 
z;tick; and then with softly step she went back 
to the little chair and touched her lips for just 
one second to the mother's cheek, then slipped 
out and left her. 

Only a few moments Mrs. Morgan sat, as if 
spell-bound, gazing into the glow that I:lprang up 
on the hearth. Then she roused suddenly, and 
went over to the door and turned the key in the 
lock, but instead of going toward the bed she 
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went back to the little chair and bowed before 
it on her knees. 

Already had this woman, with her first words 

of actual self-surrender, felt a touch of the 

mighty Hand that leaves its impress on the 
heart. She could not say now, what she had 
fifteen minutes before, "I can not love him; I 

feel as though I had no love for anybody." She 
did not understand what to name the strange 

new feelings that were surging through it. 
Thus much she could say, what she never in her 

life had been able to say before, "I want to 
pray." And so she dropped on her knees, and 
the old, and ever new, and continually repeated 

miracle of transformation went on. "If any 
man will do his will, he shall know of the doc­
trine, whether it be of God." Why do not the 

honest unbelievers apply the test of the Lord's 

own promising? 
"What is the matter?" Dorothy asked in 

tones half stlLrtled and whully wondering, as 
Louise came once more to the little bed-room. 

"Nothing; why?" Louise asked, smiling, as 

she took her station beside the pale little face Oil 

the pillow. 
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"I don't know; you look - I hardly ku()w 
how - a little as though you had seen an 

angel." 
" Perhaps I ha.ve." This with a glad light in 

her eyes and a bright, reassuring smile. 
Then came the father to look in on his sleep­

ing baby, and to ask of Dorothy, in a half 

whisper: 
" Where is your mother? " 
"I don't know," said Dorothy, turning inquiI­

iug eyes on Louise, who answered: 
,. She is up in my room, father, resting." 
., Resting! " Father Morgan" repeated the 

word, wonder and almost terror in his voice. 
Rest was something that Mother Morgan never 
took. The word seemed foreign to her nature. 
Even when she slept you hardly tbought of her 
as actually resting. "She must be sick!" 

"Oh, no, she isn't; I think she feels better 
than usual. She will have a nice I'est and bl' 
dnwn presently." 

And then the farmer turned and looked won 
deringly at his daughter-in-law. He detected 
the minor tone of music in her voice, and he 
noticed the brightness in her face. It was 
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always a bright face, but here was positive joy. 
What was there to be joyful about? Farmer 

Morgan did not define this questioning feeling, 
neither did he think of angels. He had not 

been reading about the shining of Moses' face, 
after his communion with God, as Dorothy had; 

but he told himself, for perhaps the thousandt!l 
time, that "Lewis had an unusual kind of a 
wife, somehow." 

It was verging toward midnight, and Farmer 
Morgan was asleep on the old settee in the par­

lor, when Mrs. Morgan opened the door quietly 

and came in. 

" Did you get any rest, mother?" 
It was Dorothy who questioned, while 

Louise looked up quickly. 
Her voice was in its usual calm, but was it 

imagination that made it seem to Louise as 

though the peculiar, hard ring had gone out of 

it? 
" Yes," she said; "a good rest, better than 

any that I ever had in my life. You girls may 
both go to bed, now. I would just as soon sit 

up all night as not." And then she looked at 

Louise and smiled. 



410 A New Graft on the Family Tree. 

" What were those words N eelie said to you, 

last night? " 
This to Louise, a little l~ter, as Dorothy 

moved about, doing last things for her mother's 
comfort. 

" She told me that' He took her.' " 
" It is a strange thing, but I believe he has 

taken her mother, too. Good-night, and God 
bless you." 

And then Mother Morgan deliberately folded 
her arms about Louise and deliberately kissed 
her, twice, before the astonished eyes of Dor­
othy. She had just come in froln the kitchen to 
petition: 

"Mother, couldn't you lie down beside 
Neelie and sleep, and let me stay awake to 
watch her?" 

"No, Dorothy; I don't need it; I am rested; 
I have found such rest as I knew nothing about. 
Louise will tell you." 

I t is very strange that between a mother and 
it daughter kisses should have been so rare a 
thing that for Dorothy to feel one on her cheek 
made the rich blood roll into it in waves, and 
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she was utterly bewildered still, until she heard 
Louise repeating: 

.. Come unto me, all ye that labor and are 

heavy laden, and I will give you rest." 
.. Mother has just been to Him with his prom­

ise, and received its· fulfilment, Dorrie," she 
said. And as they went up the stairs together, 

she added: 
.. Dorrie, dear, I believe you and I could sing 

the long-meter doxology with good effect to­
night. Meantime, dear, don't let us for one 

moment let go of John." 
Ah! but stronger arms than theirs had hold 

of John. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

DORRIE'S AMBITION. 

~ U think that the progress in the Mor· 
~ V~an family has been unusual? That the 

fruit has been more than the earnest Christian 
has a right to expect? Have you ever tried ito? 
Ever given one year of patient endeavor and 
constan.t prayer to the work which lay all 
around you? If not, how can you possibly 
know what the results of such a year might be ? 

I do not say that Louise Morgan had faith 
equal even to a grain of mustard-seed; if she 
had, she would have seen greater mountains 
than these removed. I have told you frequently 
of her discouraged questioning, "Why?" but 
such faith as she had the Lord honored, and as 

412 
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much real prayer as sbe was able to send up 
into the golden vials, he kept before him. 

I desire you to distinctly understand that 
from the hour when Mrs. Morgan kneeled 
before the little rocker in Louise's room, and 

gave herself unconditionally to God, she was a 
different woman. I am not in sympathy with 
those who say that conversion makes no radical 
change in character j that a person who is selfish 
or passionate or penurious before conversion, is 
selfish or passionate or penurious after conver­
sion in the same degree. Conversion is change 

of heart, and a heart given up to the reign of 
Christ, the supreme desire being to please him, 
will, at the outset, be a very different heart 
from one that was given up to the reign of self. 
Mrs. Morgan's changed heart showed in her 
life; showed promptly and decisively. On that 
very next evening, after tea, with Neelie among 
the pillows in the rocking-chair that had been 
brought from Louise's room, for her use, the 
mother said: " Now, Lewis, I have made up my 
mind that I want family prayers in this house 

after this, and on Neelie's account we will have 
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them right after tea, if it is just as well for you. 
Dorothy, get mother's Bible. Sing a hymn if 
you like, before reading; I like singing, if I can't 

help; and your father used to be a good singer 

when he was young." Farmer Morgan made 
no remark upon this change in the family ar­

rangements; if he was surprised he gave no 
sign; it is p'robable that she had been talking 

with him about it - his wife was a straight­
forward woman - but Lewis's voice was very 
unsteady as he commenced the solemn hymn; 

"Now I resolve with all my heart, 
With all my powers, to serve the Lord," 

It seemed to him almost too wonderfully and 

blessed a, thing to be true, that th~se words 
should actually embody the resolve of his 
mother' 8 heart! Besides, he had another reason 
for unsteadiness of voice; in his heart was an 

absorbing desire to have bis father understand 
and adopt that language. I have not had a chanc~ 
to say much about Lewis Morgan during these 
latter days, but I can give you the history of his 

life in brief. He had reached that point where 
the history of each day was, in the morning. 
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"Lord what wilt thou have me to do?" and in 
the evening, a note of triumph: 

.. How sweet the work has been! 

Tis joy. not duty. 

To speak this beauty: 

My soul mounts on the wing! " 

and then the consecration: 

.. Lord, if I may, 

I'll serve another day." 

And when a Christian reaches such a plane all 
that, it is what a blessed saint of God describes 
as "the graded road." 

How I would like to linger over those autumn 
days, to tell how rich they were; what a spirit 
pervaded the home that had never been there 
before; how mother and daughters drew to­
.gether; how they established one afternoon, a 
little female prayer-meeting, where mother, and 
Louise, and Dorothy, and little Neelie prayed in 
tum for .Tohn, such prayer as reached after him, 
and drew him steadily though he knew it not. 
How in that meeting they prayed constantly, 
persiiltently, with a measure of faith, for the 
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head of the household, and watched eagerly for 
sign of life in his still soul, but as yet saw none. 
How they enjoyed the rides to church, and to 
prayer-meeting on Wednesday evening; how 
Mother Morgan, who had never been used to 
going anywhere of an evening, astonished them 
all by making ready as a matter of course, 
answering Dorothy's wondering look by the 
sentence: "Of course I am going, child; I need 
all the help I can get." All these, and so many 
more experiences, I would like to give you in 
detail, but time will not wait for me; the days 
fly by. 

They bring us to a certain Thanksgiving 
evening, cold without, but very pleasant up­
stairs in Louise's room, where Dorothy was 
lingering with her brother and sister, having 
a confidential chat as she was now so fond of 
doing. They had grown to be wonderfully in 
sympathy, these three. 

"Dorrie," Lewis said, what do you think 
about a neighborhood prayer-meeting this win­
ter? Don't you believe we could sustain one? " 

Dorrie flashed a pair of glad ey.es on her 
brother. 
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"Of course we could; there are enough in 

our family to sustain it, with Carey Martyn's 
help~ Isn't Carey splendid, Lewis?" Dorothy 

sometimes said this, or something equivalent 

several times in a day. " Where could we have 
one? at the school-house? How could we warm 
it? Could we furnish wood, do you think? Of 

course we could, if father would think so, and I 
guess he would." 

Lewis laughed. " You take my breath away," 
he said pleasantly, and then the three laughed 
into eager talk about the neighborhood prayer­
meeting. From that to individual effort and 

individual cases . • 
"What about the Graham girls? " Lewis 

asked. 
" Well, the Graham girls are progressing 

steadily. I'm wonderfully interested in Delia. 
Have yOil. talked with Delia, Louise? Don't 

you think she is an unusual girl?" 

Then Lewis laughed again. 
" You think each one of those girls is unusual, 

don't you Dorrie? I think I have heard you 
make a similar remark of half a dozen of thE!m." 

" Well, they are remarkable, everyone of 
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them, to me. I didn't know they were such 

girls. They are getting on nicely with their 
grammar, those Graham girls are, and aTe 80 

interested in it. Mr. Butler thinks they would 
have been fair scholars if they had had a 

chance." 
"You would make a good teacher, Dorrie," 

Lewis said, his mind evidently more on Dorrie 
than on the girl>! of whom she was talking. 

Cheeks, as well as eyes, glowed now. 
"Do you think so, Lewis - do you honestly 

think so? I would like it so much; since I 
commenced studying this last time I have 
thought about it a good deal. At first I thought 
I could not prepare myself without going away 
from home, but that was before I knew what a 
wonderful teacher I had at home." This last 
sentence with a loving glance toward Louise, 
and a caressing movement of her hand over the 
fair hair. At that moment the clang of the old­
fashioned knocker sounded through the house. 
Dorrie arose promptly. 

"I suppose that is Mr. Butler," she said, 
stopping a moment before the glass to arrange 
her hair. He was to come in this evening to set' 
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about the German class. Shall I speak to him 

about the neighborhood prayer-meeting? Or, 

you will come down presently, will you not? " 
To this they assented, looking after her as she 

went from the room with quick, eager tread. 

"Speaking of changes," Lewis said, "how 
wonderfully that girl has changed! I don't 
think I eVer saw anything like it before. Don't 

you think she develops very rapidly? " 
"It is steady growth," Louise said. "But I am 

not sure that there is so much actual change in 
her as there is development. She evidently had 
plenty of energy, always, but it was slumbering 

- she did not know what to do with it. I 
think she was in the apathy of disappointment 

when we first came home." 
"She is certainly a remarkable girl," Lewi& 

said; "and I never knew it. I believed her to 
be more than ordinarily comm<lliplace. Now, it 

seems to me that the influence she has gained 
over the young people in a short time is really 
wonderful. I'm glad she has an ambition to 

become a teacher. I believe she will be a good 
one. Louise, dont you think Mr. Butler will be 
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helpful to her in the matter of perfecting her 

education? " 
" I think he has been helpful in many ways, 

and will be," Louise said, with tlmiling eyes. 
Down-stairs in the kitchen, Mrs. Morgan sat 

before the table, certain unused implements 
before her; namely, pen and ink and paper. 

She had resolved to spend this Thanksgiving 
evening in writing to John - not that she knew 
where John was, only as she imagined that the 

great city, such a little distance away, held him. 
She knew no address- she had simply decided 
to send the message out, addressed to John 
Morgan, in the forlorn hope that the chances of 
life might put it in his way. True, it was 
extremely doubtful, but then, what if it 8hould 

happen! And the mother's heart within her 
thrilled at the thought, and she bent over the 
paper, and carefully commenced her letter - she 
had wonderful things to tell John! 

Farmer Morgan dozed in his chair behind the 
stove. He opened his eyes when the knocker 
clanged, and kept awake long enough to dis­

cover that Dorothyappeared to answer it, then 
dozed off again. 
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"It is Mr. Butler," Dorothy said, appearing 
again to exchange the candle for the lamp which 
now belonged to the front room. "Louise and 
Lewis will be down pretty soon; will you come 
in, mother? " 

"Not to-night; I am very busy." 
Then the writing and the sleeping went on j 

Dorothy returning to the brightness of the front 
room. Writing was slow and laborious work to 
Mrs. Morgan; besides, this was an unusual 
letter, upon a subject new to her; she wanted to 
choose her words with special care. Farmer 
Morgan, enjoying his many naps in the cozy 
corner, was unmindful of the flight of time. 
Lewis and Louise in their room, enjoying the 
delights of a quiet hour together, roused pres­
ently to the fact that they were expected down­

stairs. 
"That couldn't have been Mr. Butler," Lewis 

said, glancing up at the clock; "Dorrie would 
have been after us before this time, if it had." 

" Perhaps they are busy over their German," 
Louise made answer; "but we ought to go 
down, Lewis; father must be tired of waiting. 
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Mr. Butler is probably gone before this; I did 

not know it was so late." 

But in the kitchen the writing and the dozing 

were still going on. Mother Morgan, flushed 

with her unusual exercise, looked up as the 

husband and wife entered. 

" Where is Dorrie?" Lewis asked, speaking 

low, so as not to disturb his father. 

"She is in the front room with Mr. Butler," 

the mother said. "Mr. Butler came in a few 

minutes ago: Dorothy said you were coming 
down to see him." 

"A few minutes ago!" 

Lewis and Louise exchanged glances of puz­

zled surprise. It was an hour and a half by the 

clock since they had been expected in the parlor, 

and it was an hour past the usual bedtime! 

But the slow-moving pen moved on, and so 

Lewis turned the knob of the parlor door. The 

two occupants of the room were l'tanding near 

the large, old-fashioned fireplace, engaged in 

earnest conversation; the glow of lights and 

shadows in the room revealing, on Dorothy'~ 
part, a flushed face and shining eyes, and on 
the minister's an · .. ttitude that arrested Lewis' 
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steps, and caused an exclamation to escape his 
lips even before he was aware; for he held in his 
two hands Dorothy's own, and the light in his 

eyes and the flush on Dorothy's cheeks were not 

caused by the play of the firelight. 
"Come in," he said, turning suddenly at the 

sound of the opening door, but in no other way 
altering his position; "Dorothy and r were just 

speaking of you, wishing for you; we want to 
ask your advice. I want Mr. and Mrs. Morgan 

to give me a Thanksgiving present. I incline to 
the opinion that I would better ask for it to­
night; but Dorothy counsels waiting until to­

morrow; what say you? " 
"Dorothy !"said her brother; and he couldn't 

himself tell whether his tone meant surprise, or 

doubt, or what: "I don't understand." 
And the red glow that instantly overspread 

Dorothy's face told that her old feelings of 

embarrassment were taking rapid possession of 

her; 8he could not explain. 
" It is a simple matter." The minister's voice 

was unembarrassed and dignified. "I have 

asked Dorothy. to be my wife, and she has said 
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, yes.' There remains now the asking for her of 

the father and mother. I had hoped that you 
would Dot he displeased at the news." 

Then did Lewis Morgan recover the use of his 
wits. Amazed he was, bnt plain English, as 

briefly and plainly put as that, was not to be 
misunderstood. He waited to close the door 
after Louise, then went forward, in hearty 
fashion, holding out a hand to each: 

"I was very much astonished," he said; "I 
am sure I may be excused for that. Who had 

imagined such a thing! But to say that it 
is not a glad astonishment, would not be 
true." 

As for Louise - women, at least some women, 
know what to do, even when they are very 
much astonished, and Louise was not that - she 
went forward and put both arms around Dorrie, 
and gave her tender, sisterly kisses, on the 
flushed cheeks and glowing lips. 

"I thought," said Lewis, suddenly, a few 
minutes thereafter, the first feelings of bewilder­

ment having subsided, "I thought, Dorrie, that 
you had an ambition to be a teacher." 
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"She has," said Mr. Butler, answering for her, 
promptly and laughingly; "I have engaged her, 
but the school is a private one, number of pupils 
limited to one." 



CHAPTER XXVII. 

HEAltT-THROBS AND COMMONPLACES. 

m~ 
¥ T is not my purpose to detail to you what 

was said in the Morgan family when the , 
astounding revelations connected with that even-
ing in the parlor were made known to them. 

That the revelations were astounding you can 

hardly doubt - at least to certain member::; of 

the family. The father and mother would 

hardly have been more amazed bad an angel 

from heaven descended and claimed their daugh­

ter Dorothy for a friend. Not that they re­

garded the young minister in an angelic light; 

but they had, although they did not admit it 

even to themselves, much of that staunch loyalty 

of heart to the profession, which seems to be 
426 
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born of New England soil. A minister was a 
. person to respect; not so much on account of 

himself, as because of his profession. Farmer 

Morgan felt this. Sneer as he might, in a sort 
of good-natured, tolerant way, at the inconsist­
encies of Christians, ministers included, he never 

went beyond certain general phrases, and he 
disliked to hear others go even so far as that. 

Besides, Mr. Butler had grown into the genuine 
affections of this family. They did not know it. 

Farmer Morgan would have been amazed had 
anybody told him that he liked Mr. Butler very 

much; he would have been likely to think the 
person mistaken; yet it was true. 

As for the mother, along with her respect for 
the minister, and a certain sense of satisfied 

pride in the fact that he had actually sought her 
daughter for a wife, came a feeling of utter 
astonishment that anybody wanted Dorothy! 
Why Dorothy was nothing but a child! The 
idea of her being married! She looked at her 
in a kind of maze; for several days she studied 

over it and tried to understand it. It had never 
seemed to occur to her to look upon this daugh 

tel' as one growing into a woman; she had 
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seemed to stay somewhere in the region of 
twelve, or, at best, fourteen; a girl to be 
directed and managed; to be told peremptorily 
what to wear, and where to go, and where not 
to go - in short, a child, to obey unq uestion­
ingly; an older child than Neelie, of course, 
but, after all, a child. Now, in the space of one 
night - so it seemed to the mother - she had 
sprung into young ladyhood; nay, sprung over 
it entirely, and stood on the very verge of 
womanhood! Engaged to be married! What 
an unaccountable state of things! Dorothy 
actually planning to go away from home; to be 
gone over night - many nights - every night' 
Dorothy to have a home of her own; to be a 
house-keeper. a planner, a manager! To be a 
minister's wife! The story grew in bewilder­
ment. The mother turned on her pillow, over­
whelmed with it. She arose in the morning 
with a strange sense of bewilderment; she 
looked doubtfully at Dorothy, in her brown 
calico; the same brown calico that she had worn 
every morning that week, looking much the 
same ill every respect, and yet by a certain 

light in her eye, and a certain spring in her step. 
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and a cllrtain throbbing of her mother's heart, 
known to be not the same again forever. 

Look at the matter from whatever stand-point 
you may; let the circumstances be as favorable 

as they will; let the congratulations be as sin­
cere and as hearty as possible, there is always a 
-sad side to this story of life. It speaks of great 

and ever-increasing change! It always has its 
heavy corner in the mother's heart. Still, the 

new order of things worked well for Dorothy. 
If the mother was sad, she was also glad. As I 
said, there was a sense of satisfied pride about 
it. Also there was that feeling of added dig­
nity in being the mother of Dorothy; albeit at 
first the sense of respect for her that came with 
it was nearly overpowering. Almost it seemed 
to her that it was hardly the thing to send the 
prospective wife of her minister down cellar 
after the bread and the butter, and to skim thfl 

cream! Gradually this absurd part of the feel­
ing wore away; but the fact that Dorothy was 
a young woman, and not a child, was to be con­
sulted and conferred with, and, in a measure, 
deferred to, remaincd, and was helpful, to Dor­
othy not only, but to the mo..ther. The year 
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that followed would be oue that mother and 

daughter would like in future years to look 

back upon and remember. 

Lewis was unaffectedly glad and thankful. 

l\lr. Butler had grown rapidly in his regard; 

all the more rapidly since he had awakened to 

the fact that he was not merely a critic, but a 

fellow-worker, bound by solemn vows to work 

with and sustain his pastor. That his sister 

Dorothy should be the choseu one filled him 

with astonishment; but, since bhe was chosen, 

he was glad; and every day he grew more fully 
of the opinion that !\Ir. Butler was a sensible 

mall, and had made a wise choice. He had un­
derrated his sister nearly all hel· life; he was 

almost in danger of overrating her now; but 

that is such a pleasant and easily forgiven fail­

ing, and withal such a l"are one between brcthers 

and sisters, that I find myself liking Lewis the 
better for possessing it. 

As for Louise, she was a woman, a young one, 

with wide-open eyes and sympathetic heart; she 
was not surprised at all. Matters had pro­

gressed more rapidly than she had expected. 
She was even a .trifle sorry that Dorothy had noli 
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gotten just a little further on with her German 

before her teacher turned into her lover; be­
cause she much feared that there would be little 

German taught or studied now; but then she 

reflected that possibly the lessons he had to 
teach were more important than German. At 
least the matter was in no sense of her plan­

ning; and the studies in which she was teacher, 
and in which Dorothy had made such rapid 

progress during the year, should still contiuue ; 
and so, all things considered, Louise was glad. 

I find myself lingering longer over this ex­
planation than is needed. I designed to tell you 
of something else - of a winter evening, near 
to Christmas time, when, the farm work for the 

day being all done, the early evening had closed 
in upon the Morgan family, and found them in 
the bright, clean kitchen, at their substantial 

supper-table. A cheery group: someway this 
family was learning to have social suppers a11d 
cheery times together. The account that Lewis 
was giving of a matter of interest that had 

occurred in the village was interrupted by a 

decisive rap at the outside door. 
"Another tramp?" said Lewis, inquiringly, 
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as N eelie slipped from her cornel' and w{\nt to 
answer the knoClk. "This is the third one to­

day, isn't it? Those fellows are growing 

plentier." 
"Strange that they straggle away out here," 

the mother said; "I should think they would 

stay in large towns." 
And then N eelie gave a startled little ex­

clamation, possibly of terror, or perhaps only of 

surprise; but it caused each member of the 
household to turn suddenly in the direction of 
the door; and then they exclaimed - not in ter­
ror, certainly, for there,was nothing in the young 
man to awaken terror, but they were too much 
excited to analyze the tone of the exclamations. 
The mother was on her feet and at the door, and 
while the others stared and waited, and knew 

not what they said, nor how they felt, the 
mother had both arms around the intruder, and 
her lips for the first time in years and years, to 
his cheek, and her heart cried out: 

" Oh, my boy I my boy! " 

Now I am sure you don't expect me to tell 
you what the Morgan family said to each other, 

and to John, for the next ten minutes. They 
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do not know themselves; they could not recall 
afterward how they acted, nor what were the 

first words spoken, nor who, after the mother, 

spoke first. And if I should tell the tale, thC1 
probabilities are tbat it would sound strange and 
unnatural; the words, trivial in the extreme, 

unsuited to the occasion. It is even a chance if 
the speakers thereof would not declare: "I 

don't believe I said any such thing; it doesn't 
sound like me." Such scenes are better left un­
told. The heart-throbs, and the quivers of lip 

and chin, and the glances exchanged from wet 

eyes, can not be described, and have much more 
to do with the matter than mere words can. 

Thus much Dorothy remembered; that after 
the first surprise was subsiding, before even it 

had time to subside, she made haste to the 
pantry, and, coming thence with knife and 
plate, motioned Louise, who had taken the hint, 
further to the left, and arranged for John his 

old seat near his father, and set his chair, and 
said, "Come, John," and then all settled into 
their places again. And Farmer Morgan re­
members it now with a curious, half-ashamed 
smile, how he filled John's plate full, to oyerflow. 
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ing, with the cold beans that he remembered he 

used to like, and then, unmindful of what he 
did, reached forward and added another spoon­

ful after the plate had been passed I Well, 

what mattered it, whether expressed in beans or 
some other way, so that the heart made known 
the fact that it wanted to give even to overflow­
ing to the son who was lost and is alive again! 

The familiar sentence hovered through Louise's 
mind, "was he alive?" She looked at him 
stealthily, tremblingly, while Lewis talked. 
His face looked older, much older; worn and 
grave, not hard; the eyes were clear and steady, 

and his dress was that of a cleanly, respectable 
working man. But how much hope was there 

that he would bring gladness with him to the 
old home! A gladness that would stay? 

" Well," John said, pushing his chair forward 
so that his face was more in shadow, and the 
tone of the simple little word sent that thrill of 

expectancy thrcugh the family group, which 
comes in unison with a feeling that something 
important is_ coming. This was after the tea­

things had been cleared away, and the room had 
assumed order and quiet. Not that there had 
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been much bustle about the work that evening. 
Mrs. Morgan had done what was for her a sur­

prising thing; she pushed her chair back from 
tbe table and sat still, during all the moving to 
and fro, from pantry to cellar; unmindful, for 
the first time in her lifi, as to whether the milk 
went down in the right pitcher, or the bread 

went down at all. Louise and Dorothy had 
moved softly; had set back chairs noiselessly, 
and dried cups and plates without a sound, so as 
to lose no syllable of the conversation. But it 

was not until they were seated that John spoke 
that little preparatory word. 

"I have a long story to tell- a very long 
one; I don't know where to begin, or how to 
begin; only this, I have made up my mind to 
strike into the middle of it first, and say to you. 
father, and to you, mother, that I want you to 
forgive me for everything that is past in my life 
that has hurt you; and I know that is a great 
deal. I want to tell you that I have begun life 
again; begun at the beginning. In short, I feel 

I can honestly say that' this your son was dead 
and is alive again; was lost and is found.'" 
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And he turned to his mother with a smile that 

evidently she understood. 
"Did you really get my letter?" she asked 

him, her voice so full of eagerness and so unlike 
herself that Louise could not avoid a wondering 

look . 
. "Yes," John said, he did; and he launched at 

once into the details of the series of apparent 
accidents which brought him his mother's letter. 

" I was signing an acknowledgment of a pack­
age received for Mr. Stuart, and I had to sign 
my own name, so that in case of loss, you know. 
it could be traced to me. As I wrote my name 
the carrier, who stood by, said: 'There has 
been a letter lying in the office up here at 
Station D for a person of tbat name. I remem­
ber it because it has neither street nor number 

- just the name and the city. We thought it 
was intended for John Y. Morgan, the mason, 

but he brought it back to the station; said it 
was none of his; said it commenced, "My dear 
son," and the two people who used to commence 
letters that way for him had been in heaven for 
a dozen years.' I don't know what made me go 
after that letter," said John, after a moment's 
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silence, his voice broken with feeling. "I am 
snre I had no reason, and no right to expect that 

it was for me; but it seemed to me that I must 
have it, and I went for it. And, mother, that 

letter brought me home. There were certain 
things that I meant to wait to do before I came 

- money that I meant to earn. I had an idea 
of waiting until I could feel that my coming 

would not disgrace you. But after I read that 
letter I knew I ought to come right away, and 

after I decided it I could hardly wait for morn­
ing. Now, mother, father, will you take me 
back? Will you let me try to be to you the 

son ~ ought to have been, and never was? I 
don't know that I should dare to say that to you, 
only that I have been to my heavenly Father 
and found out how he can forgive, and I have 
fouud that he says: • Like as a father pitieth 

his children,' and • as one whom hb mother com­
forteth.' And that has given me a notion of 
what father and mother love are. And then, 
mother, that letter of yours - I went down on 
my knees before God with it and blessed him 

fol' it." 
They were crying now, everyone of them, 
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save Farmer Morgan, and what he felt no one 
knew. He drew out his red silk handkerchief 

and blew his nose twice, then he leaned forward 

and snuffed the candle. When he presently 

found voice it was a husky one; but all he 8aid 

was: 
.. We won't talk about them days that are 

gone; I guess the most of us are willing to bid 

good-by to them and begin again. There's a 

chance for improvement in us all; like as not 

we better try for it." 
The Morgan family actually sat up that night 

until nearly eleven o'clock! It was an un­

precedented thing for them to do. I can not 
tell you what they said; I even doubt much 

whether I would if I could. Don't you hate to 

see some things attempted on paper? A little 

of the commonplace mixed in with it? In 

fact, I doubt whether there could be a true 
home scene without touches of what we call 

commonplace coming in between. For instance, 

ill the course of the evening Louise bethought 

herself of the little dismantled hall chamber, 

and slipl'ed away and brought comforts, aud 
quilts, and spread, and pure linen, and towels,' 
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anu wrought with rapid hand until the room 
took on a sense of home and occupancy again. 
She even went for the tidies and the vases, to 

make it all seem as he had left it. Then she 
climbed to the upper shelf and got down that 
Bible, and I am unable to tell you what a rush 

of glad emotions swelled in her heart as she 
thought of the tender way in which John had 
quoted those two Bible verses, and remembered 

that that Bible would be to him now something 

besides a cumberer. 
Down in the kitchen, the mother, her heart 

filled with the most precious thoughts that ever 
throbbed in a mother's heart, remembered sud­

denly that John had been very fond of a certain 
kind of griddle-cakes, and while he and Lewis 

talked, and the father, with his elbows leaning 
on the arms of his chair and head bent forward, 

listened as though ten o'clock had not been two 

hours after his bed-time for more than half Ii 

century, the mother gave undertone directions 
to Dorothy to sift flour, and" bring a yeast-cake, 

and a little warm water, and the big yellow 
bowl, and the batter-spoon, and a little salt," 

and with skillful fingers, and such a light in hel 
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eyes as the yellow bowl had never seen before, 

prepared to make the breakfast-table abound 
with good cheer. These commonplace reach­

ings-out after to-morrows that make good cheer 

for the home are certainly productive of results 

that dignify them. 
I find myself liking to Hnger over that even­

ing in the Morgan household. It was such a 

wonderful hour to them; something which set­

tled down into their lives as a history; a time 

from which they dated. Years afterward they 

said, "The moonlight to-night reminds me of 

that evening when John came home, you know," 

and then silence -such sentences never useu 

save to that innermost circle, and those who in 

after years grew into the circle and had a right 

to the family histories. Yet, there is little to 

tell about it. How Yery often that is the case 

where there is much, so very much, to feel! 

One train of thought intimately connected with 

it ought to be told. There was that in the 
evening's history which silenced Mr. Morgan­

which bewildered him. Hitherto he had pro­

fessen to be, and in fact I think believed himself 

to be, a skeptic as regarded the fact of a super-
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natural change in human hearts. ConversioI' 
he believed meant simply firm resolves, decision 

of character, will power. Louise was, by nat­
ural temperament and by education, different 

from most others; so, in his way, was Lewis. 
Thus Mr. Morgan had reasoned. Dorothy 

needed waking up, and Louise and Lewis and 

Mr. Butler between them had waked her up. 
The change, sudden and great in his own wife, 

had bewildered him not a little. She certainly 
had always possessed will enough. But he told 

himself, " After all, what had shp. done but de­
termine to be interested in the Bible and in the 
church, and all that? All it needed was deter­

mination." Now, here came his strong-willed 
son - so strong, indeed, that his will had 
been his one great source of trouble even from 
babyhood. As a wee boy he had hated to give 

up one inch. He had been unable to say, " I 
am sorry," or, "I won't do so again," or, "for­
give me," or any of the penitent phrases which 
fall so ereadily from baby lips. A scowl and a 

dogged perseverance in his own way had been 
characteristics of John's babyhood. Now, what 

power had brought him home, to say, not only, 
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"I was wrong," but "forgive me; I want to 
begin again?" John saying, "Father, mother, 

forgi ve me " - saying it wi thout being ordered, 
or compelled by the force of circum~tances! 

His father was staggered. Here, at last, was 
,omething-some strange change that could not 

be explained by any force of will whatever, save 
by admitting that something - somebody - had 
changed the current of the will-power. 

" I believe," said Father Morgan to himself, 
as late that night he sat down on the edge of his 
bed, and slowly and thoughtfully removed his 
boots, while Mother Morgan went to see if John 
didn't need another comfortable, "I believe in 
my soul that somehow - I don't know how, but 
.omehow - God has got hold of John! " 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 

"I DON'T KNOW." 

~NE brought the roses and Estelle­
~ l herself the fairest rose among them all. 

There had been much planning in the Morgan 
household preparatory to her coming; many 
things had changed in the farm-house since 
Louise first came home to it; subtle changes, 
many of them were -too slowly brought about 
to be recognized as changes; new ways, sHpped 
into gradually, insensibly -little refinements­

touches here and there; trifles, everyone of 
them, and perhaps the only method of proving 
to the family what a difference they made in the 
home, would have been to have dropped sud­

denly back into the old ways for a we'lk. That 

443 
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experiment no one seemed inclined to try. 

Louise took great pleasure in making the large, 

old-fashioned room, with its quaint furniture, 

into a very bower of beauty for tbe sweet rose 

that was to bloom there; and smiled joyfully 
when she thought of what blissful surprises the 

wealth of June flowers and the smell of June 

clover would be to the city maiden. Many a 

plan she had for Estelle, many a hope having to 
do with this two months' sojourn in the farm­

house; hopes, however, that were not indulged 

without anxious little sighs being woven in 

among tbem. 

She had hoped so long, and waited so eagerly, 
and in vain. She told John about it one even­
ing, as they sat on the vine-covered porch to­
gether, waiting for Lewis and Dorothy to have 
done with the problem in algebra that was vex­
ing the latter. 

" John, I have such a strong hope that you 
will be able to help Estelle this summer; it has 
a great deal to do with my joy in her coming." 

John bestowed anxious eyes on her for a 
moment, and was silent. Presently he said: 

"Once I sbould have th':mght that yr.u were 
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saying that for effect, but I have learned to 

know that you never say things simply for effect; 
Laving said it, you must mean it; so it makes 
me anxious. I can not see how it would be 
possible for me to influence your sister in any 

way, to say nothing of the folly of hoping to 
help her; I don't understand what you can 
mean." 

.. She isn't a Christian, you know, John." 

.. I know, and I understand that it is about 
such help that you speak. But what puzzles me 

is, how could you possibly expect that anything 
which I might do or say could influence her, 
when she has had you all her life." 

.. That is easily explained," Louise said, smil­
ing. "In the first place, you are in the mood 
just now to overrate my influence over people. 
I have some with Estelle, but that it is not great 
is plainly shown in the fact that, in this most 
important of all matters, she has chosen her way 
and I have chosen mine, and we have walked 
separately for a good many years. Don't you 
know, John, that sometimes the people whom 
we meet but once, with whom we really have 
vel'y little to do, are given a word to say, or an 
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act to perform, that shall influence all our future 

lives? " 
"Yes," John said, with sudden energy and 

emphasis; he certainly knew that, as well as any 

person could. And his thoughts went immedi­

ately back to the fair young girl who had held 
vut her hand, and whose winning voice had said: 

" \Von't you have a card?" 

" Well," Louise said, "I can not help hoping 

that the Holy Spirit will give you a word or 
look that will influence Estelle. It doesn't seem 

to me that I can have her wait any longer." 

There were tears in her eyes. Then -John felt 

savage toward Estelle; he said to himself that 

he didn't believe he should be able to endure 

her; she must be a little simpleton. To have 
grown up under the influence of such a sister, 

and yet to have deliberately chosen a conrse 

that would grieve her, argued ill for her heart, 

or her sense, or something. Altogether, though 

he desired to help, Louise was not awakening 

very hopeful sentiments toward helpfulness. 

There was a good understanding established 

between this brother and sister. For that mat­

ter, the reconstructed household understood each 
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other well during these days - had begun to 

realize something of what the family relation 

meant. John was certainly" a new creature in 
Christ Jesus." It is not always that the new 
life has so plain a chance of showing itself as 

his former life had given. No Christian doubted 
the presence of the unseen guest who had come 
to abide with him. As for the father, while 
keeping absolute silence in regard to the matter, 

he kept also keen eyes, and told himself, a dozen 

times a day, that" whatever had come over John, 
he was another person." By slow degrees the 
Morgan family had settled into definite plans for 
the, future; plans that were not matured with· 
out some soreness of heart, and even, on Louise's 
part, a touch of tears. The giving up of future 
prospects for usefulness in the church had been 

a trial to Lewis, and the giving up had been 
done by inches. At last, however, it had been 
made plain that, if he would keep what health 
and strength he had, he must be content with 
an active, outdoor life. This settled beyond 
probability of a change, the father was found 

entirely willing to loose his hold on John, and 
give him, what had been the desire of his heart, 
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a medical education. At least, he said that for 
this reason he. was willing - those of the family 
who watched him closely, strongly suspected 

that there was very little that the father would 
not have been willing to give John during these 

days. The father, in himself, was somewhat 

changed. There were other things that he was 

willing to do. For instance, he invited Lewis, 

one bright winter day, when they came together 

across lots to the home, to take Louise out and 

pick out the Rpot where he would like to build a 
house, and they would see what kind of a one 

could be built, one of these days. Now, strange 

to say, the desire to have a home of their own 

was less intense than it had been. They talked 

it up; they said it would be" nice," in fact, 
delightful; and then, in the same breath, Lewis 

wondered what mother would do when Dorothy 

went away; and Louise wondered whether Dor­
othy wouldn't need her help right there, at home, 

for the next year or two; and finally, though 

they made no objection to picking out the lot, 

and even planned the house - built it, indeed, 

on paper a good many times - still they unalli­
mously agreed that nothing definite could be 



"I Don't Know." 449 

done about it until spring. The truth was, the 

necessity for a home by themselves was not so 

apparent to this young couple as it had been. 
Now that spring, yes, even summer, was fairly 
upon them, the question of house came up agaiu, 
brought forward by Farmer Morgan himself. 

"Not that I am in a hurry," he said, with a 
little embarrassed laugh, "in fact I hope it will 
be about five years in getting built, and you five 
more or so getting moved; I've no notion of 
what this house would be without you; but 
what I'm after is, I've made up my mind it is 
your right to have your own house, and I mean 
you shall have it." 

So the house was a settled fact; and Lewis 
and his wife were undeniably pleased, yet no­
body hurried. The necessity for haste in the 
matter was past. 

So as I say, they had journeyed into June, 
when Estelle was to make her first visit at the 
farm-house. She was to have come the summer 
before, but home matters had detained her, and 
Louise, as she arranged roses in the white vases 
of her room, rejoiced that it had been so, .iIld 

smiled over the different dress the home aTid 
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family wore from that whieh they would have 

worn to Estelle, only a year before. These were 

the closing touches to the adornments, for Lewis 

had already gone to the train to meet his sister, 

accompanied by Dorothy and little N eelie; Lou­

ise, under plea of escaping from the afternoon 

sun, declined the ride; in reality, feeling not 

sure of herself, lest when she got that bright 
young sister in· her arms again she might not 

disgrace the welcome by crying outright. Who 

would have sUI,posed that the months of separa­

tion would have stretched themselves out so I 
Lo~ise was to have gone home certainly in a 
year from the date of her departure, and yet she 
didn't. It often happens in this world that, 

with all our planning, our lives move in exactly 
different lines from what we have prepared. So 

Louise had really never looked upon the face of 

her beautiful young ~ister since that morning 
when she became a bride. It is surely not much 

wonder that her heart beat hard at the sound of 
carriage-wheels, and it seemed to her, for a mo­
ment, that she could not get down the stairs. 

It was not until just as daylight was fading 

that John came to be introduced to the new-
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comer; he had planned differently, but unex­
pected business had detained him at the vil­

lage until a late hour, then he had taken 
his supper alone, and came to the piazza to meet 
Estelle, just as they were about adjourning to 
the house. 

" Come," Louise said;" these bugs must be 
shut out, and you must be shut in; oh, here 
comes John." 

And that moment Dorothy brought the large 
lamp, and the glow of it fell full on Estelle's 
face. John had decidedly dreaded this ordeal. 
His life had been spent so much in shadow that 
there were certain creations before whom he was 
unreasonably timid - among these were young 
ladies; and to meet one too whom he was ex­
pected to help, was formidable. Still, John's 
strong point was decision of character; what 
had to be done was to be done promptly, and, 
with as little appearance of shrinkage as possi­
ble. So he advanced boldly and raised his eyes 
to Estelle's fair, bright face. But instead of 
the greeting, in every way cordial, which he had 
piannl.'d, he gave Estelle- the benefit of a pro­
longed, astonished st.are; and at last, the words 
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uttered in an explosive tone, as one from which 

they were forced by astonishment, were: 

"You are the very one·!" 
"Of course," said Estelle, mischief shining in 

every line of her beautiful face, and, nothing 

dauuted by this strange greeting, she held out 

her hand cordially, while Louise looked on 

amazed. "Did you think I was somebody else? 

Shake hands, won't you? " 
"Is it possible that you remember me?" 

John said at last, slowly, as one awakening from 
a dream, and looking from her to Louise, then 

back again to her, studying the two faces, like 
one who had been puzzled, but who had just 

found the answer to his riddle. 

"Not in the least," Estelle said, promptly; 

" I don't think I ever saw you before in my life, 

but, since you seem to be acquainted with me, I 
thought I would be friendly." 

"You have seen me before," John said, recov­

ering his natural manner, and giving the small 
white hand a cordial grasp; "and it is your re­

semblance to Louise which gave me such a vivid 

impression of your face, and so strange a feel­
ing of having seen you oefore, somewhere." 



" I Don't Know." 453 

Then Estelle laughed. " What an idea!" she 
8aid, gayly; "I don't look the least in the world 
like Louise, and never did; and, what is more 

trying I am not in the least like her, as you will 
find to your sorrow. Where did you see the 
being whom you think I am? I'd like to have 
a glimpse of her." 

Nothing but bright, thoughtless mischief in 

voice or manner; but ?ohn was still earnest and 
eager. 

"Louise," he said, turning to her for sympa­
thy, "isn't it strange that it should happen so? 
She is the very young lady who gave me that 
card on that miserable and memorable night, 
and invited me to the meeting." 

A vivid blush overspread Estelle's face; she 
had given some curious thoughts to the forlorn 
specimen of humanity whom she invited to 
meeting; it was the only attempt she had ever 
made at evangelistic effort, and it stood out in 
her memory. She had commented upon his ap­
pearance to her mother; she had given a laugh­
ing description of him to her young friends. 
Now it seemed a most improbable thing that 
this well-dressed, nice appearing young m"n and 
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her forlorn tramp were one and the same! 

"Are you an adept at masquerades!" she 

asked at last. "Yon certainly played the char­

acter of a woe-begone street wanderer to perfec­

tion; or else you are doing the well-dressed 
young man very well. Which is the assumed 

character, anyway?" 

Viewing it from John's standpoint, there was 

no comical side to this episode in his life. He 
answered her with intense gravity: 

"The street wanderer was a real, and cer­

tainly a sufficiently dreary, wanderer; he 

thought himself a hopeless case; but he will 

never cease to thank God for sending you to 
put ont a rescuing hand that night." 

The flush that had been fading from Estelle's 
face became vivid again; how was she going to 

jest with one who took matters so solemnly? 

She did not know what to say to him, and 

turned away embarrassed. Now, indeed, was 
John roused. Intensity was a part of his nat­
ure; what he did at all, he did with all his 

might. Louise, looking on, anxious as to what 

this revelation would effect, was presently satis­

fied that it had roused his interest in her as 
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nothing elee could have done. The fact that 

the one who had been the direct means of 
bringing him into the light of Chriot, was h"'r­
self walking in darkness, filled him with pain. 

From that hour he fixed upon her as the sub· 
jtct for his constant prayer; he brought her be­
fore his Master only as one can who has learned 

the sweetness of being a servant of Christ, and 
who longs to call in others. N o~ alld then a 
word with her, as opportunity offered, but the 

most of his strength spent on his knees. 
It chanced that on the way to that neighbor­

hood prayer-meeting, which, by the way, had 
been started, and which had fionriohed, John 
was Estelle's companion. It was really the first 
time he had seen her alone. He had Bot to 
waste time in trying to make up his mind to 

speak to her on the subject; he was eager to 

speak. 
" I was so surprised," he said. "I had been 

so -accustomed to pray for the one who gave me 

that card, as one would for a saint almost. I 
li:id not thought of the pOb'sibility of ymlI uot 

being a. Christian." 
" And now all those p_~a~'ers have been lost I 
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So mueh wasted strength, what a pity! Estelle 

did not really mean to be wicked, although her 

tone was mischief itself; she had accustomed 

herself to parrying personalities on this subject 

in some such jesting way; the usual effect was 

to shock into silence the person addressing her, 

and so give her freedom for the time being. 

She did not even mean irreverence; she meant 

simply fun, and to be let alone. John, however, 

was not used to sparkling nonsense in conversa­

tion. Since he began to converse at all, he had 

talked nearly always with earnest people, and 

been tremendously in earnest himself. So he 

answered her as if the remark had been made 

in all gravity. 

"No, I don't think that; for of course God 

knew just where you were, and he accepted the 

spirit of the prayer: but isn't it strange that 

with Louise for a sister you have lived so many 
years without Christ? " 

I,ouise was a person about whom Estelle did 

not jest; she could be flippant to her, but not 

about her, so to this sentence she lJ,ad no answ:lj", 

u.t first, but silence;. then s~e rallied: 

.. Come now, isn't it strange that withLeWia 
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for a brother, and Mrs. Morgan for a mother, you 

lived so many years without paying any atten­
tion to these things? Didn't you ever hear that 

people who live in glass houses shouldn't throw 
stones? " 

"Ah, but," said John eagerly. "I didn't 
believe in it; I didn't think there was any such 
thing as conversion, nor any reality in religion; 

I was a fool, to be sure, but I was an honest one; 
I really didn't believe in these things; but you 
had a different bringing up; my mother is a 
young Christian you know. You had no such 

doubts to trammel you, had you?" 
"No," said Estelle, slow spoken, reluctantly 

obliged to be truthful before this truthful young 
man; thiuking of her mother, of her father, of 

her sister Louise, she must say, "No." 
"Then, why haven't you been a Christian 

these many years? " 
"I don't know." 
" Then, why don't you be o~e, pow?" 

"I don't know." 
John was betrayed into an exclamation llot 

.unlike the half sneer with which he used . to 
.express his entire disapproval of an act, an!! qi~ 
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tones were very significant as he said: "Seems 

to me if I were you, I'd find out." 

Estelle was silent; this to her was an Antirely 

new way of approaching the subject. 'This 

grave young man gave her some thillking to do. 

She had had her bit of ~keptiei~m to struggle 

with, albeit she did not know it by that name. 

In her heart she had believed that some persons 

were by nature religious in their youth; mamma 

w~.s, and Louise was like her; mamma said that 

Louise, when just a baby, would lie quiet by the 

hour to be read to from the Bible, while she, 

Estelle, never lay quiet at any time for anythillg 

but sleep. She \\,ati not by Ilature religious, she 

argued; sometime, when she was old, and gray­

haired, it would become natlll'al to her to think 

about these things. Some people were called ill 

their youth, and some in later life; it must be 

she was designed for a middle-aged Christian. 

II,lto the face of this theory came John; YOUllg, 

k~en, intense, fierce by nature, as irreligious by 

nature as a man could be, as far away from even 

outward respect for the cause as a scoffer could 

be. Louise, whose intuition bad shown her 

IOmewhat of this reasoning. had taken pains to 
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explain in detail John's past life, and John's 
intense nature. Here was a problem that Estelle 

must work out for herself; that she had begun 

to work at it, was evidenced by her grave, sin· 

'Jere answer" I don't know." 



CHAPTER XXIX. 

THE OLD AND THE NEW. 

much COil' 

I ceming the ~Iurgan family, which would 

ue plea8ant to me to tell, that I pass in 8ilence a 

stretch of years. It is 8imply that the lengthen­

ing chapters remind me it i8 high time to have 

done with them; and yet there are certain 

things that I must tell. Therefore it is that I 

drop you into the midst of June roses again, 

after a lapse of five busy, earnest years. Back 

at the old farm-house, which really was not the 

old farm-house at all; and yet it was - that is, 

it was in a new dress; a corner had been put OD 

'here, a bay-window there, a piazza at the south 

side, and a wide, old-fashioned porch at the east, 
460 



The Old and the New. 461 

until really, t,he house would not have recog. 

nized itself. Within, not, a single room, from 

the yellow-painted kitchen onward, remained the 

same. Was this the new house, planned years 

before ? Well, not exactly; the new house was 

built, and built with the bricks and mortar, just 

itS it had been planned on paper, and a gem of a 

house it proved to be; but don't you think its 

location was next to the church, in the village, 

and Dorothy and the minister were the occu­

pants? 

" It isn't exactly a parsonage," Father Morgan 

said, "and yet it is; at least the minister lives 

in it, and is welcome to, of course, for it belongs 

to his wife; but, if another minister should 

corne in his place, why then I suppose it couldn't 

be called a parsonage." 

At present there is no prospect that another 

minister will come in Mr. Butler's place. The 

people like both him and his wife. That is a 

strange statement, I am aware - almost an nn­

natural story - and yet everyone knows that 

there are a few parishes left in which the people 

continue to stand by a faithful pastor, even after 

a lapse of years. Dorothy had certain advan. 
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lages. To be sure, Mr. Butler had done what 

is supposed to be that unwise thing - married 

the daughter of one of his parishoners; but it 

will he remembered that in her early girlhood 

she had almost no acquaintances with the peo­

ple of the village. She had not mingled with 

them in any capacity. They knew no more of 

her character, and almost as little of her life, as 

they would have done had she lived a thousand 

miles away; and some way, the one whom they 

uSl'd, on rare occasions, to speak of as "that 

Morgan girl" seemed to the people an entirely 

different person from their minister's wife; as in 

truth she was. So, as if to verify the promise 

about" all things working together for good," 

the very obscurity in which Dorothy had spent 

her girlhood worked well for her in her present 

sphere. So Dorothy reigned in the new house, 

nmi ruled it well, and her mother had grown 

used to looking upon her as a married woman 

and a housekeeper, aye, and a mother. 

Lewis Morgan had nut a little to do with the 

sllccessf'll ministrations of his brother-in-law. 

When he, after his period of mental depression 

and discouragement, rallied, at the time of Dor-
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othy's conversion, and tasted anew the joy of 
working for Christ, he took, what perhaps I may 
reverently term a new lease of spiritual life, and 
gave himself up to joyful service. Since which 

time he had been eagerly busy for the Master; 
the refrain of his song still being, " How sweet 
the work has been!" Imagine what such a 

wide-awake, prudent, faithful Christian could 
be to a pastor. Imagine the alert eyes he could 
have to the needs, and the wishes, and the 
whims of the people. Imagine the kind sugges­
tions he could offer to a pastor younger than 
himself, who thoroughly respected not only, 
but loved him as a brother. Certainly Lewis 

Morgan, heavy though the cross had been to 
give up what is called active w6rk for Christ, 
was yet as active in his way, and perhaps fully 
as successful as though he were from the pulpit 
preaching the gospel. I make. that distinction 

because Lewis Morgan, in his class, in the 
prayer-meeting, in his daily life, was assuredly 

preaching the gospel. 
The renovated farm-house was still large 

enough for the two families. Yet the new 

house - the other new house -- was in process 
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'If building. Louise's plan again. One of the 

prettiest of houses; but that, too, was in the 

village, and it was planned with special refer­

ence to the needs of Dr. John Morgan. YeR, 

he was going to settle down in the little village r 
No, I forget; the word '"little" really does not 

apply to it very well; it had, uuring these years 

in which I remember I have said almost nothing 

about it, sprung into life and growth, aided by 
the junction of another railroad, and a large 

machine shop, and Dr. John had accepted a 

partnership with the gray-haired physician who 

had held the practice in village and on hillside 

for miles around, during the space of forty 

years. Just as soon as the new house was 

finished and furnished (anu it was nearly done), 
he was going to house-keeping. 

Every cheery, sweet-smelling room in the 

Morgan farm-house hau a sort of gala look on 

this afternoon of which I write. They were 

such pretty rooms! I wish I could describe 

them to you - simple, quiet-toiled, in keeping 
with the wide-stretching green fields, and the 

glowing flowers; and 80 pretty! Bright, clear 

carpets, in tasteful hues and graceful patterns; 
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sheer muslin curtains, looped with ribbons to 

match the carpets; easy chairs, nearly every 

one of them of a pattern peculiar to itself; 
wide, low couches, with luxurious pillows, in­

viting you to lounge among them; books and 

papers and pictUl'es in profusion; Louise's piano 

and Louise's guitar in convenient positions, and 

Louise's tasteful finger-touches everywhere. 

Who can describe a simple, pretty room? It is 

easy to tell the color of the carpet, and the posi­

tion of the fUl'lliture, but where is the language 

in which to describe that nameless grace, speak­

ing of comfort and ease and home, that hover 

over some rooms, and is utterly lacking in 

others? Up-stairs, in the room that was once 
Louise's, and which she had vacated now for 

the more sunny side of the house, special care 

had been exercised; it was a fair, pink and 

white abode; the carpet was a sprinkling of 

pink moss-rose buds, on a mossy ground; the 

white curtains were looped with pink ribbons; 

the cool, gray furniture, of that peculiar tint of 

gray that suggests white, was adorned with deli­

cate touches of Louise's skill, in the shape of 

moss-rose buds, that matched the carpet; 
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the toilet-stand was a mass of delicate white 

drapery, through whose thinness a suspi. 

cion of pink glowed; and the very china had 

been deftly painted in the same pattern; easy 

chairs and large, old·fasLicned rockers occupied 

~osy nooks, and Louise, a face aglow with merry 

satisfaction, had adorned them each, some with 

the veritable tidies which she had brought from 

home, as a bride, and others, made after a like 

pattern, to look like the identical ones. She 

was arranging real roses with unsparing hand in 

the mantel vases, on the little toilet-table, wher· 

ever she could find a spot for a vase to stand. 

Then came N eelie and stood in the door - her· 

self a vision of beauty - in flowing curls, and 

spotless white garments, made after the latest 

and most approved fashion for young misses of 

thirteen, and with a flutter of blue ribbons 

about her, from the knot fastened in some deft 

way among the curls to the dainty bows perched 

on her slippers. She made a little exclamation, 

indicative of her happy satisfaction in the ap­

pearance of all about her, and Louise turned. 

" Will this do for a bride '1" sho asked, hel 
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smilmg eyes taking in N eelie as a very satisfac· 
tory part of the picture. 

"It is too lovely for anything," Neelie said 
in genuine girl parlance; "and it looks just ex 
actly like Eotelle." 

Louise laughed; she had been thinking some· 
thing very like that herself. Don't imagine 

that I think I have startled you now with a bit 
of news; I have given you credit for penetra­

tion enough to have surmised, long ago, that 
the gala day was in honor of a coming bride, 
and the bride none other than Estelle herself. 

I did not propose to say much about that; such 
things are so constantly occurring in all well­
regulated families that you would have been 

stupid, indeed, not to have foreseen it. 
Louise did not, however; she had been as 

blind as a bat about it, though the old story 
was lived right before her very eyes. Glad eyes 
they were, however, when they took in the 

facts. Louise loved her brother J ohn. Was he 
not the one whom God used at last to bring her 

darling Estelle to a knowledge of his love? 
"Louise," said Neelie, coming back to com 

monplaces, as soon as the eyes had taken in all 
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the beauty, "motller wants you; she wants you 

to see if you thiuk the table looks overloaded, 

auo. whether you thiuk the turkey platters 

haven't too much dark meat on them, and half a 

dozen other things that I have forgotten; won't 

you come right away?" 
"In three minutes," said Louise; but she had 

hardly time to attend in person to all these 

important matters when Neelie's voice shouted 

through the house: 
"There they come! There's the carriage; it 

has just driven through the archway; oh, I 

wonder what John thought of the archway?" 

When I tell you that it was wound witL 

evergreen, on which there glowed, in roses 

arranged by Neelie's own fair hands, the words, 

"Welcome Home;' you will be sure that John 

liked it. Then the family gathered on that 

south piazza to greet the bride and groom. The 

aromtl of coffee was stealing through the house, 

and the spacious dining-table, spread its eDt.ire 

len[;th in the large dining-room, did almost look 

burdened with its weight of di:illes for the 
wedding feast. Mother Morgan tarried to cov~r 
a cake-basket before she hurried to the pia:l;zl!-. 
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Give one moment's time to her. Her face had 

grown younger; it was smooth and fair, and set 
in calmness. Her dress was a holiday one of 
soft, neutral tinted silk, and her white lace cap, 

which Louise's fingers had fashioned, was won­

derfully becoming to her pleasant face. Dor­
othy had seated herself, matronly fashion, in one 

of the large easy 1::hairs, with which the piazza 
abounded, for the fair bundle of muslin and lace, 
bobbing around in her lap, was too restless to 

admit of a standing position, although admon­
i8hed thus: "Do, little Miss Louise, sit still, 
and receive your new auntie with becoming 
dignity." 

Little Miss Louise's papa had just dumped her 
ladyship out of his arms, and gone forward to 
open the gate for the family carriage, which, 

with Lewis for driver, was just emerging from 
the shade of the evergreens. At this moment 
came Father Morgan from the small room at the 
right of the piazza, with a pompous specimen of 
tLree-year-old boyhood perched serenelv on his 

.:>houl~er. lIe was John Morgan, Jr., and liked no 
place so well as his gralldfather'sshouWer. J'9~ 

Cliu'ria~e wound around the lawn, ami (h'ew 
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up before the piazza door, and they all, father, 

mother, sisters and baby wellt down to meet it. 

And as Estelle's bright and beautiful face, a 

little matured since we first knew her, but rarely 

heautiful still, appeared in view, and her eage; 

arms were thrown around Mother Morgan's 

neck, that lady, as she gave back heartily loving 

kisses, and, in a voice which I am not sure you 

would recognize, so little have you kl10wn of 

ber in these latter days: 

"Welcome home, my daughter." 

I wonder if I have told you that the carriage 

contained others beside the brie!e ane! groom? 

Louise had not forgotten it, for her own father 

and mother were actually come to pay the long. 

promised visit. It hae! been arranged with great 

joy, the point at which they should meet the 

young couple returning from their wedding trip 

and travel with them homeward. Lonise had 

been home several times in the last five years, 

bnt father and mother were just fulfilling a long­

made promise to visit her; and here at last were 

they all gathered under the Morgan rObf, the 
two families unbroken. 

They went to the spacious dining.room and 
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Bat them down to the bountiful wedding feast, 

and among them all only two had vivid recollec­
t,ions just then of the contrast btltween that 
home-coming and the greeting that was given 

Louise and Lewis on that winter night. Mrs. 

Dorothi Butler remembered it, it is true; but 
.>uch important matters had filled Mrs. Dor­
othy's mind in the intervening years, and every­

thing was so utterly changed to her that she 
much doubted sometimes whether she really had 
not dreamed all those strange earlier experiences, 

and only lived through these latter years. To 
Estelle the house was new, of course, and real 
handsome, and everything was delightfully im­
proved. But Estelle did not know that hearts 
and faces had greatly improved. She could not 
imagine Mother Morgan in her straight calico, 

without a collar; she could not see John in his 

shirt-sleeves, his pants tucked within his boots, 
as Louise saw him in imagination at that 

moment. 
Ah! there were sweeter contrasts than those. 

When the bright evening drew to its close 

N eelie wheeled the little center-table clo~e to 

her father's chair and set the student lamp on 
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it, and Farmer Morgan opened the large old 

Bible which always had its place of honor on 

that center-table, and read: "Bless the Lord, 0 

my soul; and all that is within me, bless his 

holy name, mess the Lord, 0 my soul, and 

forget not all his benefits. Who forgiveth all 
• thine iniquities; who healeth all thy diseases; 

who redeemetll thy life from destruction; who 

crowneth thee with loving-kindness and tender 

mercies." AmI then Farmer Morgan said, with 

reverent voice, "Let us pray," and the two 

fdmilies, brought together by ties that reach 
into eternity, bowed together, and Father Mor­

gan commended them all to the care of the 

God whom at last he and his house served. 

Th~y talked about old times just a little, the 

next morning, both up-stairs and down. Louise 

lingering in E~telle's room, listening well pleased 

to her lavbh praise of all its adornings, said, 
suddenly: 

"Do you remember this, Estelle?" 

" Yes; indeed I do! The very tidy that 
Fannie Brooks made for your wedding prc:;sen(, ; 

and there is that white one I made. Oh, 

Loui~e! isn't it funny? Do you remember my 
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asking you what you were going to do with all 
those tidies?" 

" Yes, dear. I told you I would find use for 

them, and you see I have. Do you remember, 

also, that you assured me that morning how 

impossible it would be for you ever to leave 

papa and mamma and go away with a stranger, 
as I was doing?" 

"Well," said Estelle, with an amused, haH 

ashamed little laugh," I didn't go away with a 

stranger; I came with John. You see I didn't 

know him then." 

And again Louise wondered what she would 

have said of him if she had. 

Down-stairs, an hour or so afterward, she 

lingered in the sitting-room to say a few loving 

words to her own dear mother, and while there 

Mother Morgan passed the piazza windows, 

young John by the hand, he loudly discoursiug 

to her as to the beauties of a certain' bug which 
she was being dragged by his eager hand to see. 

"Mother spoils him," Louise said, with a 

complacent laugh, as the boy's shrill voice 

floated back to them. "She will go anywhere 

and do anything that he coaxes her to." 
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,. The idea of mother SPOD..ING anybody!" 

said Dr. John. with incredulous voice and laugh. 

ing eyes. 
" Well, she certainly does. I suppose all 

grandmothers do." 
Then she went about the pretty task of 

straightening the books and papers, and restoring 

the sitting-room to its yestel'llay's freshness. 

"I am glad mothers don't spoil their children," 

her mother said, satisfaction in her voice, as she 

watched Louise moving among the disordered 

elements, bringing order out of confusion. 

"I didn't spoil her, did I, Lewis? What a 

lovely home you have had here all these years! 

I am glad you have demonstrated the folly of 

the saying that no house is large enough for two 

families. How could anything be better than 

the arrangement which you have here? Mrs. 

Morgan was telling me this morning that when 

you talked for a time of going to housekeeping 

it almost made her sick. I'm very glad you 

didn't. Little John gives Louise care enough 

without the responsibilities of housekeeping; 

though your mother says, Lewis, that she takes 

a great deal of care from her; I guess she has 
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rather an exaggerated opinion of you, Louise; 
perhaps she ii'! trying to spoil you." 

"She is a remarkable little woman you will 

have to admit," Lewis, said, in a half-Iauglling 

tone, but regarding his wife with eyes in which 

she saw earuestness and tender feeling. "I am 

glad you brought I.eI' up so well, mother; there 

are Hot many who would haye succeeded with 

the problem of two families in one house as she 
has done." 

"Yes," said the mother, emphatically; "and 

then there is another thing to be taken into con­

sideration. Sbe had unusual ~urroundings. 

Anybody can see that your mother is an unusual 

woman! Probably Louise's experience has been 

exceptional. I really believe, at heart, that 

there are not many houses large enough for two 

families. I trembled for Louise. I used to 

watch every letter critically for signs of failure. 

You see I did not know your father and mother. 

I did not feel so anxious about the father; they 

always get along well with daughters-in-law if 

the mothers do. But I worried a good deal, 

unnecessarily now, I can see. Still it is, after 

all, an exceptional CRse. Don't you think so?" 
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Lewis turned slowly around from the mantel 

against which he had been leaning and regarded 

his wife with a curious look - eyes that were 

brimming with a mischievous light, and yet had 

behind the light a sngoestion even of tears. His 

voice when he spoke had also that curious hint 

of pent up feeling. 

" Yes, it is an exceptional case. Very few 
daughters-in-law have such experiences. I do 

consi<ler my mother an unusual woman and my 

wife an unusual wife! And I tell you in all 

honesty, mother, that we of the Morgan family 

thank God every day of our lives for the vine 
from your branch that was grafted into ours." 
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With Frontispiece, l2mo, Cloth, 81.25. 

The Founta.ln. 
.. No lad can read this handsome book without being the better 

and the stronger in himself." . . 

The Liverpool Mercury . 
.. A gift. book it would be difficult to surpass for soundneu of 

teaching, sprightliness of narrative, and wide general interest." 

The Irish Times. 
"In' Matthew Mellowdew' the ad\'antages and happiness of lead· 

ing .. Christian life are urged in an earnest and affecting style." 

PAUL MEGGITT'S DELUSION. 

With Six Full·page Plates, l2mo, aloth, 81.00. 

The Graphic . 
.. A strong and heartily written tale, conveying sound moral and 

religious lessons in an unobjectiona.ble form." 
The Glasgow Mail 

"This book is beautifully illustrated, and no one will read It 
without feeling the better for having done so." 

The Manchester Courter. 
"This work deserves to be distributed broadcast in the country. 

It is a thrilling story, told in plain language, and conveying very 
important lessons. " 

"A MAN EVERY INCH OF HIM." 

Umo, Cloth,8l.25. 

The Record. 
.. A capital tale for boys ... 

TORONTO: WILLIAM BRIGGS, 78 & 80 KING ST. EAST. 
XOlOftUL: C. W. COATES. HlilPll: S. F. HUESTIS. 



WORKB BY THE REV. J. JACKSON WBA~. 

OHRONICLES OF OAPSTAN OABIN; 

OR, THE CHILDREN'S HOUR. 

With f8 nlustratio, .. , Fourth Edition, i!Jmo, Oloth, 'loU. 

The Standard. 
.. A budget of charming stories for young people," 

The Knapsack Series. 
With Illustrations, Small Orown 8vo, S5e. each. 

WIDOW WINPENNY'S WATOHWORD. 

THE MAN WITH THE KNAPSAOK; 

OR, THE MILLER OF BURNHAM LEE. 

Ths Ecclesiastical Gazstte. 
" A ra.re tale, well told. " 

Woman's Work. 
.. The story of the colporteur, and the work he was able to do for 

hie Master in lonely and neglected places, is well told, and the 
pictures of country life are pretty and natural" 

The Scotsman. 
.. It ia written with undeniable earnestness of intention, and with 

the writer's accustomed vivacity and directne .. of style." 
Bristol TImes . 

.. The story ia easily and brightly told, the characters are well 
drawn, and the interest of the reader ia awakened by the words and 
"",tiona of the good' man with the knapsack.' " 

The Liverpool mercury . 
.. The tone of the tale ia religious, but there ia a manline .. about 

it not always found in stories of its class; while the narrative of 
Caleb Goodall shows how much good can be done in this world by 
olmple·hearted and devoted men." 

TORONTO: WILLIAM BRIGGS. 78 & 80 KING ST. EAST • 
............ : O. W. OOATES. 1Lw ..... : S. 1'. HI7lISTIli, 



W0BK8 BY '1'lU ~. J. JACKSON WRAl'. 

CrCflt1ll Bvo, 9Ot:. 

JOHN WYCLIFFE; 

A QUINCENTENARY TRIBUTE. 

The CongregatlonaUst. 
.. A brief and yet vivid description of one of England's greatest 

heroes. The book Is equally worthy of the author and the theme." 

The Cllrtstlan World. 
.. Those who are interested in the life and prinoiples of the great 

Reformer will be greatly pleased to peruse this book. It is not a 
dull one in any 8~e. JJ 

CrCflt1llBvo, 11.75. 

LIGHT FROM THE OLD LAMP: 
HOMESPUN HOMILIES. 

British Quarterly Review . 
.. They present every religious thought on its practical side, and 

in .. form calculated to impress even the most unintelligent. They 
are essentially evangelistic addresses-clear, sharp-cut, pointed, and 
practical. " . 

The Frseman. 
.. Strikingly original discourses. Those who delight in clever 

llketches on unusual texts will rejoice in this book. 

CrotD1. Bvo, 11.£5. 

A NOBLE VINE; 
OR, 

PRACTICAL THOUGHTS ON OUR LORD'S LAST PARABLE. 

The ChrIstian Age . 
.. A good book for ~evotional reading; just wbat is 'Yan~d for the 

chamber of the invalid, or for perusal on Sunday evenmg. 
The CongregationaUst. 

.. The book is written in an easy and ftowing style, and bean 
ample traces of careful thought and extensive reading. " 

TORONTO: WILLIAM BRIGGS, 78 & 80 KING ST. EAST. 
1IQJonaAL: 0. W. OOATIi".8. HAL"''''; 8. F. HUl!;lSTIII, 



HOME STUDY. 

CANADIAN 

Home Reading Circle. 
ORGANIZED IN ACCORDANCE WITH A REGULATION OF THE 

GENERAL CONFERENCE, 1886. 

OOURSE FOR 1887_ 

The following hooks are recommended hy the Committee for 

Home Reading dnring the year 1887,-

ASSEMBLY BIBLE OUTLINES-J. H. Vincent, D. D. 12c. 

RICHARDSON'S TEMPERANCE LE:"SONS .....•.• 25e. 

BRITISH AND CANADIAN H,STORy-Adams & 

Rohertson ............ . 35c. 

CHRISTIAN EVIDENCES-J. H. Vincent, D.D .... 12c. 

WHAT IS EDUCATION ?-By Prof. Phelps ...... 12c. 

SOCRATES-By Prof. Phelps ................•. 12c. 

The complete list will be supplied for $1.00 net, post·free. 

iafanta: 
WILLIAM BRIGGS, 78 & 80 KING STREET EAST, 

0. W. COATES, MONTILUL, Q~ S. F. HUESTIS, lIALlP£X, N." 



OANADIAN COPYRIGHT EDITION. 

SWEET CICELY· 
Or, JOSIAH ALLEN AS A POLITIOIAN. 

A New Temperance Story 
BY 

JOSIAH ALLEN'S WIFE. 

A Work of Thrilling Interest! Over 100 illustratIons. 
Beautifully Bound. 

PRICE, SQUA.RE 12mo, :CLOTH, EX~M, $2.00. 

TRADE SUPPLIED. 

BOME OPINIONS OF .. JOSIAH ALLEN'S WIFE." 
The Herald, New York:" Her fun is not far fetched but easy and spontaneous. 

She is now witty. now pathetic, yet ever strikingly original." 
TM Home Journal, New York: H She is one of the mOst ori;;inal humorists 01 

tho day." 
The New Era, Lancaster, Pa.: "Undoubtedly one of the truest humorist&. 

Nothing short of a cast·iroD man can resist the exquisite, droll and contageoul 
mirth of her writings." 

.rgu~een:~:~ b':o~n:!~:~~~~i;l:~~~::~~:r:~~~ ?~ll;f~ ttti:~a~,~~~: 
wit can pierce where grave couDsel fails." 

["ter·Ocean, Chicago, says: "Seldom has a writer combined such effective 

~~i~iannt8 ~~~ !.!~II~~ ~~~~~~ed~~:do~:egtehe~~:I~:8th~sOtl~~:r:C:r~h~~~~~e~~:: 
will read the chapters upon Josiah when the Senatorial bee got to buzzing in his 
bonllet, and when he concluded to expend the entire year's crop of apples in buying 
votes enough to send him to Washington. His ideas of • subsidies,' and' free trade,' 
and' woman's rights,' are &8 good specimens of genuine humor as can be found in 
the language!' 

IDSS FRANCES E. WILLARD .'Y.: 
U Modem fiction has not furnished a more thoroughly individual character than 

'Josiah Anen's Wife! She will be remembered, honored, laughed and cried o\"er 
when the purely 'artistic,' novelist Ilnd his heroine have passed into oblivion, and 
for this reason: Josiah Allen's Wife is a 

I Creature not too bright or good 
For huma.n nature's daily food.' 

She fa • woman, wit, philanthropist, and statesman aU in one, and I f propbeay' 
that Sweet Cicely's gentle, firm band shall lead Josiah Allen's Wife onward into 
literary immorhJity." 

TORONTO: WILLIAM BRIGGS, 
78 & 80 King Street EMt. 

e y COATIS, S BloW')' St., I4QDtrea1, Quo. S. r. 1I0~STIS, Hall! ... , lIf •• 



AUTHORIZED EDITIONS. 

THE PANSY BOOI{S. 
There are substantial reasons for the great popularity of the 

PANSY BOOKS, and foremost among these is their tnlth to nature 
and to life. The genuineness of the types of character which they 
portray is indeed remarkable; their heroes bring us face to face with 
every phase of home life, and present graphic and inspiring picture. 
of the actua.l struggles through which victorious Bouls must go. 

Best and Oheapest Editions from 
Original Plates. 

PRICE. EACH, CLOTH, ILLUSTRATED, 50 CENTS. 

ONE COMMONPLACE DAY. 
MRS. SOLOMON SMITH LOOKING ON. 
CHAUTAUQUA GIRLS AT HOME. 
HALL IN THE GROVE. 
ESTER REID. 
ESTER REID YET SPEAKING. 
RUTH ERSKINE'S CROSSES. 
THE RANDOLPHS. 
JULIA REID. 
THOSE BOYS. 

&c., &0., &u., &0. 

New Book by "Pan.sy" Entitled: 

" EIGHTY-SEVEN." 
PRICE, CLOTH, 51.00. 

WILLIAM BRIGGS, 78 & 80 King st. E., Toronto. 
C. W. COATES, Montreal, Que. S. F. HUESTIS, Halifa,., N.S. 
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