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THE DIARY OF A SAINT

JANUARY

JANUAKY 1. How beautiful the world is ! I might

go on to say, and how commonplace this seems writ-

ten down in a diary ; but it is the thing I have been

thinking. I have been standing ever so long at the

window, and now that the curtains are shut I can see

everything still. The moon is shining over the wide

white sheets of snow, and the low meadows look far

off and enchanted. The outline of the hills is clear

against the sky, and the cedars on the lawn are almost

green against the whiteness of the ground and the

deep, blue-black sky. It is all so lovely that it some-

how makes one feel happy and humble both at once.

It is a beautiful world, indeed, and yet last night
But last night was another year, and the new begins

in a better mood. I have shaken off the idiotic

mawkishness of last night, and am more like what

Father used to tell me to be when I was a mite of a

girl : "A cheerful Ruth Privet, as right as a trivet."

Though to be sure I do not know what being as

right as a trivet is, any more than I did then. Last

night, it is true, there were alleviating circumstances

that might have been urged. For a week it had been
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drizzly, unseasonable weather that took all the snap
out of a body's mental fibre

; Mother had had one of

her bad days, when the pain seemed too dreadful to

bear, patient angel that she is ; Kathie Thurston had

been in one of her most despairing fits
;
and the Old

Year looked so dreary behind, the New Year loomed

so hopeless before, that there was some excuse for a

girl who was tired to the bone with watching and

worry if she did not feel exactly cheerful. I cannot

allow, though, that it justified her in crying like a

watering-pot, and smudging the pages of her diary
until the whole thing was blurred like a composition
written with tears in a primary school. I certainly

cannot let this sort of thing happen again, and I am

thoroughly ashamed that it happened once. I will re-

member that the last day Father lived he said he

could trust me to be brave both for Mother and my-
self ; and that I promised, I promised.

So last night may go, and be forgotten as soon as

I can manage to forget it. To-night things are dif-

ferent.- There has been a beautiful snow-fall, and

the air is so ciisp that when I went for a walk at

sunset it seamed impossible ever to be sentimentally
weak-kneed again; Mother is wonderfully comfort-

able ; and the New Year began with a letter to say

that George will be at home to-morrow. Mother is

asleep like a child, the fire is in the best of spirits,

and does the purring for itself and for Peter, who is

napping with content expressed by every hair to the

tip of his fluffy white tail. Even Hannah is singing

in the kitchen a hymn that she thinks is cheerful,

about
"
Sa-a-a-acred, high, e-ter-er-er-nal noon."

It is evident that there is every opportunity to take a
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fresh start, and to conduct myself in the coming year
with more self-respect.

So much for New Year resolutions. I do not re-

member that I ever made one before ; and very likely

I shall never make one again. Now I must decide

something about Kathie. I tried to talk with Mother

about her, but Mother got so excited that I saw it

would not do, and felt I must work the problem out

with pen and paper as if it were a sum in arithmetic.

It is not my business to attend to the theological edu-

cation of the minister's daughter, especially as it is

the Methodist minister's daughter, and he, with his

whole congregation, thinks it rather doubtful whether

it is not sinful for Kathie even to know so dangerous
an unbeliever. I sometimes doubt whether my good

neighbors in Tuskamuck would regard Tom Paine

himself, who, Father used to say, lingers as the arch-

heretic for all rural New England, with greater theo-

logical horror than they do me. It is fortunate that

they do not dislike me personally, and they all loved

Father in spite of his heresies. In this case I am not

clear, on the other hand, that it is my duty to stand

passive and see, without at least protesting, a sensitive,

imaginative, delicate child driven to despair by the

misery and terror of a creed. If Kathie had not

come to me it would be different ; but she has come.

Time after time this poor little, precocious, morbid

creature has run to me in such terror of hell-fire that

I verily feared she would end by going frantic. Ten

years old, and desperate with conviction of original
sin

; and this so near the end of the nineteenth cen-

tury, so-called of grace ! Thus far I have contented

myself with taking her into my arms, and just loving
her into calmness ; but she is getting beyond that.
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She is finding being petted so delightful that she is

sure it must be a sin. She is like what I can fancy
the most imaginative of the Puritan grandmothers to

have been in their passionate childhood, in the days
when the only recognized office of the imagination
was to picture the terrors of hell. I so long for

Father. If he were alive to talk to her, he could say
the right word, and settle things. The Bible is very

touching in its phrase,
" as one whom his mother com-

forteth," but to me " whom his father comforteth
'

would have seemed to go even deeper ; but then, there

is Kathie's father, whose tenderness is killing her. I

don't in the least doubt that he suffers as much as she

does
;
but he loves her too much to risk damage to what

he calls
" her immortal soul." There is always a ring

of triumph in his voice when he pronounces the phrase,

as if he already were a disembodied spirit dilating in

eternal and infinite glory. There is something finely

noble in such a superstition.

All this, however, does not bring me nearer to the

end of my sum, for the answer of that ought to be

what I shall do with Kathie. It would never do to

push her into a struggle with the creeds, or to set her

to arguing out the impossibility of her theology. She

is too young and too morbid, and would end by sup-

posing that in reasoning at all on the matter she had

committed the unpardonable sin. Her father would

not let her read stories unless they were Sunday-
school books. Perhaps she might be allowed some of

the more entertaining volumes of history ; but she is

too young for most of them. She should be reading
about Red Riding-hood, and the White Cat, and the

whole company of dear creatures immortal in fairy

stories. I will look in the library, and see what there
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may be that would pass the conscientiously searching
ordeal of her father's eye. If she can be given any-

thing which will take her mind off of her spiritual con-

dition for a while, that is all that may be done at

present. I '11 hunt up my old skates for her, too. A
little more exercise in the open air will do a good deal

for her humanly, and perhaps blow away some of the

theology.

Later. Hannah has been in to make her annual

attack on my soul. I had almost forgotten her yearly

missionary effort, so that when she appeared I said

with the utmost cheerfulness and unconcern,
" What

is ic, Hannah?' supposing that she wanted to know

something about breakfast. I could see by the in-

stant change in her expression that she regarded this

as deliberate levity. She was so full of what she had

come to say that it could not occur to her that I did

not perceive it too.

Dear old Hannah ! her face has always so droll

an expression of mingled shyness and determination

when, as she once said, she clears her skirts of blood-

guiltiness concerning me. She stands in the door-

way twisting her apron, and her formula is always
the same :

" Miss Ruth, I thought I 'd take the liberty to say a

word to you on this New Year's day."
"
Yes, Hannah," I always respond, as if we had

rehearsed the dialogue.
" What is it ?

'

" It 's another year, Miss Ruth, and your peace not

made with God."

To me there is something touching in the fidelity

with which she clings to the self-imposed performance
of this evidently painful duty. She is distressfully



6 THE DIARY OF A SAINT

shy about it, she who is never shy about anything
else in the world, so far as I can see. She feels that it

is a " cross for her to bear," as she told me once, and

I honor her for not shirking it. She thinks I regard
it far more than I do. She judges my discomfort by
her own, whereas in truth I am only uncomfortable

for her. I never could understand why people are

generally so afraid to speak of religious things, or why
they dislike so to be spoken to about them. I mind

Hannah's talking about my soul no more than I

should mind her talking about my nose or my fingers ;

indeed, the little flavor of personality which would

make that unpleasant is lacking when it comes to

discussion about intangible things like the spirit, and

so on the whole I mind the soul-talk less. I suppose

really the shyness is part of the general reticence all

we New Englanders have that makes it so hard to

speak of anything which is deeply felt. Father used

to say, I remember, that it was because folk usually

have a great deal of sentiment about religion and very
few ideas, and thus the difficulty of bringing their

expression up to their feelings necessarily embarrasses

them.

I assured Hannah I appreciated all her interest in

my welfare, and that I would try to live as good a life

during the coming year as I could
;
and then she with-

drew with the audible sigh of relief that the heavy duty
was done with for another twelvemonth. She assured

me she should still pray for me, and if I do not sup-

pose that there is any great efficacy in her petition, I

am at least glad that she should feel like doing her

best in my behalf. Mother declares that she is al-

ways offended when a person offers to pray for her.

She looks at it as dreadfully condescending and
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patronizing, as if the petitioner had an intimate per-

sonal hold upon the Almighty, and was willing to

exert his influence in your behalf. But I hardly
think she means it. She never fails to see when a

thing is kindly meant, even if she has a keen sense of

the ludicrous. At any rate, it does us no harm that

kindly petitions are offered for us, even if they may
go out into an unregarding void ; and I am not sure

that they do.

January 2. Kathie is delighted with the skates, and

she does not think that her father will object to her

having them ; so there is at least one point gained.

We have had such a lovely sunset ! I do not see

how there can be a doubter in a world where there are

so many beautiful things. The whole west, through
the leafless branches of the elms on the south lawn,

was one gorgeous mass of splendid color. I hope

George saw it. It is almost time for him to be here,

and I have caught myself humming over and over his

favorite tunes as I waited. Mother has had a day of

uneasiness, so that I could not leave her much, but

rubbing her side for an hour or two relieved her. It

has cramped my fingers a little, so that I write a

funny, stiff hand. Poor Mother ! It made me
ashamed to be so glad in my heart as I saw how
brave and quiet she was, with the lines of pain round

her dear mouth.

Later. " How long is it that we have been en-

gaged ?
'

That is what George asked me, and out of all the

long talk we had this evening this is the one thing
which I keep hearing over and over. Why should it
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tease me so ? It is certainly a simple question, and
when two persons have been engaged six years there

need no longer be any false sensitiveness about things
of this sort. About what sort ? Do I mean that the

time has come when George would not mind hurting

my feelings ? It may as well come out. As Father

used to say :
" You cannot balance the books until

the account is set down in full." Well, then, I mean
that there is a frankness about a long engagement
which may not be in a short one, so that when George
and I meet after a separation it is natural that almost

the first question should be,
" How long is it that we have been engaged ?

'

The question is certainly an innocent one, al-

though one would think George might have answered

it himself. How much did the fact that he talked

afterward so eagerly about the Miss West he met

while at his aunt's, and of how pretty she is, have to

do with the pain which the question gave me ? At my
age one might think that I was beyond the jealousies

of a school-girl.

We have b^en engaged six years and four months

and five days. It is not half the time that Jacob

served for Rachel, although it is almost the time he

bowed his neck to the yoke for Leah, and I am afraid

lest I am nearer to being like the latter than the

former. I always pitied Leah, for she must have

understood she had not her husband's love ; any wo-

man would perceive that. Six years and life is so

short ! Poor George, it has not been easy for him !

He has not even been able to wish that the obstacle

between us was removed, since that obstacle is Mother.

Surely she is my first duty ;
and since she needs me

clay and night, I cannot divide my life; but I do pity
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George. He is wearing out his youth with that old

frump of a housekeeper, who makes him uncomfort-

able with an ingenuity that seems to show intellectual

force not to be suspected from anything else. But she

is a faithful old soul, and it is not kind to abuse

her.
" How long is it that we have been engaged ?

'

I have a tendency to keep on writing that over and

over all down the page as if this were the copy-book

of a child at school. How Tom used to admire my
writing-books in our school-days ! His were always

smudged and blotted. He is too big-souled and manly
to niggle over little things ;

and he laughed at the

pains I took, turning every corner with absurd care.

He was so strong and splendid on the ice when we

went skating over on Getchell's Pond ; and how often

and often he has drawn me all the way home on my
sled!

But all that was ages and ages ago, and long before

I even knew George. It never occurred to me until

to-night, but I am really growing old. The birth-

days that Tom remembered, and on which he sent

me little bunches of Mayflowers, have not in the least

troubled me or seemed too many. I have not thought
much of birthdays of late years, but to-night I real-

ize that I am twenty-nine, and that George has asked

me,
How long is it that we have been engaged ?

'"

January 7. Sackcloth and ashes have been my por-

tion for days, and if I could by tearing from my diary

the last leaves blot out of remembrance the foolish

things I have written, it would be quickly done. My
New Year's resolutions were even less lasting than
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are those in the jokes of the comic papers ; and I am
ashamed all through and through. I have tried to

reason myself into something resembling common

sense, but I am much afraid I have not yet entirely

accomplished it. I have said to myself over and over

that it would be the best thing for George if he did

fall in love with that girl he saw at Franklin, and

go his way without wasting more time waiting for

me. He has wasted years enough, and it is time for

him to be happy. But then has he not been happy ?

Or is it that I have been so happy myself I have not

realized how the long engagement was wearying him ?

He must have wearied, or he could never have asked

me

No, I will not write it !

January 8. George came over last night, and was so

loving and tender that I was thoroughly ashamed of all

the wicked suspicions I have had. After all, what was

there to suspect ? I almost confessed to him what a

miserable little doubter I had been
;
but I knew that

confession would only be relieving my soul at the ex-

pense of making him uncomfortable. I hated to have

him think me better than I am ; but this, I suppose,
is part of the penalty I ought to pay for having been

so weak.

Besides, probably it was only my weakness in

another form, the petty jealousy of a small soul and

a morbid fancy, he seemed somehow more remote

than I have ever known him, and I could not have

told him if I would. We did not seem to be entirely

frank with each other, but as if each were trying to

make the other feel at ease when it was not really

possible. Of course I was only attributing my own

feelings to him, for he was dearly good.
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He told me more about his visit to Franklin, and he

seems to have seen Miss West a good deal. She is a

sort of cousin of the Watsons, he says, and so they
had a common ground. When she found that he lived

so near to the Watsons she asked him all kinds of

questions. She has never seen them, having lived in

the West most of her life, and was naturally much
interested in hearing about her relatives. I found my-
self leading him on to talk of her. I cannot see why
I should care about this stranger. Generally I deal

very little in gossip. Father trained me to be inter-

ested in real things, and meaningless details about

people never attracted me. Yet this girl sticks in my
mind, and I am tormented to know all about her. It

cannot be anything he said ; though he did say that

she is very pretty. Perhaps it was the way in which

he said it. He seemed to my sick fancy to like to

talk of her. She must be a charming creature.

January 9. Why should he not like to talk of a

pretty girl ? I hope I am not of the women who cannot

bear to have a man use his eyes except to see their

graces. It is pitiful to be so small and mean. I cer-

tainly want George to admire goodness and beauty, and

to be by his very affection for me the more sensitive to

whatever is admirable in others. If I am to be worthy
of being his wife, I must be noble enough to be glad
at whatever there is for him to rejoice in because of

its loveliness : and yet as I write down all these fine

sentiments I feel my heart like lead ! Oh, I am so

ashamed of myself !

January 10. Miss Charlotte came in this after-

noon, looking so thin, and cold, and tall, that I have

been rather sober ever since.
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" I wish I had on shoes with higher heels," I said

to her as we shook hands ;

" then perhaps I should n't

feel so insignificant down here."

She looked down at me, laughing that rich, throaty

laugh of hers.

"Mother always used to say she knew the Ken-

dalls could n't have been drowned in the Flood," she

answered,
" for they must all have been tall enough to

wade to Mt. Ararat."
.

"You know the genealogy so far back that you
must be able to tell whether she was right."

" I don't go quite so far as that," she said, sitting

down by the fire,
" but I know that my great-great-

grandfather married a Privet, so that I always con-

sidered Judge Privet a cousin."
" If Father was a cousin, I must be one too," said I.

" You are the same relation to me on one side,"

Miss Charlotte went on,
" that Deacon Webbe is on

the other. It 's about fortieth cousin, you see, so that

I can count it or not, as I please."
" I am flattered that you choose to count us in," I

told her, smiling ;

" and I am sure also you must be

willing to count in anybody so good as Deacon Webbe."
"
Yes, Deacon Webbe is worth holding on to,

though he 's so weak that he 'd let the shadow of ao

mosquito bully him. The answer to the question

in the New England Primer,
4 Who is the meekest

man ?
'

ought to be ' Deacon Webbe.' He used up all

the meekness there was in the whole family, though."
" I confess that I never heard Mrs. Webbe called

meek," I assented.
" Meek !

"
sniffed Miss Charlotte ;

" I should think

not. A wasp is a Sunday-school picnic beside her.

While as for Tom "
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She pursed up her lips with an expression of dis-

approval so very marked I was afraid at once that Tom
Webbe must have been doing something dreadful

again, and my heart sank for his father.
" But Tom has been doing better," I said. " This

winter he
"

" This winter !

"
she exclaimed. "

Why, just now
he is worse than ever."

"
Oh, dear," I asked,

" what is it now ? His father

has been so unhappy about him."
" If lie 'd made Tom unhappy it would have been

more to the purpose. Tom 's making himself the

town talk with that Brownrig girl."
" What Brownrig girl ?

"

" Don't you know about the Brownrigs that live in

that little red house on the Rim Road ?
'

" I know the red house, and now that you say the

name, I remember I have heard that such a family
have moved in there. Where did they come from ?

'

"
Oh, where do such trash come from ever ?

'

de-

manded Miss Charlotte. " I 'm afraid nobody but the

Old Nick could tell you. They 're a set of drunken,

disreputable vagabonds, that turned up here last year.

They were probably driven out of some town or

other. Tom 's been
'

But I did not wish to hear of Tom's misdeeds, and

I said so. Miss Charlotte laughed, as usual.
" You never take any interest in wickedness, Ruth,"

she said good-naturedly.
" That 's about the only

fault I have to find with you."
Poor Deacon Webbe ! Tom has made him misera-

ble indeed in these years since he came from college.

The bitterness of seeing one we love go wrong must

be unbearable, and when we believe that the conse-
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quences of wrong are to be eternal I should go
mad if I believed in such a creed. I would try to

train myself to hate instead of to love
; or, if I could

not do this- But I could not believe anything so

horrible, so that I need not speculate. Deacon Daniel

is a saint, though of course he does not dream of such

a thing. A saint would not be a saint, I suppose, who
was aware of his beatitude, and the deacon's meek-

ness is one of his most marked attributes of sanctity.

I wonder whether, in the development of the race,

saintliness will ever come to be compatible with a

sense of humor. A saint with that persuasively
human quality would be a wonderfully compelling

power for good. Deacon Daniel is a fine influence by
his goodness, but he somehow enhances the desirabil-

ity of virtue in the abstract rather than brings home

personally the idea that his example is to be followed ;

and all because he is so hopelessly without a percep-
tion of the humorous side of existence. But why do

I go on writing this, when the thought uppermost in

my mind is the grief he will have if Torn has started

again on one of his wild times. I do hope that Miss

Charlotte is mistaken ! So small a thing will some-

times set folk to talking, especially about Tom, who is

at heart so good, though he has been wild enough to

get a bad name.

January 11. Things work out strangely in this

world ; so that it is no wonder all sorts of fanciful be-

liefs are made out of them. There could hardlv be a
/

web more closely woven than human life. To-day,
when I had not seen Tom for months, and when the

gossip of last night made me want to talk with him,

chance brought us face to face.
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Mother was so comfortable that I went out for an

hour. The day was delightful, cold enough so that

the walking was dry and the snow firm, but the air

not sharp to the cheek. The sun was warm and

cheery, and the shadows on the white fields had a

lovely softness. I went on in a sort of dream, it was

so good to be alive and out of doors in such wonderful

weather. I turned to go down the Rim Road, and it

was not until I came in sight of the red house that I re-

membered what Miss Charlotte said last night. Then
I began to think about Tom. Tom and I have always
been such good friends. I used to understand Tom
better in the old school-days than the others did, and
he was always ready to tell me what he thought and
felt. Nowadays I hardly ever see him. Since I be-

came engaged he has almost never come to the house,

though he used to be here so much. I meet him only
once or twice a year, and then I think he tries to avoid

me. I am so sorry to have an old friendship broken

off tike that. The red house made me think of Tom
with a sore heart, of all the talk his wild ways have

caused, the sorrow of his father, and the good that is

being lost when a fellow with a heart so big as Tom's

goes wrong.

Suddenly Tom himself appeared before my very

eyes, as if my thought had conjured him up. He
came so unexpectedly that at first I could hardly real-

ize how he came. Then it flashed across me that he

must have walked round the red house. I suppose
he must have come out of a back door somewhere, like

one of the family ; such folk never use their front

doors. He walked along the road toward me, at first

so preoccupied that he did not recognize me. When
he saw my face, he half hesitated, as if he had almost
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a mind to turn back, and his whole face turned red.

He came on, however, and was going past me with a

scant salutation, when I stopped him. I stood still

and put out my hand, so that he could not go by with-

out speaking.
"
Good-afternoon, Tom," I said.

" Is n't it a glori-

ous day ?
'

He looked about him with a strange air as if he had

not noticed, and I saw how heavy and weary his eyes
were.

"
Yes," he answered,

"
it is a fine day."

" Where do you keep yourself, Tom ?
"

I went on,

hardly knowing what I said, but trying to think what

it was best to say.
" I never see you, and we used to

be such good friends."

He looked away, and moved his lips as if he muttered

something ;
but when I asked what he said, he turned

to me defiantly.
" Look here, Ruth, what 's the good of pretending ?

You know I don't go to see you because you 're en-

gaged to George Weston. You chose between us, and

there 's the end of that. What 's more, you know that

nowadays I 'm not fit to go to see anybody that 's de-

cent."
" Then it is time that you were," was my answer.

"Let me walk along with you. I want to say some-

thing."
I turned, and we walked together toward the village.

I could see that his face hardened.
" It 's no sort of use to preach to me, Ruth," he

said,
"
though your preaching powers are pretty good.

I 've had so much preaching in my life that I 'm not

to be rounded up by piety."

I smiled as well as I could, though it made me want

to cry to hear the hard bravado of his tone.
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" I 'm not generally credited with overmuch piety,

Tom. The whole town thinks all the Privets heathen,

you know."
"
Humph ! It 's a pity there were n't a few more

of 'em."

I laughed, and thanked him for the compliment,
and then we went on in silence for a little way. I

had to ignore what he said about George, but it did

not make it easier to begin. I was puzzled what to

say, but the time was short that we should be walking

together, and I had to do something.

"Tom," I began, "you may not be very sensitive

about old friendships, but I am loyal ; and it hurts

me that those I care for should be talked against."
"
Oh, in a place like Tuskamuck," he returned, at

once, I could see, on the defensive,
"
they '11 talk about

anybody."
" Will they ? Then I suppose they talk about me.

I 'm sorry, Tom, for it must make you uncomfortable

to hear it ; unless, that is, you don't count me for a

friend any longer."
He threw back his head in the way he has always

had. I used to tell him it was like a colt's shaking
back its mane.

" What nonsense ! Of course they don't talk about

you. You don't give folks any chance."
" And you do," I added as quietly as I could.

He looked angry for just the briefest instant, and

then he burst into a hard laugh.
"
Caught, by Jupiter ! Ruth, you were always too

clever for me to deal with. Well, then, I do give the

gossips plenty to talk about. They would talk just

the same if I did n't, so I may as well have the game
as the name."
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" Does that mean that your life is regulated by the

gossips? I supposed that you had more independ-

ence, Tom."

He flushed, and stooped down to pick up a stick.

With this he began viciously to strike the bushes by
the roadside and the dry stalks of yarrow sticking up

through the snow. He set his lips together with a

grim determination which brought out in his face the

look I like least, the resemblance to his mother when
she means to carry a point.

" Look here, Ruth," he said after a moment ;

" I 'm

not going to talk to you about myself or my doings.
I 'm a blackguard fast enough ; but there 's no good

talking about it. If you 'd cared enough about me to

keep me straight, you could have done it ; but now
I 'm on my way to the Devil, and no great way to

travel before I get there either."

TVe had come to the turn of the Kim Road where

the trees shut off the view of the houses of the village.

I stopped and put my hand on his arm.

"Tom," I begged him, "don't talk like that. You
don't know how it hurts. You don't mean it

; you
can't mean it. Nobody but yourself can send you on

the wrong road
; and I know you 're too plucky to

hide behind any such excuse. For the sake of your

father, Tom, do stop and think what you are doing."
"
Oh, father '11 console himself very well with

prayers ; and anyway he '11 thank God for sending me
to perdition, because if God does it, it must be all

right."
"
Don't, Tom ! You know how he suffers at the

way you go on. It must be terrible to have an only

son, and to see him flinging his life away."
"It isn't my fault that I'm his son, is it?' he
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demanded. " I 've been dragged into this infernal life

without being asked whether I wanted to come or not ;

and now I 'm here, I can't have what I want, and I 'm

promised eternal damnation hereafter. Well, then,

I '11 show God or the Devil, or whoever bosses things,

that I can't be bullied into a molly-coddle !

'

The sound of wheels interrupted us, and we instinc-

tively began to walk onward in the most commonplace
fashion. A farmer's wagon came along, and by the

time it had passed we had come to the head of the

Rim Road, in full sight of the houses. Tom waited

until I turned to the right, toward home, and then he

said,
-

" I 'm going the other way. It 's no use, Ruth, to

talk to me ; but I 'm obliged to you for caring."
I cannot see that I did any good, and very likely I

have simply made him more on his guard to avoid

giving me a chance ; but then, even if I had all

the chance in the world, what could I say to him?
And yet Tom is so noble a fellow underneath it all.

He is honest and kind, and strong in his way ; only
between his father's meekness and his mother's sharp-
ness for she is sharp he has somehow come to

grief. They have tried to make him religious so that

he would be good ;
and he is of the sort that must be

good or he will not be religious. He cannot be

pressed into a mould of orthodoxy, and so in the

end But it cannot be the end. Tom must some-

how come out of it.

January 13. When George came in to-night I was

struck at once with the look of pleasant excitement in

his face.

" What pleases you?
"

I asked him.
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"Pleases me? "'he echoed, evidently surprised.
" Is n't it a pleasure to see you ?

'

" But that 's not the whole of it," I said. " You 've

something pleasant to tell me. Oh, I can read you like

a book, my dear ; so it is quite idle trying to keep a

secret from me."

He seemed confused, and I was puzzled to know
what was the matter.

" You are too wise entirely," was his reply.
" I

really had n't anything to tell."

" Then something good has happened," I persisted ;

" or you have heard good news."
" What a fanciful girl you are, Kuth," George re-

turned. "
Nothing has happened."

He walked away from me, and went to the fire. He
was strangely embarrassed, and I could only wonder

what I had said to confuse him. I reflected that per-

haps he was planning some sort of a surprise, and

felt I ought not to pry into his thoughts in this fashion

whatever the matter was that interested him. I sat

down on the other side of the hearth, and took up some

sewing.
"
George," I asked, entirely at random,

" did n't you

say that the Miss West you met at Franklin is a cousin

of the Watsons ?
"

I flushed as soon as I had spoken, for I thought how
it betrayed me that in my desire to hit on a new sub-

ject I had found the thought of her so near the surface

of my mind. I had not consciously been thinking of

her at all, and certainly I did not connect her with

George's strangeness of manner. There was something
almost weird, it seems to me now, in my putting such

a question just then. Perhaps it was telepathy, for she

must have been vividly in his thoughts at that moment.
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He started, flushed as I have never seen him, and

turned quickly toward me.
" What makes you think that it was Miss West ?

'

" Think what was Miss West ?
"

I cried.

I was completely astonished ; then I saw how it was.
" Never mind, George," I went on, laughing and

putting out my hand to him. " I did n't mean to read

your thoughts, and I did n't realize that I was doing
it."

" But what made you
"

" I 'm sure I don't know," I broke in ; and I man-

aged to laugh again.
"
Only I see now that you know

something pleasant about Miss West, and you may as

well tell it."

He looked doubtful a minute, studying my face.

The hesitation he had in speaking hurt me.
" It 's only that she 's coming to visit the Watsons,"

he said, rather unwillingly.
" Olivia Watson told me

just now."
"
Why, that will be pleasant," I answered, as

brightly as if I were really delighted.
" Now I shall

see if she is really as pretty as you say."
I felt so humiliated to be playing a part, so insin-

cere. Somebody has said the real test of love is to be

unwilling to deceive the loved one, even in the smallest

thing. That may be the test of a man's love, but a

woman will bear the pain of that very deception to

save the man she cares for from disquiet. I am sure

it has hurt me as much not to be entirely frank with

George as it could have hurt a man ; but I could not

make him uncomfortable by letting him see that I was
disturbed. Yet that he should have been afraid or

unwilling to tell me did trouble me. He knows that

I am not jealous or apt to take offense. He is
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always saying that I am too cold to be really in love.

It made me feel that the coming of this girl must

mean much to him when he feared to speak of it. If

he had not thought it a matter of consequence, he

would have realized that I should take it lightly.

I am not taking it lightly ; but what troubles me is

not that she is coming, but that he hesitated to tell me.

Something is wrong when George fears to trust me.

January 17. I have seen her. I went to church this

morning for that especial reason. Mother was a little

astonished at me when I said that I was going.
"
Well, Ruth," she said,

"
you don't have much dis-

sipation, but I did n't suppose that you were so dull

you would take to church-going."
" You can never tell," I answered, making a jest of

a thing which to me was far from funny.
" Mr. Say-

chase will be sure to conclude I 'm under conviction

of sin, and come in to finish the conversion."

She looked at me keenly.
" What is the matter, Ruth ?

'

she asked in that

soft voice of hers which goes straight to my heart.
" It is n't anything very serious, Mother," I said.

" Since you will have the truth, I am going to church

to see that Miss West who 's visiting the Watsons.

George thinks her so pretty that my curiosity is roused

to a perfect bonfire."

She did not say more, but I saw the sudden light in

her eye. Mother has never felt about George as I

have wished. She has never done him justice, and

she thinks I idealize him. That is her favorite way
of putting it ; but this is because she is my mother,
and does n't see how much idealizing there must have

been on his side before he could fall in love with me.
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Miss "West is very pretty. All the time I watched

in church I tried to persuade myself that she was not.

I meanly and contemptibly sat there finding fault with

her face, saying to myself that her nose was too long,

her eyes too small, her mouth too big ; inventing flaws

as if my invention would change the fact. It was

humiliating business ;
and utterly and odiously idiotic.

Miss West is pretty ; she is more than this, she is

wonderfully pretty. There is an appealing, baby look

about her big blue eyes which goes straight to one's

heart. She looks like a darling child one would want

to kiss and shelter from all the hard things of life.

I own it all ;
I realize all that it means ; and if in my

inmost soul I am afraid, I will not deny what is a fact

or try to shut my eyes to the littleness of my feeling

about her. Of course George found her adorable.

She is. The young men in the congregation all

watched her, and even grim Deacon Kichards could

not keep his eyes off of her.

She does not have the look of a girl of any especial

mind. Her prettiness is after all that of a doll. Her

large eyes are of the sort to please a man because

of their appealing helplessness ; not because they in-

spire him with new meanings. Her little rosebud

lips will never speak wisdom, I am afraid ;
but in my

jealousy I wonder whether most men do not care more

for lips which invite kisses than for lips which speak
wisdom. I am frankly and weakly miserable. George
walked home with me, but he had not two words to

say.

I must try to meet this. If George should come to

care for her more than for me ! If he should, if by
a pretty face he forgets all the years that we have

belonged to each other, what is there to do ? I cannot
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yet believe that it is best for him
; but if it will make

him happy, even if he thinks that it will, what is there

for me but to make it as easy for him as I may ? He

certainly would not be happy to marry me and love

somebody else. He cannot leave me without pain ;

that I am sure. I shall show my love for him more

truly if I spare him the knowledge of what it must

cost me.

But what mawkish nonsense all this is ! A man

may admire a pretty face, and yet not be ready for it

to leave behind all that has been dear to him. Oh, if

he had not asked me that question when he came back

from Franklin ! I cannot get it out of my mind that

even if he was not conscious of it, it meant he still was

secretly tired of his long engagement ; that he was at

least dreaming of what he would do if he were free.

He shall not be bound by any will of mine ; and if

his heart has gone out to this beautiful creature, I

must bear it as nobly as I can. Father used to say,

and every day I go back more and more to what

he said to me,
" What you cannot at need sacrifice

nobly you are not worthy to possess."

January 18. I have had a note which puzzles me

completely. Tom Webbe writes to say that he is

going away ; that I am to forgive him. for the shame of

having known him, and that his address is inclosed in

a sealed envelope. I am not to open it unless there

is real need. Why should he give his address to me ?

January 19. The disconcerting way Aunt Naomi

has of coming in without knocking, stealing in on feet

made noiseless by rubbers, brought her into the

sitting-room last night while I was- mooning in the
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twilight, and meditating on nothing in particular.

I knew her slow fashion of opening the door,
" like a

burglar at a cupboard," as Hannah says, so that I

was able to compose my face into an appropriate smile

of welcome before she was fairly in.

"
Sitting here alone?

"
was her greeting.

" Mother is asleep," I answered,
" and I was wait-

ing for her to wake."

Aunt Naomi seated herself in the stiffest chair in

the room, and began to swing her foot as usual.

"Deacon Daniel's at it again," she observed dis-

passionately.

I smiled a little. It always amuses me that the

troubles of the church should be so often brought to

me who am an outsider. Aunt Naomi arrives about

once a month on the average, with complaints about

something. They are seldom of any especial weight,
but it seems to relieve her to tell her grievances.

"Which Deacon Daniel?' I asked, to tease her a

little.

" Deacon Richards, of course. You know that well

enough."
" What is it now ?

"

" He won't have any fire in the vestry," she

answered.
" Why not let somebody else take care of the vestry

then, if you want a fire ?
'

" You don't suppose," was her response, with a

chuckle,
" that he 'd give up the key to anybody else,

do you ?
'

" I should think he 'd be glad to."
" He '11 hold on to that key till he dies," retorted

Aunt Naomi with a sniff ;

" and I should n't be sur-

prised if he had it buried with him. He wouldn't
lose the chance of making folks uncomfortable."
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"
Oh, come, Aunt Naomi, you are always so hard

on Deacon Richards," I protested.
" He is always

good-natured with me."
" I wish you 'd join the church, then, and see if you

can't keep him in order. Last night it was so cold at

prayer-meeting that we were all half frozen, and Mr.

Saychase had to dismiss the meeting. Old lady
Andrews spoke up in the coldest part of it, when we
were all so chilled that we could n't speak, and she said

in that little, high voice of hers :

4 The vestry is very
cold to-night, but I trust that our hearts are warm
with the love of Christ.'

I laughed at the picture of the half-frozen prayer-

meeting, and dear old lady Andrews coming to the

rescue with a pious jest ;
it was so characteristic.

" But has anybody spoken to Deacon Richards ?
"

I

asked.
" You can't speak to him," she responded, wagging

her foot with a violence that seemed to speak celestial

anger within. " I try to after every prayer-meeting ;

but he has the lights out before I can say two words.

I can't stay there in the dark with him
; and the

minute he gets me outside he locks the door, and posts

off like a streak."
" Why not go down to his mill in broad daylight ?

'

I suggested.
"
Oh, he 'd stick close to the grinding-thing just so

he could n't hear, and I 'm afraid of being pitched into

the hopper/' she said, laughing.
" You must speak

to him. He pays some attention to what you say."
" But it *s none of my business. I don't go to

prayer-meeting."
" But it 's your duty to go," she answered, with

a shrewd smile that showed that she appreciated
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her response ;

" and if you neglect one duty it 's

no excuse for neglecting another. Besides, you
can't be willing to have the whole congregation die of

cold."

So in the end it was somehow fixed that I am to

remonstrate with Deacon Daniel because the faithful

are cold at their devotions. It would seem much

simpler for them to stay at home and be warm. They
do not, as far as I can see, enjoy going ; but they are

miserable if they do not go. Their consciences trouble

them worse than the cold, poor things. I suppose
that I can never be half thankful enough to Father

for bringing me up without a theological conscience.

Prayer-meetings seem to be a good deal like salt in

the boy's definition of something that makes food taste

bad if you don't put it on ; prayer-meetings make

church-goers uneasy if they do not go. If they will go,

however, and if they are better for going, or believe

they are better, or if they are only worse for staying

away, or suppose they are worse, they should not be

expected to sit in a cold vestry in January. Why
Deacon Daniel will not have a fire is not at all clear.

It may be economy, or it may be a lack of sensitive-

ness
;

it may be for some recondite reason too deep
to be discovered. I refuse to accept Aunt Naomi's

theory that it is sheer obstinacy ; and I will beard the

deacon in his mill, regardless of the danger of the hop-

per. At least he generally listens to me.

January 20. Hannah came up for me this evening
while I was reading to Mother.

" Deacon Webbe 's down in the parlor," she an-

nounced. "
Says he wants to see you if you 're not

busy. 'LI come again if you ain't able to see him."
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" Go down, Ruth dear,'" Mother said at once. " It

may be another church quarrel, and I would n't hinder

you from settling it for worlds."
" But don't you want me to finish the chapter ?

"
I

asked. " Church quarrels will generally keep."
"
No, dear. I 'm tired, and we '11 stop where we

are. I '11 try to go to sleep, if you '11 turn the light

down."

As I bent over to kiss her, she put up her feeble

thin fingers, and touched my cheek lovingly.
" You 're a dear girl," she said. " Be gentle with

the deacon."

There was a twinkle in her eye, for the idea of any-

body's being anything but gentle with Deacon Daniel

Webbe is certainly droll enough. Miss Charlotte said

the other night that a baby could twist him round its

finger and never even know there was anything there ;

and certainly he must call out the gentle feelings of

anybody. Only Tom seemed always somehow to get

exasperated with his father's meekness. Poor Tom,
I do wonder why he went away !

The deacon dries up by way of growing old. I

have not seen him this winter except the other day at

church, and then I did not look at him. To-night he

seemed worn and sad, and somehow his face was like

ashes, it was so lifeless. The flesh has dried to the

bones of his face till he looks like a pathetic skull.

His voice is not changed, though. It has the same

strange note in it that used to affect me as a child
; a

weird, reedy quality which suggests some vague mel-

ancholy flavor not in the least fretful or whining,
a quality that I have never been able to define. I

never hear him speak without a sense of mysterious

suggestiveness ; and I remember confiding to Father
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once, when I was about a dozen years old, that Deacon

Webbe had the right voice to read fairy stories with.

Father, I remember, laughed, and said he doubted much
if Deacon Daniel knew what a fairy story was, unless

he thought it was something wickedly false. Tom's

voice has something of the same quality, but only

enough to give a little thrill to his tone when he is

really in earnest. There is an amusing incongruity
between that odd wind-harp strain in Deacon Webbe's

voice and his gaunt New England figure.
"
Ruth," the deacon asked, almost before we had

shaken hands,
" did you know Tom had gone away ?

'

I was impressed and rather startled by the intensity

of his manner, and surprised by the question.
"
Yes," I said. " He sent me word he was going."

" Do you know where he has gone ?
'

" No."

I wondered whether I ought to tell him about the

sealed address, but it seemed like a breach of confi-

dence to say anything yet.
" Did he say why he was going ?

'

the deacon

asked.
"
No," I said again.

The deacon turned his hat over and over helplessly

in his knotted hands in silence for a moment. He
was so pathetic that I wanted to cry.

" Then you don't know," he said after a moment.
" I only know he has gone."
There was another silence, as if the deacon were

pondering on what he could possibly do or say next.

Peter, who was pleased for the moment to be conde-

scendingly kind to the visitor, came and rubbed per-

suasively against his legs, waving a great white plume
of tail. Deacon Daniel bent down absently and
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stroked the cat, but the troubled look in his face

showed how completely his mind was occupied.
" I 'm afraid there 's something wrong," he broke

out at length, with an energy unusual with him
; an

energy which was suffering rather than power.
" I

don't know what it is, but I 'm afraid it 's worse than

ever. Oh, Miss Ruth, if you could only have cared

for Tom, you 'd have kept him straight."

I could only murmur that I had always liked Tom,
and that we had been friends all our lives ; but the

deacon was too much moved to pay attention.
" Of course," he went on,

" I had n't any right to

suppose Judge Privet's daughter would marry into

our family ; but if you had cared for him, Miss

Ruth "

" Deacon Webbe," I broke in, for I could not hear

any more,
"
please don't say such things ! You know

you must n't say such things !

'

As I think of it, I am afraid I was a little more

hysterical than would have been allowed by Cousin

Mehitable, but I could not help it. At least I stopped
him from going on. He apologized so much that

I set to work to convince him I was not offended,

which I found was not very easy. Poor Deacon

Daniel, he is really heart-broken about Tom, but he

has never known how to manage him, or even to make
the boy understand how much he loves him. Meek-

ness may be a Christian virtue ; but over-meekness

is a poor quality for one who has the bringing up of a

real, wide-awake, head-strong boy. A little less vir-

tue and a little more common sense would have made
Deacon Webbe a good deal more useful in this world

if it did lessen his value to heaven. He is the very
salt of the earth, yet he has so let himself be trampled
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upon that to Tom his humility has seemed weakness.

I know, too, Tom has never appreciated his father,

and has failed to understand that goodness need not

always be in arms to be manly. And so here in a

couple of sentences I have come round to the side of

the deacon after all. Perhaps in the long run the

effect of his goodness, with all its seeming lack of

strength, may effect more than sterner qualities.

January 21. I was interrupted last night in my
writing to go to Mother ; but I have had Deacon Webbe
and Tom in my mind ever since. I could not help

remembering the gossip about Tom, and the fact that

I saw him coming from the red house. I wonder if

he has not gone to break away from temptation. In

new surroundings he may turn over a new leaf. Oh,
I would so like to write to him, and to tell him how
much I hope for this fresh start, but I hardly like to

open the envelope.
I have been this afternoon to call on Miss West.

The Watsons are not exactly of my world, but it

seemed kind to go. If you were really honest, Ruth

Privet, you would add that you wanted to see what

Miss West is like. It is all very well to put on airs

of disinterested virtue
;
but if George had not spoken

of this girl it is rather doubtful whether you would

have taken the trouble to go to her in your very best

bib and tucker, and you did put on your very best,

and wondered while you were doing it whether she

would appreciate the lace scarf you bought at Malta.

I understand you wanted to impress her a little, though

you did try to make yourself believe that you were

only wearing your finest clothes to do honor to her.

What a humbug you are !
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Olivia Watson came to the door, and asked me into

the parlor, where I was left to wait some time before

Miss West appeared. I confessed then to myself how
I had really half hoped that she would not be in

; but

now the call is over I am glad to have seen her. I am
a little confused, but I know what she is.

She is the most beautiful creature I ever saw. She

has a clear color, when she flushes, like a red clover

in September, the last and the richest of all the clo-

vers of the year. Then her hair curls about her fore-

head in such dear little ringlets that it is enough to

make one want to kiss her. She speaks with a funny
little Western burr to her r's which might not please
me in another, but is charming from her lips, the

mouth that speaks is so pretty. Yes, George was

right.

Of her mind one cannot say quite as much. She is

not entirely well bred, it seemed to me ; but then we
are a little old-fashioned in Tuskamuck. She did

notice the scarf, and asked me where I got it.

"
Oh," she said, when I had told her,

" then you
have been abroad."

"
Yes," I said,

" I went with my father."
"
Judge Privet took you abroad several times, did

n't he?" Olivia put in.

" Yes ;
I went with him three times."

"
Oh, my !

" commented Miss West. " How set up

you must feel !

'

" I don't think I do," I answered, laughing.
" Do

you feel set up because you have seen the West that

so few of us have visited ?
'

"
Why, I never thought of that," she responded.

" You have n't any of you traveled in the West, have

you ?
"
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" I haven't, at least."

"But that ain't anything to compare with going

abroad," she continued, her face falling ;

" and going
abroad three times, too. I should put on airs all the

rest of my life if I 'd done that."

It is not fair to go on putting down in black and

white things that she said without thinking. I am
ashamed of the satisfaction I found myself taking in

her commonness. I was even so unfair to her that

I could not help thinking that she somehow did not

ring true. I wonder if a woman can ever be entirely

just to another woman who has been praised by the

man she cares for? If not I will be an exception to

my sex ! I will not be small and mean, just because

Miss West is so lovely that no man could see her

without well, without admiring her greatly.

January 22. I went down to the grist-mill this af-

ternoon to see Deacon Daniel, and to represent to him
the sufferings of the faithful at frozen prayer-meet-

ings. He was standing in the door of the mill, which
was open to the brisk air, and his mealy frock gave a

picturesque air to his great figure. He greeted me

pleasantly, as he always does.
" I 've come on business," I said.
" Your own or somebody's else ?

'

he asked, with a

grin.
" Not exactly mine," I admitted.
" What has Aunt Naomi sent you for now ?

'

he

demanded.

I laughed at his penetration.
" You are too sharp to be deceived," I said. " Aunt

Naomi did send me. They tell me you are trying to

destroy the church by freezing them, all to death at

the prayer-meetings."
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" Aunt Naomi can't be frozen. She 's too dry."
" That is n't at all a nice thing to say, Deacon Rich-

ards," I said, smiling.
" You can't cover your in-

iquities by abusing her."

He showed his teeth, and settled himself against the

door-post more comfortably.
" Why did n't she come herself ?

'

he inquired.
" She said that she was afraid you 'd pop her into

the hopper. You see what a monster you are con-

sidered."
" I would n't be willing to spoil my meal."

Deacon Daniel likes to play at badinage, and if he

had ever had a chance, might have some skill at it.

As it is, I like to see how he enjoys it, if I am not

always impressed by the wit of what he says.
" Deacon Richards," I said,

"
why do you freeze the

people so in the vestry ?
'

" I have n't known of anybody's being frozen."
" But why don't you have a fire ?

"
I persisted.

" If

you don't want to build it, there are boys enough that

can be hired."
" How is your mother to-day ?

" was the only answer

the deacon vouchsafed.
" She 's very comfortable, thank you. Why don't

you have a fire ?
'

" Makes folks sleepy," he declared
;
and once more

switched off abruptly to another subject.
" Did you

know Tom Webbe 's gone off ?
'

" Yes."
" Where 's he gone ?

'

" I don't know. Why should I ?
"

" If you don't know," Deacon Daniel commented,
" I suppose nobody does."

" Why don't you have a fire in the vestry ?
'

I de-

manded, determined to tire him out.
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" You asked me that before," he responded, with a

grin of delight.

I gave it up then, for I saw that there was nothing
to be got out of him in that mood. I looked up at

the sky, and saw how the afternoon was waning.
" I must go home," I said. " Mother may want

me ; but I do wish you would be reasonable about

the vestry. I '11 give you a load of wood if you '11

use it."

" Send the wood, and we '11 see," was all the pro-

mise I could extract from the dear old tease.

Deacon Daniel was evidently not to be cornered,

and I came away without any assurance of amend-

ment on his part. The faithful will have still to en-

dure the cold, I suppose ; but I have made an effort.

What I said to Deacon Richards and what Deacon

Richards said to me is not what I sat down to write.

I have been lingering over it because I hated to put
down what happened to me after I left the mill.

Why should I write it ? This diary is not a con-

fessional, and nothing forces me to set these things
down. I really write it as a penance for the unchari-

table mood I have been in ever since. I may as well

have my thoughts on paper as to keep turning them

over and over in my mind.

I crossed the foot-bridge and turned up Water
Street. I went on, pleased by the brown water show-

ing through the broken ice in the mill-flume, and the

fastastic bunches of snow in the willows beyond, like

queer, white birds. I smiled to myself at the remem-

brance of Deacon Daniel, and somehow felt warmed
toward him, as I always do, despite all his crotchety

ways. He radiates kindness of heart through all his

gruffness.
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Suddenly I saw George coming toward me with

Miss West. They did not notice me at first, they

were so engaged in talking and laughing together.

My mood sobered instantly, but I said to myself that

I certainly ought to be glad to see George enjoying

himself ; and, in any case, a lady does not show her

foolish feelings. So I went toward them, trying to

look as I had before I caught sight of them. They
saw me in a moment, and instantly their laughter

stopped. If they had come forward simply and at

ease, I should have thought no more about it, I think ;

but no one could see their confusion without feeling

that they expected me to disapprove. And if they

expected me to disapprove, it seems to me they must

have been saying things But probably this is all

my imagination and mean jealousy.
" You see I 've captured him," Miss West called

out in rather a high voice, as we came near each

other.
" I have no doubt he was a very willing captive," I

answered, smiling, and holding out my hand.

I realize now how I hated to give her my hand,

and most certainly her manner was not entirely that

of a lady.
" We 've been for a long walk," she went on,

" and

now I suppose I ought to let you have him."
" I could n't think of taking him. I am only going

home."
" But it seems real mean to keep him, after I 've

had him all the afternoon. I must give him to you."

"I hope he wouldn't be so ungallant as to be

given, and leave you to go home alone," I said.

"That is not the way we treat strangers in Tuska-

muck.
1
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"
Oh, you must n't call me a stranger," Miss West

responded, twisting her head to look up into George's
face. " I 'm really in love with the place, and I

should admire to live here all the rest of my life."

To this I had nothing to say. George had not

spoken a word. I could not look at him, but I

moved on now. I felt that I must get away from

this girl, with her strange Western speech, and her

familiar manner.
"
Good-by," I said.

" Mother will want me, and I

must n't linger any longer."
I managed to smile until I had left them, but the

tears would come as I hurried up the hill toward

home. Oh, how can I bear it !

January 23. The happiness of George is the thing
which should be considered. In any case I am help-

less. I can only wait, in woman's fashion. Even if I

were convinced he would be happier and better with

me, and how can I tell that ? what is there I

could do ? My duty is by mother's sick-bed, and even

if my pride would let me struggle for the possession

of any man, I am not free to try even that degrading
conflict. I should know, moreover, that any man
saved in spite of himself would be apt to look back

with regret to the woman he was saved from. Jean

Ingelow's
" Letter L '

is not often repeated in life,

I am afraid. Still, if one could be sure that it is a

danger and he were saved, this might be borne. If it

were surely for his good to think less of me, I might
bear it somehow, hard as it would be. But my hands

are tied. There is nothing for me but waiting.

January 24. George met Kathie last night as she



38 THE DIARY OF A SAINT

was coming here, and sent word that he had to drive

over to Canton. I thought it odd for him to send

me such a message instead of coming himself, for he

had not seen me since I met him in the street with

Miss West. To-day Aunt Naomi came in, and the

moment I saw her I knew that she had something
to say that it would not be pleasant to hear.

" What 's George Weston taking that West girl

over to Canton for ?
'

she asked.

It was like a stab in the back, but I tried not to

flinch.

" Why should n't he take her ?
'

I responded.
Aunt Naomi gave a characteristic sniff, and wagged

her foot violently.
" If he wants to, perhaps he should," she answered

enigmatically.

The subject dropped there, but I wonder a little

why she put it that way.

January 26. Our engagement is broken. George
is gone, and the memory of six years, he says, had

better be wiped out.

January 27. I could not tell Mother to-day. By
the time I got my courage up it was afternoon, and I

feared lest she should be too excited to sleep to-night.

To-morrow morning she must know.



II

FEBRUARY

FEBRUARY 1. I wonder sometimes if human pride
is not stronger than human affection. Certainly it

seems sometimes that we feel the wound to vanity
more than the blow to love. I suppose that the truth

is that the little prick stings where the blow numbs.

For the moment it seemed to me to-night as if I felt

more the sudden knowledge that the village knows of

my broken engagement than I did the suffering of the

fact ; but I shall have forgotten this to-morrow, and

the real grief will be left.

Miss Charlotte, tall and gaunt, came in just at twi-

light. She brought a lovely moss-rose bud.

"Why, Miss Charlotte," I said, "you have never

cut the one bud off your moss-rose ! I thought that

was as dear to you as the apple of your eye."
" It was," she answered with her gayest air.

" That 's why I brought it."

" Mother will be delighted," I said ;

" that is, if she

can forgive you for picking it."

"It isn't for your mother," Miss Charlotte said,

with a sudden softening of her voice ; "it is for you.

I 'm an old woman, you know, and I 've whims. It 's

my whim for you to have the bud because I 've watched

it growing, and loved it almost as if it were my own

baby."



40 THE DIARY OF A SAINT

Then I knew that she had heard of the broken en-

gagement. The sense of the village gossip, the idea

of being talked over at the sewing-circle, came to me
so vividly and so dreadfully that for a moment I could

hardly get my breath. Then I remembered the sweet-

ness of Miss Charlotte's act, and I went to her and

kissed her. The poor old dear had tears in her eyes,

but she said nothing. She understood, I am sure,

that I could not talk, but that I had seen what she

meant me to see, her sympathy and her love. We
sat down before the fire in the gathering dusk, and

talked of indifferent things. She praised Peter's

beauty, although the ungrateful Peter refused to stay

in her lap, and would not be gracious under her

caresses. She did not remain long, and she was gay
after her fashion. Miss Charlotte is apt to cover

real feeling with a decent veil of facetiousness.
" Now I must go home and get my party ready,"

she said, rising with characteristic suddenness.
" Are you going to have a party ?

"
I asked in some

surprise.
" I have one every night, my dear," she returned,

with her explosive laugh.
" All the Kendall ghosts

come. It isn't very gay, but it 's very select,"

She hurried away, and left me more touched than I

should have wished her to see.

February 2. It was well for me that Miss Char-

lotte's visit prepared me last night, for to-day Kathie

broke in upon me with the most childish frankness.
" Miss Ruth," she burst out,

" ain't you going to

marry George Weston ?
'

"
No, my dear," I answered ;

" but you must n't say

'ain't.'"
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" ' Are n't,' then. But I thought you promised

years and years ago."
"
Kathie, dear," said I, "this isn't a thing that

you may talk about. You are too young to under-

stand, and it is vulgar to talk to people about their

private affairs unless they begin."
" But it 's no wronger than

"

" There 's no such word as 4

wronger,' Kathie."
" No worse than to break one's word, is it ?

'

" When two persons make an agreement they have

a right to unmake it if they change their minds ; and

that is not breaking their word. How do the skates

work?"
" All right," Kathie answered ;

" but father said"

that you and George Weston "

"
Kathie," I said as firmly as I could,

" I have told

you before that you must not repeat what your father

says."
" It is n't wrong," she returned rather defiantly.

I was surprised at her manner, but I suppose that

she is always fighting with her conscience about right
and wrong, so the mere idea makes her aggressive.

" I am not so sure," I told her, trying to turn the

whole matter off with a laugh.
" I don't think it 's

very moral to be ill bred. Do you ?
'

"Why, Father says manners don't matter if the

heart is right."
" This is only another way of saying that if the heart

is right the manners will be right. If you in your
heart consider whether your father would wish you to

tell me what he did not say for my ears, you will not

be likely to say it."

That sounds rather priggish now it is written down,

but I had to stop the child, and I could not be harsh
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with her. She evidently wanted much to go on with

the subject, but I would not hear another word. How
the town must be discussing my affairs !

February 5. Mother is certainly growing weaker,
and although Dr. Wentworth will not admit to me
that she is failing, I am convinced that he thinks so.

She has been telling me this afternoon of things which

she wishes given to this and that relative or friend.
" It will not make me any more likely to die, Ruth,"

she said,
" and I shall feel more comfortable if I have

these things off my mind. I 've thought them out,

and if you '11 put them on paper, then I shall feel per-

fectly at liberty to forget them if I find it too much
trouble to remember."

I put down the things which she told me, trying
hard not to let her see how the tears hindered my
writing. When I had finished she lay quiet for some

time, and then she said,
"
May I say one thing, Ruth, about George ?

'

She has said nothing to me before except comfort-

ing words to show me that she felt for me, and that

she knew I could not bear to talk about it.

" You know you may," I told her, though I confess

I shrank at the thought.
" I know how it hurts you now," she said,

" and for

that I am grieved to the heart ; but Ruth, dear, I

can't help feeling that it is best after all. You are too

much his superior to be happy with him. You would

try to make him what you think he ought to be, and

you could n't do it. The stuff is n't in him. He 'd

get tired of trying, and you would be so humiliated for

him that in the end I 'm afraid neither of you would

be happy."
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She stopped, and rested a little, and then went on.
" I am afraid I don't comfort you much," she said,

with a sigh.
" I suppose that that must be left to

time. But I want you to remember it is much less hard

for me to leave you alone than it would have been to

go with the feeling that you were to make a mistake

that would hamper and sadden your whole life."

The tears came into her eyes, and she put out her

dear, shadowy hand so feebly that I could not bear it.

I dropped on my knees by the bed, and fell to sobbing
in the most childish way. Mother patted my head as

if I were the baby I was acting.
"
There, there, Ruth," she said ;

" the Privets, as

your father would have said, do not cry over misfor-

tunes
; they live them down."

She is right ; and I must not break down again.

February 7. There are times when I seem like a

stranger visiting myself, and I most inhospitably wish

that this guest would go. I must determine not to

think about my feelings ; or, rather, without bothering
to make resolutions, I must stop thinking about my-
self. The way to do it, I suppose, is to think about

others
; and that would be all very well if it were not

that the others I inevitably think about are George
and Miss West. I cannot help knowing that he is

with her a great deal. Somehow it is in the air, and

comes to me against my will. If I go out, I cannot

avoid seeing them walking or driving together. I am
afraid that George's law business must suffer. I

should never have let him neglect it so for me. Per-

haps I am cold-blooded.

What Mother said to me the other day has been

much in my thoughts. I wonder how it was ever
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possible for me to be engaged to a man of whom nei-

ther Father nor Mother entirely approved. To care

for him was something I could not help ;
I am sure

of that. But the engagement is another matter. It

came about very naturally after his being here so

much in Father's last illness. George was so kind and

helpful about the business that we were all full of

gratitude, and in my blindness I did not perceive how
Mother really felt. I realize now it was his kindness

to Father, and the relief his help brought to Mother,
which made it hard for her to say then that she did not

approve of the engagement ; and so soon after she be-

came a helpless invalid that things went on naturally
in their own course.

I am sure that if Mother could have known George
as I have known him, she would have cared for him.

She has hardly seen him in all these years. She hopes
that I will forget, but I should be poorer if I could.

One does not leave off loving just because circum-

stances alter. He is free to go his way, but that does

not make me any the less his if there is any virtue in

my being so.

February 8. I met Mrs. Webbe in the street to-

day, her black eyes brighter, more piercing, more

snapping than ever. She came up to me in her

quick, jerky way, stopped suddenly, tall and strong,
and looked at me as if she were trying to read some

profound secret, hid in the very bottom of my soul.

I could never by any possibility be half so mysterious
as Mrs. Webbe's looks seemed to make me.

" Do you write to Tom ?
"

she demanded.
" I don't even know where he is," I answered.
" Then you don't write to him ?

'
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"No."

,

" That 's a pity," Mrs. Webbe went on, her eyes

piercing me so that they almost gave me a sensation

of physical discomfort. " He ought to know."

I looked at her a moment in silence, thinking she

might explain her enigmatic words.
" To know what ?

'

I asked at length.o
" About you and George Weston," she responded,

nodding her head emphatically ;

" but if you don't

know where he is, that 's the whole of it. Good-day."
She was gone before I could gather my wits to tell

her that the news could make no difference to Tom.
In discussing my separation from George I suppose the

village gossips But I will not be unkind because

I am unhappy. I know, and know with sincere pain,

that Deacon and Mrs. Webbe believe that I could

have saved Tom if I had been willing to marry him.

I have cared for Tom from girlhood, and I am fond of

him now, in spite of all that has happened to show

how weak he is ;
but it would be wicked for him to be

allowed to suppose the breaking of my engagement
makes any difference in our relations. He cannot be

written to, however, so I need not trouble.

February 10. Miss West has gone back to Frank-

lin, but I do not see that this makes any especial dif-

ference to me. Aunt Naomi told me this afternoon,

evidently thinking that I should wish to hear it, and

evidently, too, trying not to let me see that she regarded
it as more than an ordinary bit of news. I only won-

der how long it will be before George will follow her.

Oh, I do hope she will make him happy !

February 12. The consequence of my being of no
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religion seems to be that I am regarded as a sort of

neutral ground by persons of all religions, where they

may air their theological troubles. Now it is a Cath-

olic who asks advice. Perhaps I had better set up as

a consulting something or other. Mediums are the

only sort of female consulting things that I think of,

and they are so far from respectable that I could not

be a medium ; but I shall have to invent a name to

call myself by, if this goes much further.

This time it is Rosa. Rosa is as devout a little

superstitious body as I ever saw. She firmly believes

all that her church teaches her, and she believes all

sorts of queer things besides. I wonder sometimes

that her small mind, which never can remember to lay
the table properly, can hold in remembrance all the

droll superstitions she shiveringly accepts. Perhaps
the reason why she is so inefficient a servant, and is so

constantly under the severe blight of Hannah's awful

disapproval, is that her mental faculties are exhausted

in remembering signs and omens. I 've no right to

make fun of her, however, for I don't like to spill salt

myself !

The conundrum which Rosa brings to me is not

one which it is easy to handle. She believes that her

church has the power of eternal life and death over

her, and she wishes, in defiance of her church's pro-

hibition, to marry a divorced man. She declares that

unless she can marry Ran Gargan her heart will be

broken into the most numerous fragments, and she

implores me to devise a method by which she can ac-

complish the difficult feat of getting the better of the

church.
"
Sure, Miss Privet," she said in the most naive

way in the world,
"
you 're that clever that ye could
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invint a way what would get round Father O'Raf-

ferty ; he 's no that quick at seeiii' things."

I suspect, from something the child let fall, that

Hannah, with genuine righteous hatred of the Scarlet

Woman, had urged Rosa to fly in the face of her

church, and marry Ran. Hannah would regard it as

a signal triumph of grace if Rosa could be so far per-

suaded to disobey the tenets of Catholicism. I can

understand perfectly Hannah's way of looking at the

matter ;
but I have no more against Rosa's church

than I have against Hannah's, so this view does not

appeal to me.
"
Rosa," I said,

" don't you believe in your church ?
'

She broke into voluble protestations of her entire

faithfulness, and seemed inclined to feel that harm

might come to her from some unseen malevolence if

such charges were made so as to be heard by spying

spirits.
" Then I don't see why you come to me," I said.

" If you are a good Catholic, I should think that that

settled the matter."
" But I thought you 'd think of some way of gettin'

round it," she responded, beginning to cry.
" Me

heart is broke for Ran, an' it is himsilf that '11 go to

the bad if I don't have him."

Poor little ignorant soul ! How could one reason

with her, or what was there to say ? I could only try

to show her that she could not be happy if she did the

thing that she knew to be wrong.
" But what for is ye tellin' me that, when ye don't

belave it's wrong?' she demanded, evidently ag-

grieved.
" I do think it is wrong to act against a church in

which you believe," I said.
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I am afraid I did not in the least comfort her, for

she went away with an air in which indignation was

mingled with disappointment.

February 15. Rosa is all right. She told me to-

day, fingering her apron and blushing very prettily,

that she saw Dennis Maloney last night, and was en-

gaged to him already. He has, it seems, personal

attractions superior to those of Ran, and Rosa added

that on the whole she prefers a first-hand husband.
" So I 'm obliged to ye for yer advisin' me to give

Ran the go-by," she concluded. " I thought yer

would."

I do not know whether the swiftness of the change
of sweethearts or the amazing conclusion of her remarks

moved me more.

February 16. Father used to say that Peggy Cole

was the proudest thing on the face of the earth, and

he would certainly be amused if he could know how

her pride has increased. I could not leave Mother

this afternoon, and so I sent Rosa down with a pail of

soup to the poor old goody. Peggy refused to have it

because I did not bring it myself. She wasn't a

pauper to have me send her soup, she informed Rosa.

I am afraid that Rosa was indiscreet enough to make

some remark upon the fact that I carry her food

pretty often, for old Peggy said, I can see her

wrinkled old nose turned up in supreme scorn as she

brought it out,
" That 's different. When Miss

Ruth brings me a little thing now and then, and

it ain't often she '11 take that trouble, either ! that 's

just a friend dropping in with something to make

her sure of her welcome !

'

I shall have to leave
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everything to-morrow to go and make my peace with

Peggy, for the old goose would starve to death before

she would take anything from the Overseers of the

Poor, and I do not see how she keeps alive, anyway.

February 17. I had a note from George this morn-

ing about the Burgess mortgage, and in it he said that

he is to be away for a week or two. That means -

But I have no longer any right to speculate about

him. It is not my business what it means. Hence-

forth he must come and go, and I must not even won-

der about it.

February 19. I must face the fact that Mother

will not be with me much longer. I can see how she

grows weaker, and I can only be thankful that she

does not suffer. She speaks of death now and then

as calmly as if it were a matter of every-day routine.
" Mrs. Privet," Dr. Wentworth said this morning,

"
you seem to be no more afraid of death than you

are of a sunrise."

"I'm not orthodox enough to be afraid," she an-

swered, with her little quizzical smile.

Dear little Mother, she is so serene, so sweet, so

quiet ; nothing could be more dignified, and yet no-

thing more entirely simple. She is dying like a gen-
tlewoman. She lies there as gracious as if she had

invited death as a dear friend, and awaited him with

the kindliest welcome. The naturalness of it all is

what impresses me most. When I am with her it is

impossible for me to feel that anything terrible is at

hand. She might be going away to pass a pleasant
summer visit somewhere ; but there is no suspicion of

anything dreadful or painful.
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It is not that she is indifferent, either, she has

always found life a thing to be glad of.

" I should have liked well enough to stay a while

longer to bother you, Ruth," she said, after Dr.

Wentwdrth had gone,
" but we must take things

as they come. It 's better, perhaps ; you need a

rest."

Dear Mother ! She is always so lovely and so

wonderful !

February 21. Mother has been brighter to-day,

and really seems better. If it will only last ! I

asked her last night if she expected to see Father.

She lay quiet a moment, and then she turned her face

to smile on me before she answered.
" I don't know, Ruth," she said.

" I have won-

dered about that a good deal, and I cannot be sure.

If he is alive and knows, then I shall see him. I am
sure of that. It is only life that has been keeping us

apart. If he is not any more, why, then I shall not

be either, and so of course I can't be unhappy. I feel

just as he used to when he had you read that transla-

tion from something to him the week before he died ;

the thing that said death could not be an evil, for if

we kept on existing we would be no longer bothered

by the body, and that if we did n't, it was no matter,

for we should n't know."

She was still a moment, looking into some great dis-

tance with her patient, sunken eyes. Then she smiled

again, and said as if to herself,
" But I think I shall

see him."

February 25. George is married. Aunt Naomi
has been in to tell me. She mentioned it as if it were
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a thing in which I should have no more interest than

in any bit of village news. She did not watch me, I

remember now, or ask my opinion as she generally

does. She was wonderfully tactful and kind
; only I

can see she thought I ought to know about it, and

that the best way was to put the matter bluntly and

simply, as if it had no possible sentiment connected

with it. When she had done her errand, she went on

to make remarks about Deacon Richards and the ves-

try fires ; just what, I do not know, for I could not

listen. Then she mercifully went away.
I did not expect it so soon ! I knew that it must

come, but I was not prepared for this suddenness. I

supposed that I should hear of the engagement, and

get used to it ; and then come to know the wedding
was to be, and so come gradually to the thing itself

that shuts George forever out of my life. It is better,

it is a thousand times better to have it all over at once.

I might have brooded morbidly through the days as

they brought nearer and nearer the time when George
was to be her husband instead of mine. Now it is

done without my knowing. For three days he has

been married ; and 1 have only to think of him as the

husband of another woman, and try to take it as a

matter of course. Whether George has done this be-

cause he cares so much for her or not, he has done

what is kindest for me. It is like waking from the

ether to find that the tooth is out. We may be sick

and sore, but the worst is past, and we may begin,

slowly perhaps, but really, to recover.

Yet it is so soon ! How completely he must be car-

ried away to be so forgetful of all that is past ! We
were engaged six years ;

and he marries Miss West
after an acquaintance of hardly as many weeks. I
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wonder if all men are like this. It seems some-

times as if they were not capable of the long, brood-

ing devotion of women. But it is better so, and I

would not have him thinking about me. He must be

wrapped up in her. I do care most for his happiness,

and his happiness now lies in his thinking of her and

forgetting all the six years when he was when I

thought he was mine.

I will not moon, and I will not fret. That George
has changed does not, of course, alter my feeling. I

am sore and hurt
;
I see life now restricted in its uses.

He has cut me off from the happiness of serving him

and helping him as a wife
;
but as a friend there is

still much that I may do. Very likely I can help his

wife, she seems so far short of what his wife should

be. For service in all loyalty I belong to him still ;

and that is the thought which must help me.

February 28. I have already had a chance to do

something for George. I hope that I have not been

unfair to my friends ; but I do not see how I could

decide any other way.

Old lady Andrews came in this afternoon, with her

snowy curls and cheeks pink from the wind. Almost

as soon as she was seated she began with characteristic

directness.
" I know you won't mind my coming straight to the

point, my dear," she said.
u I came to ask you about

George Weston's new wife. Do you think we had

better call on her ?
'

The question had come to me before, but I confess

I had selfishly thought of it only as a personal matter.

" Mr. Weston's people were hardly of our sort, you

know," she continued in her gentle voice,
"
though of
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course after your father took him into his office as a

student we all felt like receiving him. I never knew
him until after that."

" I have seen a good deal of him," I said, wonder-

ing if my voice sounded queer ;

"
you know he helped

settle the estate."

" It did seem providential," Mrs. Andrews went on,
" that his mother did not live, for of course we could

hardly have known her. She was a Hardy, you know,
from Canton. But I have always found Mr. Weston
a very presentable young man, especially for one of

his class. He is really very intelligent."
" As we have received him," I said,

" I don't see

how we can refuse to receive his wife."
" That 's the way I thought you would feel about

it," old lady Andrews answered ;

" but I wished to

be sure. As he has been received entirely on account

of his connection with your family, I told Aunt Naomi
that it ought to be for you to say whether the favor

should be extended to his wife. I am informed that

she is very pretty, but she is not, I believe, exactly one

of our sort."

" She is exceedingly pretty," I assured her. " I

have seen her. She is not Well, I am afraid that

she is rather Western, but I shall call."

" Then that settles it. Of course we shall do what-

ever you decide. I suppose he will bring her to our

church. I say
;

our,' Ruth, because you really belong
to it. You are just a lamb that has found a place

with a picket off, and got outside the fold. We shall

have you back some time."
" I am afraid," I said laughing,

" that I should only

disgrace you and injure the fold by pulling a fresh

picket off somewhere to get out again."
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She laughed in turn, and fluttered her small hands

in her delightful, birdlike way.
" I am not afraid of that," she responded.

" When
the Lord leads you in, He is able to make you want

to stay. I hope your mother is comfortable."

So that is settled, and Miss West Why am I

such a coward about writing it ? Mrs. Weston is to

be one of us. George will be glad that she is not left

out of society.
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MARCH

MARCH 2. Mother's calmness keeps me ashamed

of the hot ache in my heart and the restlessness which

makes it so hard for me to keep an outward compo-
sure. Hannah is rather shocked that she should be

so entirely unmoved in the face of death, and the

dear, foolish old soul, steeped in theological asperities

from her cradle, must needs believe that Mother is

somehow endangering her future welfare by this very

serenity.
" Don't you think, Miss Ruth," she said to me yes-

terday,
" that you could persuade your mother to see

Mr. Saychase ? She 'd do it to oblige you."
"But it wouldn't oblige me, Hannah."
"
Oh, Miss Ruth, think of her immortal soul !

'

"Hannah," I said as gently as I could, she was so

distressed,
"
you know how Mother always felt about

those things. It certainly could n't do any good now
to try to alter her opinions, and it would only tire

her."

I left Hannah as quickly as I could without hurt-

ing her feelings, but I might have known that her

conscience would force her to speak to Mother.
" Bless me, Hannah," Mother said to her,

" I 'm no

more wicked because I 'm going to die than if I were

going to live. I can't help dying, you know, so I don't

feel responsible."
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When Hannah tried to go on, and broke down with

tears, Mother put out her thin hand, like a sweet

shadow.
"
Hannah," she said,

" I know how you feel, and

I thank you for speaking ; but don't be troubled.

Where there are '

many mansions,' don't you think

there may be one even for those who did not see the

truth, if they were honest in their blindness ?
'

March 4. How far away everything else seems

when the foot of death is almost at the door ! As I

sit by the bedside in the long nights, wondering
whether he will come before morning, I think of the

nights in which I may sometime be waiting for death

myself. I wonder whether I shall be as serene and

absolutely unterrified as Mother is. It is after all

only the terror of the unknown. Why should we be

more ready to think of the unknown as dreadful than

as delightful ? We certainly hail the thought of new

experiences in the body ; why not out of it ? Novelty
in itself must give a wonderful charm to that new

life, at least for a long time. Think of the pleasure
of having youth all over again, for we shall at least be

young to any new existence into which we go, just as

babies are young to this.

Death is terrible, it seems to me, only when we
think of ourselves who are left behind, not when we
think of those who go. Life is a thing so beautiful

that it may be sad to think of them as deprived of it ;

but the more beautiful it is, the more I am assured

that whatever power made the earth must be able to

make something better. If life is good, a higher step

in evolution must be nobler ; and however we mourn,
none of us would dare to say that our grief is caused
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by the belief that our friends have through death gone
on to sorrow.

March 8. This morning

March 11. Mother was buried to-day. I have
taken out this book to try to set down to set down
what ? Not what I have felt since the end came.

That is not possible, and if it were, I have not the

courage. I suppose the mournful truth is that in the

dreadful loneliness which death has left in the house,

I got out my diary as a companion. One's own

thoughts are forlorn company when they are so sad,

but if they are written out they may come to have

more reality, and the journal to seem more like an-

other personality. How strange and shameful the

weakness is which makes it hard for us to be alone ;

the feeling that we cannot endure the brooding uni-

verse about us unless we have hold of some human
hand ! Yet we are so small, the poor, naked, timor-

ous soul, a single fleck of thistle-down tossed about

by all the winds which fill the immensities of an in-

finite universe. Why should we not be afraid?

Father would say,
" Why should we?' He believed

that the universe took care of everything in it, because

everything is part of itself.
" You 've only to think

of our own human instinct of self-preservation on a

scale as great as you can conceive," he told me the

day before he died, "and you get some idea of the

way in which the universal must protect the particu-

lar." I am afraid that I am not able to grasp the idea

as he did. I have thought of it many times, and of

how calm and dignified he was in those last days. I

am a woman, and the universe is so great that it turns
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me cold to think of it. I am able to get comfort out

of Father 's idea only by remembering how sure he

was of it, and how completely real it was to him. Yet

Mother was as sure as he. She told me once that not

to be entirely at ease would be to dishonor Father's be-

lief, and she was no less serene in the face of death

than he was. Yes ; it would be to dishonor them

both to doubt, and I do not in my heart of hearts ;

but it is lonely, lonely.

March 12. It is touching to see how human kind-

ness, the great sympathy with what is real and lasting

in the human heart, overcomes the narrowness of

creeds in the face of the great tragedy of death. Han-

nah would be horrified at any hint that she wavered

in her belief, yet she said to me to-day :

" Don't you worry about your mother, Miss Ruth.

She was a good woman, if her eyes were not opened
to the truth as it is in Jesus. Her Heavenly Father '11

look after her. I guess she sees things some differ-

ent now she 's face to face with Him
; and I believe

she had the root of the matter in her somehow, though
she had n't grace given her to let her light shine

among men."

Dear old Hannah! She is too loving in her heart

not to be obliged to widen her theology when she is

brought to the actual application of the awful belief

she professes, and she is too human not to feel that a

life so patient and so upright as Mother's must lead

to eternal peace, no matter what the creed teaches.

March 13. The gray kitten is chasing its tail be-

fore the fire, and I have been looking at it and the

blazing wood through my tears until I could bear it
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no longer. The moonlight is on the snow in the grave-

yard, and must show that great black patch where the

grave is. She cannot be there ; she cannot be con-

scious of the bleak chill of the earth ; and the question

whether she is anywhere and is conscious at all is in

my mind constantly. She must be ; she cannot have

gone out like a candle-flame. She said to Mr. Say-

chase, that day Hannah brought him and Mother was

too gentle to refuse to see him, that she had always
believed God must have far too much self-respect not

to take care of creatures He had made, and that she

was not in the least troubled, because she did not feel

any responsibility about what was to happen after

death. She was right, of course ; but he was horri-

fied. He began to stammer out something, but Mother

stopped him.
" I did n't mean to shock you," she said gently ;

" but don't you think, Mr. Saychase, I am near enough
to the end to have the privilege of saying what I really

believe ?
'

He would n't have been human if he could have re-

sisted the voice that said it or the smile that enforced

the words. Now she knows. She has found the heart

of truth somewhere out there in the sky, which to us

looks so wide, so thick with stars which might be

abiding-places. She may have met Father. How much

he, at least, must have to tell her ! Whether he would

know about us or not, I cannot decide. In any case

I think he would like her to tell him. She is learning
wonderful things. Yes ; she knows, and I am sure

she is glad.

March 14. George has been to see me. In the

absorption and grief of the last fortnight I have hardly
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remembered him, and lie has brought his wife home
without my giving the matter a thought. It is won-
derful that anything could so hold me that I have not
been moved, but they came back the day after the

funeral, and I did not hear of it until a couple of days
later. It gave me a great shock when I saw him com-

ing up the walk, but by the time he was in the house,
I had collected myself, and I had, I think, my usual

manner.

He was most kind and sympathetic, and yet he
could not help showing how ill at ease he was. Per-

haps he could not help reflecting that my duty to

Mother had been the thing which kept us apart, and

that it was strange for this to end just as there was no

longer the possibility of our coming together.

I do not remember what George and I said to each

other to-night, any more than I can recall what we
said on that last time when he was here. I might

bring back that other talk out of the dull blur of

pain, but where would be the good? Nothing could

come of it but new suffering. We were both out-

wardly calm and self-possessed, I know, and talked

less like lovers than like men of business. So a mer-

chant might sell the remnants of a bankrupt fortune,

I fancy ; and when he was gone I went to prepare
Mother's night drink as calmly as if nothing had hap-

pened. I did not dare not to be calm.

To-night we met like the friends we promised to

be. He was uncomfortable at first, but I managed
to make him seem at ease, or at least not show that he

felt strange. He looked at me rather curiously now
and then. I think he was astonished that I showed

no more feeling about our past. I cannot have him

unhappy through me, and he must feel that at least I
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accept my fate serenely, or he will be troubled. I

must not give myself the gratification of proving that

I am constant. He may believe I am cold and per-

haps heartless, but that is better than for him to feel

responsible for my being miserable.

What did he tell me that night ? It was in effect

though I think he hardly realized what he said or

implied how our long engagement had worn out

the passion of a lover, and he felt only the friend-

ship cf a brother ; the coming of a new, real love had

shown him the difference. Does this mean that mar-

ried love goes through such a change ? Will he by
and by have lived through his first love for his wife,

and if so what will be left ? That is not my concern ;

but would this same thing have come if I had been his

wife, and should I now find myself, if we had been

married when we hoped to be, only a friend who could

not so fill his heart as to shut out a new love ? Better

a hundredfold that it should be as it is. At least he

was not tied to me when the discovery came. But it

is not always so. Certainly Father and Mother loved

each other more after long years of living together.
But this is not a train of thought which it is well to

follow. What is must be met and lived with ; but I

will not weaken my heart by dwelling on what might
have been.

George was most kind to come, and it must have

been hard for him ; but I am afraid it was not a

happy half-hour for either of us. I suppose that any
woman brought face to face with a man she still loves

when he has done with loving her must feel as if she

were shamed. That is nonsense, however, and I

fought against the feeling. Now I am happy in the

thought that at least I have done one thing. I have
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made it possible for George to come to me if hereafter

he need me. If he were in trouble and I could help,
I know he would appeal to me as simply as ever. If

I can help him, I am yet free to do it. I thank God
for this !

March 16. I have asked Charlotte Kendall to stay
with me for a while. Dear old Miss Charlotte, she is

so poor and so proud and so plucky ! I know that she

is half starving in that great, gaunt Kendall house,

that looms up so among its Balm of Gilead trees, as

if it were an asylum for the ghosts of all the bygone

generations of the family. Somehow it seems to me
that in America the "

decayed gentlewomen," as they
are unpleasantly called in England, have a harder

time than anywhere else in the world. Miss Char-

lotte has to live up to her instincts and her tradi-

tions or be bitterly humiliated and miserable. People

generally assume that the family pride behind this

is weak if it is not wicked ; but surely the ideal of

an honorable race, cultivated and right-minded for

generations, is a thing to be cherished. The growth
of civilization must depend a good deal upon having
these ideas of family preserved somehow. Father

used to say the great weakness of modern times is

that nowadays the best of the race, instead of saying
to those below,

" Climb up to us," say,
" We will

come down to you." I suppose this is hardly a fair

summing up of modern views of social conditions,

though of course I know very little about them ; but

I am sure that the way in which class distinctions are

laughed at is a mistake. I hope I hate false pride as

much as anybody could ; yet dear Miss Charlotte,

trying hard not to disgrace her ancestors, and being
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true to her idea of what a gentlewoman should do, is

to me pathetic and fine. She cares more for the tra-

ditions of her race than she does for her own situa-

tion ; and anybody who did not admire this strong
and unselfish spirit must look at life from a point of

view that I cannot understand. I can have her here

now on an excuse that she will not suspect, and she

shall be fed and rested as she has not been for years.

March 17. I forgot Miss Charlotte's plants when

I asked her to come here. I went over this morning
to invite her, and I found her trimming her great ole-

ander tree with tender little snips and with loving

glances which were like those a mother gives her pet
child in dressing it for a party. The sun came in at

the bay window, and the geraniums which are the

pride of Miss Charlotte's heart were coming finely

into blossom. If the poor old soul is ever really happy
it is in the midst of her plants, and things grow for

her as for nobody else.

" Do look, Ruth," she said with the greatest eager-
ness

;

" that slip of heather that came from the wreath

is really sprouting. I do think it will live."

She brought me a vial full of greenish water into

which was stuck a bit of heather from the wreath that

Cousin Mehitable sent for Mother. Miss Charlotte

had asked me if she might go to the graveyard for the

slip. She was so pathetic when she spoke of it !

" It is n't just to have a new plant," she said. " It

is partly that it would always remind me of your
mother, and I should love it for that."

To-day she was wonderful. Her eyes shone as she

looked at the twig, and showed me the tiny white

point, like a little mouse's tooth, that had begun to
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come through the bark under the green water. It was

as if she had herself somehow accomplished the mir-

acle of creation. I could have taken her into my arms

and cried over her as she stood there so happy with

just this slip and her plants for family and riches.

I told her my errand, and she began to look troubled.

Unconsciously, I am sure, she glanced around at the

flowers, and in an instant I understood.
"
Oh, I beg your pardon," I said before she had

time to speak,
" I forgot that you cannot leave the

plants."
" I was thinking how I could manage," she an-

swered, evidently troubled between the wish to oblige

me and the thought that her precious plants could

not be left.

" You need not manage," I said.
" I was foolish

enough not to think of them. Of course you can't

leave them."
" I might come over in the daytime," she proposed

hesitatingly.
" I could make up the fire in the morn-

ing, and at this time of the year the room would be

warm enough for them till I came back at night. I

know you must be most lonely at night, and I would

stay as late as I could."

"You are a dear thing," I said, and her tone

brought tears to my eyes.
u If you will come over

after breakfast and stay until after supper that will

do nicely, if you think you can spare the time."
" There 's nothing I can spare better," she said,

laughing.
" I 'm like the man that was on his way to

jail and was met by a beggar.
' I 've nothing to give

you but time,' he said,
' and that his Honor just gave

me, so I don't like to give it away.' That
?

s one of

your father's stories, Ruth."
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I stayed talking with her for an hour, and it was

touching to see how she was trying to be entertaining

and to make me cheerful. I did come away with my
thoughts entirely taken off of myself and my affairs,

and that is something.

March 20. It has done me good to have Miss Char-

lotte here. She makes her forlorn little jests and tells

her stories in her big voice, and somehow all the time

is thinking, I can see, of brightening the days for me.

Peter was completely scornful for two days, but now

he passes most of his time in her lap, condescending,

of course, but gracious.

Miss Charlotte has been as dear and kindly as pos-

sible, and to-night in the twilight she told me the ro-

mance of her life. I do not know how it came about.

I suppose that she was thinking of Mother and wanted

me to know what Mother had been to her. Perhaps,

too, she may have had a feeling that it would comfort

me to know that she understood out of her own suffer-

ing the pain that had come to me through George's

marriage.
I do not remember her father and mother. They

both died when I was very young. I have heard that

Mr. Kendall was a very handsome man, who scandal-

ized the village greatly by his love of horses and wine,

but Father used to tell me he was a scholar and a cul-

tivated man. I am afraid he did not care very much
for the comfort of others ; and Aunt Naomi always

speaks of him as a rake who broke his wife's heart.

Charlotte took care of him after Mrs. Kendall died,

and was devoted to him, they say. She was a middle-

aged woman before she was left alone with that bigo o

house, and she sold the Kendall silver to pay his debts.
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To-night she spoke of him with a sort of pitiful pride,

yet with an air as if she had to defend him, perhaps
even to herself.

" I 'm an old woman, Ruth," she said,
" and my

own life seems to me like an old book that I read so

long ago that I only half remember it. It is forty

years since I was engaged."
It is strange I had never known of this before ; but

I suppose it passed out of people's minds before I was

old enough to notice.

" I never knew you had been engaged, Miss Char-

lotte," I said.

" Then your mother never told you what she did

for me," she answered, looking into the fire.
" That

was like her. She was more than a mother to me at

the time
" She broke off, and then repeated,

" It

was like her not to speak of it. There are few women
like your mother, Ruth."

We were both silent for a time, and I had to strug-

gle not to break down. Miss Charlotte sat looking

into the fire with the tears running unchecked down

her wrinkled cheeks. She did not seem conscious of

them, and the thought came to me that there had been

so much sadness in her life that she was too accus-

tomed to tears to notice them.

"It is forty years," she said again.
" I was called

a beauty then, though you 'd find that hard to believe

now, Ruth, when I 'm like an old scarecrow in a corn-

field. I suppose no young person ever really believes

that an old woman can have been beautiful unless

there 's a picture to prove it. I '11 show you a da-

guerreotype some time ; though, after all, what dif-

ference does it make ? At least he thought
"

Another silence came here. The embers in the fire
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dropped softly, and the dull March twilight gathered
more and more thickly. I felt as if I were being led

into some sacred room, closed many years, but where

the dead had once lain. Perhaps it was fanciful, but

it seemed almost as if I were seeing the place where

poor Miss Charlotte's youth had died.

" It was n't proper that I should marry him, Ruth.

I know now father was right, only sometimes - For

myself I suppose I hadn't proper pride, and I

should n't have minded ; but father was right. A Ken-

dall could n't marry a Sprague, of course. I knew it

all along ;
and I vowed to myself over and over that

I would n't care for him. When a girl tells herself

that she won't love a man, Ruth," she broke in with a

bitter laugh,
" the thing 's done already. It was so

with me. I need n't have promised not to love him if

I had n't given him my whole heart already, what

a girl calls her heart. I would n't own it ; and overo .
*

and over I told him that I did n't care for him
; and

then at last
'

It was terrible to hear the voice in which she spoke.

She seemed to be choking, and it was all that I could

do to keep control of myself. I could not have spoken,
even if there had been anything to say. I wanted to

take her in my arms and get her pitiful, tear-stained

face hidden ; but I only sat quiet.
"
Well, we were engaged at last, and I knew father

would never consent ;
but I hoped something would

happen. When we are young enough we all hope
the wildest things will happen and we shall get what

we want. Then father found out ; and then and then

I don't blame father, Ruth. He was right. I see

now that he was right. Of course it would n't have

done ; but then it almost killed me. If it had n't been
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for your mother, dear, I think I should have died. I

wanted to die ;
but I had to take care of father."

I put out my hand and got hold of hers, but I could

not speak. The tears dropped down so that they

sparkled in the firelight, but she did not wipe them

away. I was crying myself, for her old sorrow and

mine seemed all part of the one great pain of the race,

somehow. I felt as if to be a woman meant some-

thing so sad that I dared not think of it.

" And the hardest was that he thought I was wrong
to give him up. He could not see it as I did, Ruth

;

and of course it was natural that he could n't under-

stand how father would feel about the family. I could

never explain it to him, and I could n't have borne to

hurt his feelings by telling him."

Is he
"

" He is dead, my dear. He married over at Fre-

mont, and I hope he was happy. I think probably
he was. Men are happy sometimes when a woman
would n't be. I hope he was happy."

That was the whole of it. We sat there silent until

Rosa came to call us to supper. When we stood up
I put my arms about her, and kissed her. Then she

made a joke, and wiped her eyes, and through supper
she was so gay that I could hardly keep back the

tears. Poor, poor, lonely, brave Miss Charlotte !

March 21. Cousin Mehitable arrived yesterday ac-

cording to her usual fashion, preceded by a telegram.
I tell her that if she followed her real inclinations, she

would dispatch her telegram from the station, and

then race the messenger ; but she is constrained by her

breeding to be a little more deliberate, so I have the

few hours of her journey in which to expect her. It
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is all part of her brisk way. She can never move fast

enough, talk quickly enough, get through whatever

she is doing with rapidity enough. I remember

Father's telling her once that she would never have

patience to lie and wait for the Day of Judgment, but

would get up every century or two to hurry things

along. It always seems as if she would wear herself

to shreds in a week ; yet here she is, more lively at

sixty than I am at less than half that age.

She was very kind, and softened wonderfully when
she spoke of Mother. I think that she loved her more

than she does any creature now alive.

" Aunt Martha," she said last night,
" was n't hu-

man. She was far too angelic for that. But she was

too sweet and human for an angel. For my part I

think she was something far better than either, and

far more sensible."

This was a speech so characteristic that it brought
me to tears and smiles together.

To-night Cousin Mehitable came to the point of her

errand with customary directness.
" I came down," she said,

" to see how soon you ex-

pect to arrange to live with me."
" I had n't expected anything about it," I returned.
" Of course you would keep the house," she went

on, entirely disregarding my feeble protest.
" You

might want to come back summers sometimes. This

summer I 'm going to take you to Europe."
I am too much accustomed to her habit of planning

things to be taken entirely by surprise ; but it did

rather take my breath away to find my future so com-

pletely disposed of. I felt almost as if I were not even

to have a chance to protest.

"But I never thought of giving up the house," I

managed to say.
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"Of course not; why should you?" she returned

briskly.
" You have money enough to keep up the

place and live where you please. Don't I know that

for this ten years you and Aunt Martha have n't spent
half your income ? Keep it, of course

; for, as I say,

sometimes you may like to come back for old times'

sake."

I could only stare at her, and laugh.
"
Oh, you laugh, Ruth," Cousin Mehitable re-

marked, more forcibly than ever,
" but you ought to

understand that I 've taken charge of you. We are

all that are left of the family now, and I 'in the head

of it. You are a foolish thing anyway, and let every-

body impose on your good-nature. You need some-

body to look after you. If I 'd had you in charge,

you 'd never have got tangled up in that foolish en-

gagement. I 'in glad you had the sense to break it."

I felt as if she had given me a blow in the face, but

I could not answer.
" Don't blush like that," Cousin Mehitable com-

manded. " It 's all over, and you know I always said

you were a fool to marry a country Iaw3
7er."

" Father was a country lawyer," I retorted.

"
Fudge ! Cousin Horace was a judge and a man

whose writings had given him a wide reputation.

Don't outrage his memory by calling him a rustic.

For my part I never had any patience with him for

burying himself in the country like a clodhopper."
" You forget that Mother's health

"
I began ; but

with Cousin Mehitable one is never sure of being al-

lowed to complete a sentence.
"
Oh, yes," she interrupted,

" of course I forgot.

Well, if there could be an excuse, Aunt Martha would

serve for excusing anything. I beg your pardon,
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Euth. But now all that is past and gone, and for-

tunately the family is still well enough remembered

in Boston for you to take up life there with very little

trouble. That 's what I had in mind ten years ago,

when I insisted on your coming out."

"People who saw me then will hardly remember

me."
" The folks that knew your father and mother," she

went on serenely,
" are of course old people like me ;

but they will help you to know the younger genera-
tion. Besides, those you know will not have forgotten

you. A Privet is not so easily forgotten, and you
were an uncommonly pretty bud, Ruth. What a fool

you were not to marry Hugh Colet ! You always
were a fool."

Cousin Mehitable generally tempers a compliment
in this manner, and it prevents me from being too

much elated by her praise.

She was interrupted here by the necessity of going
to prepare for supper. Miss Charlotte did not come

over to-day, so we were alone together. No sooner

were we seated at the supper-table than she returned

to the attack.
" When you live in Boston," she said,

" I shall
"

"
Suppose I should not live in Boston ?

'

I inter-

rupted.
" But you will. What else should you do ?

'

" 1 might go on living here."
"
Living here !

'

she cried out explosively.
" You

don't call this living, do you ? How long is it since

you heard any music, or saw a picture, or went to the

theatre, or had any society ?
'

I was forced to confess that music and painting and

acting were all entirely lacking in Tuskamuck ; but I
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remarked that I had all the books that attracted

me, and I protested against her saying I had n't any

society.
"
Oh, you see human beings now and then," Cousin

Mehitable observed coolly ;

" and I dare say they are

very worthy creatures. But you know yourself they
are not society. You have n't forgotten the year I

brought you out."

I have not forgotten it, of course
;
and I cannot

deny that when I think of that winter in Boston, the

year I was nineteen, I do feel a little mournful some-

times. It was all so delightful, and it is all so far

away now. I hardly heard what Cousin Mehitable

said next. I was thinking how enchanting a home
in Boston would be, and how completely alone as for

family I am. Cousin Mehitable is the only near re-

lative I have in the world, and why should I not be

with her ? It would be delightful. Perhaps I may
manage to get in a week or two in town now and then ;

but I cannot go away for long. There would be no-

body to start the reading-room, or keep up the Shake-

speare Club ; and what would become of Kathie and

Peggy Cole, or of all that dreadful Spearin tribe ? I

dare say I am too proud of my consequence, and that

if I went away somebody would be found to look after

things. Still I know I am useful here
;
and it seems

to me I am really needed. Besides, I love the

place and the people, and, I think my friends love

me.

March 23. Cousin Mehitable went home to-day.

Easter is at hand, and she has a bonnet from Paris,
" a perfect dream of a bonnet," she said with the

enthusiasm of a girl,
" dove-colored velvet, and violets,
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and steel beads, and two or three white ostrich tips ;

a bonnet an angel could n't resist, Ruth !

" and

this bonnet must form part of the church service

on Easter. The connection between Paris bonnets

and the proper observance of the day is not clear in

my mind ; but when I said something of this sort to

Cousin Mehitable she rebuked me with great gravity.
"
Ruth, there is nothing in worse form than making

jokes about sacred subjects."
" Your bonnet is n't sacred," I retorted, for I can-

not resist sometimes the temptation to tease her
;

" or

at least it can't be till it 's been to church on Easter."
" You know what I mean," was her answer.

" When you live with me I shall insist upon your

speaking respectfully of the church."
" I was n't speaking of the church," I persisted,

laughing at the gravity with which she always takes

up its defense ; "I was speaking of your bonnet, your
Paris bonnet, your Easter bonnet, your ecclesiastical,

frivolous, giddy, girlish bonnet."
"
Oh, you may think it too young for me," she said

eagerly, forgetting the church in her excitement,
" but

it is n't really. . It 's as modest and appropriate as

anything you ever saw ; and so becoming and cJiic !

"
Oh, I can always trust your taste, Cousin Mehit-

able," I told her,
" but you know you 're a worldly

old thing. You 'd insist upon having your angelic
robes fitted by a fashionable tailor."

Again she looked grave and shocked in a flash.

" How can you, Ruth ! You are a worse heathen

than ever. But then there is no church in Tuska-

muck, so I suppose it is not to be wondered at.

That 's another reason for taking you away from this

wilderness."
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" There are two churches, as you know very well/'

I said.

" Nonsense ! They 're only meeting-houses, con-

venticles. However, when you come to Boston to live,

we will see."
" I told you last night that I should n't give up

Tuskamuck."
" I know you did, but I did n't mind that. You

must give it up."
She went away insisting upon this, and refusing to

accept any other decision. I did so far yield as to

promise provisionally that I would go abroad with

her this summer. I need to see the world with a

broader view again, and I shall enjoy it. To think of

the picture galleries fills me with joy already. I

should be willing to cross the Atlantic just to see once

more the enchanting tailor of Moroni's in the Na-

tional Gallery. It is odd, it comes into my mind

at this moment that he looks something like Tom
Webbe, or Tom looks something like him. Very

likely it is all nonsense. Yes ; I will go for the sum-

mer to leave here altogether no, that is not to

be thought of.

March 24. The whole town is excited over an ac-

cident up at the lake this morning. A man and his

son were drowned by breaking through the ice. They
had been up to some of the logging camps, and it

is said they were not sober. They were Brownrigs,
and part of the family in the little red house. The

mother and the daughter are left. I hope it is not

heartless to hate to think of them. I have no doubt

that they suffer like others ; only it is not likely folk of

this sort are as sensitive as we are. It is a mercy
that they are not.



MARCH 75

March 25. The Brownrig family seems just now
to be forced upon my attention, and that in no plea-

sant way.
Aunt Naomi came in this forenoon, and seated her-

self with an air of mysterious importance. She looked

at me with her keen eyes, penetrating and humorous

even when she is most serious, and seemed to be ex-

amining me to discover what I was thinking. It was

evident at once that she had news. This is generally

true, for she seems always to have something to tell.

Her mind gathers news as salt gathers moisture, and

her greatest pleasure is to impart what she has heard.

She has generally with me the air of being a little un-

certain how I may receive her tidings. Like all persons
of strong mind and a sense of humor, she is by nature

in sympathy with the habit of looking at life frankly
and dispassionately, and I believe that secretly and

only half consciously she envies me my mental free-

dom. Sometimes I have suspected her of leading me
on to say things which she would have felt it wrong
to say herself because they are unorthodox, but which

she has too much common sense not to sympathize
with. She is convinced, though, that such freedom of

thought as mine is wrong, and she nobly deprives her-

self of the pleasure of being frank in her thoughts
when this would involve any reflection upon the the-

ological conventions which are her rule of life. She

gratifies a lively mind by feeding it on scraps of gos-

sip and commenting on them in her pungent way ;

she is never unkind in her thought, I am sure, but she

does sometimes say sharp things. Like Lady Teazle,

however, she abuses people out of pure good nature.

I looked at her this morning as she sat swinging her

foot and munching there is no other word for it !
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her green barege veil, and I wondered, as I have often

wondered before, how a woman really so clever could

be content to pass so much of her time in the gather-

ing and circulating of mere trivialities. I suppose
that it is because there is so little in the village to ap-

peal to the intellectual side of her, and her mind must

be occupied. She might be a brilliant woman in a

wider sphere. Now she seems something like a beaver

in captivity, building dams of hairbrushes and boots

on a carpeted floor.

I confess, too, that I wondered, as I looked at her,

if she represented my future. I thought of Cousin

Mehitable's doleful predictions of what I should come

to if I stay in Tuskamuck, and I tried to decide

whether I should come in time to be like Aunt Naomi,
a general carrier of news from, house to house, an old

maid aunt to the whole village, with no real kindred,

and with no interests wider than those of village gossip.

I cannot believe it, but I suppose at my age she would

not have believed it of herself.

" We 're really getting to be quite like a city,"

Aunt Naomi said, with a grimness which showed me
there was something important behind this enigmatic
remark.

"Are we?" I responded. "I confess I don't see

how."
"
Humph !

:

she sniffed. " There 's wickedness

here that isn't generally looked for outside of the

city."
"
Oh, wickedness !

'

I said. " There is plenty of

that everywhere, I suppose ; but I never have thought
we have more than our share of it."

She wagged her foot more violently, and had what

might have seemed a considerable lunch on her green
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veil before she spoke again though it is wicked for

me to make fun of her. Then she took a fresh start.

" What are you knitting?" she asked.
" What started in January to be some mittens for

the Turner boy. He brings our milk, and he never

seems to have mittens enough."
" I don't wonder much," was her comment. " His

mother has so many babies that she can't be expected
to take care of them."

" Poor Mrs. Turner," I said. " I should think the

poor thing would be discouraged. I am ashamed that

I don't do more for her."
" I don't see that you are called upon to take care

of all the poor in the town ; but if you could stop her

increasing her family it 'd be the best thing you could

do."

When Aunt Naomi makes a remark like this, I feel

it is discreet to change the subject.
" I hope that now the weather is getting milder," I

observed,
"
you are not so cold in prayer-meetings."

She was not diverted, even by this chance to dwell

on her pet grievance, but went her own way.
" I suppose you '11 feel now you 've got to look out

for that Brownrig girl, too," she said.

" That Brownrig girl ?
"

I repeated.

I tried not to show it, but the blood rushed to my
heart and made me faint. I realized something ter-

rible was coming, though I had nothing to go upon but

the old gossip about Tom and the fact that I had seen

him come from the reel house.
" Her sin has found her out," returned Aunt Naomi

with indignant emphasis.
" For my part, I don't see

what such creatures are allowed to live for. Think
what kind of a mother she will make. They 'd better
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take her and her baby and drown 'em along with her

father and brother."
" Aunt Naomi !

" was all I could say.
"
Well, I suppose you think I 'm not very charita-

ble, but it does make me mad to see that sort of

trash
"

" I don't know what you are talking about," I inter-

rupted.
" Has the Brownrig girl a child ?

'

" No ; but she 's going to have. Her mother 's

gone off and left her, and she 's down sick with pneu-
monia besides."

" Her mother has gone off ?
'

" Yes ; and it 'd be good riddance, if there was any-

body to take care of the girl."

It is useless to ask Aunt Naomi how she knows all

that goes on in the town. She collects news from the

air, I believe. I reflected that she is not always right,

and I hoped now she might be mistaken.
" But somebody must be with her if she 's down

with pneumonia," I said.

" Yes ;
that old Bagiey woman 's there. The Over-

seers of the Poor sent her, but she 's about twice as

bad as nobody, I should think. If I was sick, and

she came round, I know I 'd ask her to go away, and

let me die in peace."

It was evident enough that Aunt Naomi was a good
deal stirred up, but I did not dare to ask her why.
If there is anything worse behind this scandal, I had

rather not know it. We were fortunately interrupted,

and Aunt Naomi went soon, so I heard no more. I

was sick with the loathsomeness of having Tom
Webbe connected in my thought with that wretched

girl, and I do hope that it is only my foolishness. He
cannot have fallen to such depths.
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March 27. I have heard no more from the Brown-

rigs, and I must hope things were somehow not as

Aunt Naomi thought. To-day I learned that she is

shut up with a cold. I must go in to-morrow and see

her. Miss Charlotte is a great comfort. The dear

old soul begins really to look better, and the thin-

ness about her lips is yielding to good feeding. She

tells me stories of the old people of the town whom I

can just remember, and she is full of reverence for

both Father and Mother. Of course I never talk the-

ology with her, but I am surprised sometimes to find

that under the shell of her orthodoxy is a good deal

of liberalism. I suppose any kindly mortal who

accepted the old creeds made allowances for those

nearest and dearest, and human nature will always
make allowances for itself. I should think that an

imaginative belief in a creed, a belief that realized

the cruelty of theology, must either drive one mad or

make one disbelieve from simple horror. Nobody but

a savage could worship a relentless god and not be-

come insane from the horror of being in the clutch of

an implacable power.

March 28. I have had a most painful visit from

Deacon Webbe. He came in looking so gray and old

that it shocked me to see him. He shook hands as if

he did not know what he was doing, and then sat

down in a dazed way, slowly twirling his hat and fix-

ing his eyes on it as if he were blind. I tried to say

something, but only stumbled on in little common-

places about the weather, to which he paid so little

attention that it was evident he had no idea what I

was saying. In a minute or two I was reduced to

silence. One cannot go on saying mechanical nothings
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in the face of suffering, and it was impossible not to

see that Deacon Webbe was in grievous pain.
" Deacon Webbe," I said at last, when I could not

bear the silence any longer,
" what is the matter ?

'

He raised his eyes to mine with a look of pitiful

helplessness.
" I Ve no right to come to you, Miss Ruth," he said

in his slow way,
" but there 's nobody else, and you

always were Tom's friend."
" Tom ?

"
I repeated.

" What has happened ?
"

" It is n't a thing to talk to a woman about," he

went on,
" and you '11 have to excuse me, Miss Ruth.

I 'm sure you will. It 's that Brownrig girl."

I sat silent, and I felt my hands growing cold.
" She 's had a baby," he said after a moment.

The simple bald fact was horrible as he said it. I

could not speak, and after a little hesitation he con-

tinued in a tone so low I could scarcely hear him.
" It 's his. Think of the shame of it and the sin

of it. It seems to me, if it could only have been the

Lord's will, I would have been glad to die rather than

to have this happen. My son !

'

The wail of his voice went to my heart and made
me shiver. I would have given anything I possessed
to comfort him, but what could I say ? Shame is

worse than death. When one dies you can at least

speak of the happiness that has been and the consola-

tion of the memory of this. In disgrace whatever has

been good before makes the shame only the harder to

bear. What could I say to a father mourning the sin

and the disgrace of his only son ?

It seemed to me a long time that we sat there silent.

At last he said :

" I did n't come just to make you feel bad, Miss
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Ruth. I want you to tell me what I ought to do,

what I can do. I ought to do something to help the

girl. Bad as she is, she 's sick, and she 's a woman.

I don't know where Tom is, and I 'm that baby's

grandfather." His voice choked, but he went on.

" Of course I ought not to trouble you, but I don't

know what to do, I don't know what to do. My
wife

"

The poor old man stopped. He is not polished,

but he has the instinct of a good man to screen his

wife, and plainly was afraid he might say something
which would seem to reflect on her.

" My wife," he said, evidently changing the form

of his words, "is dreadfully put out, as she naturally

would be, and of course I don't like to talk much with

her about it. I thought you might help me, Miss

Ruth."

Never in my life have I felt more helpless. I tried

to think clearly, but the only thing I could do was to

trv to comfort him. I have no remembrance of what
v

I said, and I believe it made very little difference.

"What he wanted was sympathy. I had no counsel to

give, but I think I sent Deacon Daniel away some-

what comforted. I could only advise him to wait and

see what was needed. He of course must have thought
of this himself, but he liked to have me agree with

him and be good to him. He will do his duty, and

what is more he will do his best, but he will do it with

very little help from Mrs. Webbe, I am afraid. Poor

Deacon Daniel ! I could have put my arms round his

neck and kissed his weather-beaten cheek, but he

would not have understood. I suppose he would have

been frightened half out of his wits, and very likely

would have thought that I had suddenly gone mad.
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It is so hard to comfort a slow-minded person ; he

cannot see what you mean by a caress. Yet I hope
that Deacon Daniel went away somewhat heartened.

Oh, if Tom could only realize the sorrow I saw in his

father's eyes, I think he would have his punishment.

March 29. When Deacon Webbe said last night
that he did not know where Tom was, I thought for

just a moment of the sealed address Tom left me. I

was so taken up with pity, however, that the thought

passed from my mind. After the Deacon was gone I

wondered whether I should have spoken of the letter ;

but it seemed to me that it was better to have said

nothing. I thought I should open it before saying

anything ; and I needed to consider whether the time

had come when I was justified in reading it. Tom
trusted me, and I was bound by that ; yet surely he

ought to be told the state of things. It was impera-
tive that he should know about the poor girl. I have

never been able to be sure why he did not let his

family know where he was, but I fear he may have

quarreled with them. Now he must be told. Oh, it

is such wretched business, so sad and dreadful !

I went upstairs after thinking by the fire until it

had burned to embers, and indeed until the very
ashes were cold. I took out Tom's letter, and for

a moment I was half sick at the thought that he

had degraded himself so. It seemed almost as if in

holding his letter I was touching her, and I would

gladly have thrown it in the fire unopened. Then I

was ashamed to be so squeamish and so uncharitable,

and realized how foolish I was. The sealed envelope
had in it a card with Tom's address in New York,
and this note :
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" If you open this it must mean that you know. I

have nothing to say in my own defense that you could

understand ; only this is true, Ruth : I have never

really cared for any woman in the world but you.

You will not believe it, and you will not be likely to

find it very easy to forgive me for saying it now, but

it is true. I never knew better how completely you
have possession of me than I do just at this moment,
when I know I am writing what you will read hating
me. No, I suppose you can't really hate anybody ;

but

you must despise me, and it is an insult for me to say
I love you. Bat I have loved you all my life, and I

cannot help it. I shall go on till I die, even if you
do not speak to me again in my whole life. Do not

make me come home unless I must. Forgive me, if

you can."

The note had neither end nor beginning. I was so

overcome by it all, by the pity of it, that I could not

trust myself to think. I sat down and wrote to Tom

just this message, without salutation or signature :
-

" Your father has been here to see me. The Brown-

rig girl is ill of pneumonia. Her baby was born night
before last, and is alive."

I sent this off to-day. What he will do I cannot

tell. I cannot even be sure what he ought to do, and

I had no right to urge him to come or to stay away.

Certainly for him to marry that outcast creature

seems impossible ; but if he does not the baby must

go through life with a brand of shame on her. The
world is so cruel to illegitimate children ! Perhaps it

has to be ; at least Father believed that the only pre-

servation of society lay in this severity ; but I am a

woman, and I think of the children, who are not to

blame. Things are so tangled up in human relations
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that one thread cannot be drawn taut without bring-

ing about tragedies on other lines.

Yet to marry this girl Oh, it is not possible !

To think of Tom Webbe's living in the same house

with that dreadful creature, of his having it known
that he had married such a woman

It is horrible, whichever way I look at it. I cannot

be kind in my thoughts to one of them without being
cruel to the other. I am so thankful that I have not

to decide. I know I should be too weak to be just,

and then I should be always unhappy at the wrong I

had done. Now, whatever I was called upon to take

the responsibility of was done when I had written to

Tom.



IV

APRIL

APRIL 1. When a new month comes in it always
seems as if something should happen. The divisions

of time do not appeal to the feelings as simple arbi-

trary conveniences, but as real endings and begin-

nings ;
so the fancy demands that the old order shall

end and some better, new fashion begin. I suppose

everybody has had the vague sense of disappointment
that the new month or the new year is so like the

one before. I used to feel this very strongly as a

child, though never unhappily. It was a disappoint-

ment, but as all times were happy times, the disap-

pointment was not bitter. The thought is in my mind

to-night because I am troubled, and because I would

so gladly leave the fret and worry behind, to begin
afresh with the new month.

The thought of Tom and his trouble weighs on

me so that I have been miserable all day. Miss

Charlotte has not been here this week. Her beloved

plants need attention, and she is doing mysterious

things with clippers and trowels, selecting bulbs, sort-

ing out seeds, making plans for her garden beds, and

working herself into a delightful fever of excitement

over the coming glories of her garden. It is really

rather early, I think, but in her impatience she cannot

wait. Her flowers are her children, and all her affec-

tion for family and kin, having nothing nearer to
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cling to, is lavished on them. It is so fortunate that

she has this taste. I cannot help to-day feeling so old

and lonely that I could almost envy her her fondness

for gardening. I must cultivate a taste for something,
if it is only for cats. I wonder how Peter would like

to have me set up an asylum for crippled and impover-
ished tabbies !

Over and over again I have asked myself what I

can do to help Deacon Webbe, but I have found no

answer. One of the hardest things in life is to see

our friends bear the consequences of their mistakes.

Deacon Daniel is suffering for the way he brought
Tom up, and yet he has done as well as he was able.

Father used to say what I declared was a hard saying,

and which was the harder because in my heart of

hearts I could never with any success dispute it.

" You cannot wisely help anybody until you are will-

ing not to interfere with the discipline that life and

nature give," he said.
" You would not offer to take

a child's medicine for it ; why should you try to bear

the brunt of a friend's suffering when it comes from

his own fault? That is nature's medicine." I re-

member that once I answered I would very gladly

take a child's medicine for it if I could, and Father

laughed and pinched my ear. " Don't try to be

Providence," he said. I would like to be Providence

for Deacon Webbe and Tom now, and for the girl,

too. It makes me shiver to think of her, and if I

had to see or to touch her, it would be more than I

could endure.

This moralizing shows that I am low in my mind.

I have been so out of sorts that I was completely out

of key to-day with George. I have had to see him

often about the estate, but he has seemed always
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anxious to get away as quickly as possible. To-day
he lingered almost in the old fashion ; and I somehow
found him altered. He is I cannot tell how he is

changed, but he is. He has a manner less -

It is time to stop writing when I own the trouble

to be my own wrong-headedness and then go on to set

down imaginary faults in my neighbors.

April 3. I am beset with deacons lately. Deacon

Richards has been here for an hour, and he has left

me so restless that I may as well try to write myself
into calmness.

Deacon Richards never seems so big as when he

stands talking with me, looking down on the top of

my head, with his great bald forehead looming above

his keen eyes like a mountain-top. I always get him

seated as soon as I can, and he likes to sit in Father's

wide arm-chair. One of the things that I like best

about him is that, brusque and queer as he is, he never

takes that seat until he has been especially asked.

Then as he sits down he says always, with a little

softening of his great voice,
" This was your father's chair."

He has never been out of Tuskamuck a fortnight,

I dare say ; but there is something about this simple

speech, ready for it as I of course always am, that

almost brings the tears to my eyes. He is country
born and country bred, but the delicacy of the cour-

tesy underlying his brusqueness is pure gold. What
nonsense it is for Cousin Mehitable to insist that we
are too countrified to have any gentlemen ! She does

not appreciate the old New England stock.

What Deacon Daniel wanted I could not imagine,
but while we were talking of the weather and the
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common things of the day I could see that he was

preparing to say something. He has a wonderful

smile when he chooses to show it. It always reminds

me of the picture one sees sometimes of a genial face

peering from behind a glum mask. When I teased

him about the vestry fires, he only grinned ; but his

grin is to his smile as the smell of peppermint to that

of a rose. He amused me by his comments of Aunt
Naomi.

" She runs after gossip," he said,
"
just as a kitten

runs after its tail. It does n't mean anything, but it

must do something."
" She is a shrewd creature," I answered. " It is

absurd enough to compare anybody so decorous to a

kitten."
" Aunt Naomi 's nobody's fool," was his response.

" She sent me here to-night."
" Sent you here ?

'

I echoed.

His face grew suddenly grave.
" I don't know how this thing will strike you,

Miss Ruth," he said explosively.
" It seems to me

all wrong. The fact is," he added more calmly, but

with the air of meaning to have a disagreeable thing

over,
"

it 's about the Brownrig girl. You know
about her, and that she is very sick."

"
Yes," I said.

He stretched out his large hand toward the fire

in a way that showed he was not at ease. I could

not help noticing the difference between the hand of

this Deacon Daniel and that of the other. Deacon

Webbe is a farmer, and has a farmer's hand. Deacon

Richards has the white hand of a miller.
" I don't see myself," he said grimly, looking into

the coals,
" that there is likely to be anything conta-
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gious in her wickedness, but none of the women are

willing to go near her. I should think she 'd serve

pretty well as a warning. The Overseers of the Poor

've sent old Marm Bagley to nurse her, and that seems

to be their part ;
but who 's to look out that Marm

Bagley does n't keep drunk all the time 's more than

I can see."

He sniffed scornfully, as if his opinion of women
was far from flattering.

" How did you know about it ?
'

I asked.
" Job Pearson he 's one of the Overseers came

to see if there was n't somebody the church could send

down. I went to Aunt Naomi, but she could n't think

of anybody. She 's housed with a cold, and she

would n't be the one to go into a sick-room anyway."
" And she sent you here ?

'

He turned to me with the smile which I can never

resist.

" The truth is," he answered,
" that when there 's

nothing else to do we all come to you, Miss Ruth."
" But what can I do ?

"

" That is what I came to see."

"Did you expect me to go down and nurse the

girl?"
He looked at me with a shrewd twinkle in his eye,

and for a moment said nothing.
" I just expected if there was anything possible

to be done you 'd think of it," he replied.

I thought for a moment, and then I told him I

would write to Cousin Mehitable to send down a

trained nurse from Boston.
" The Overseers won't pay her," he commented

with a grin.
"
Perhaps you will," I returned, knowing perfectly

that he was trying to tease.
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*

It will take several days at least to get her here."

AVe considered for a little in silen I do not

know what --ed through his mind, but I thought
with a positive sickening of soul of being under the

same roof with that sirl. I knew that it must be
_

done, though : and. simply to be rid of the dread of it.

I said as steadily as I could.

I will go down in the morning."
And so it has come about that I am to be nurse to

the Brownrig girl and to Torn Webbe's baby.

April The last four days have been so full and

E exhausting that there has been no time for scrib-

bling in diar: Like Pepys I have n<-
*

write up
the interval, although I cannot bring myself to his

way of dating things as if he always wrote on the

very day on which they happened. Father used to

laugh at me because I always insist 1 that it was not

honest of Pepys to put down one date when he really

wrote on another.

Tuesday forenoon I went down to the Brownrig
house. I had promised If not to let the sick girl

see how I shrank from her, but I had a sensation of

kening repugnance almost physical. When I got
to the red house I was H -hamed of myself that I

forgot everything else. The girl was so sick, the

place so cheerless,
- -~ zo poverty-stricken: she

- -
> dreadful to look at. with her tangled black hair,

hot cheeks, her fierce eyes : everything w -

miserable and dreadful, that I could have cried with

pity. Julia was in a bed so dirty that it would have

driven me to distraction
;
the pillow-slip was ragged,

and the comforter torn in great places, as if a wild cat

had clawed it. Marm Bagley was swaying back and
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forth in an old broken rocking-chair, smoking a black

pipe, which perhaps she thought fumigated the foul

air of the sick-room. She had the appearance of pay-

ing very little attention to the patient and none at all

to the baby, which wailed incessantly from a shabby
clothes-basket in a corner. The whole scene was so

sordid, so pitiful, so hopeless, that I could think only
of the misery, and so forget my shrinking and dread.

A Munson boy, that the Overseers of the Poor

had sent down, was chopping wood in the yard, and I

dispatched him to the house for Hannah and clean

linen, while I tried to get Marm Bagley to attend to

the baby and to help me to put things to rights a

little. She smelled of spirits like another Sairey

Gamp, and her wits did not appear to be entirely

steady. After I found her holding the baby under

her arm literally upside down, while she prepared
its food, I decided that unless I wished to run the

risk of being held as accessory to the murder of the

infant, I had better look after it myself.
" Can't you pick up the room a little while I feed

the baby ?
"

I asked.
" Don't see no use of clearing up none," she said.

" 'T ain't time for the funeral yet."

This, I suppose, was some sort, of an attempt at a

rudimentary joke, but it was a most ghastly one. I

looked at the sick girl to see if she heard and under-

stood. It was evident that she had, but it seemed to

me that she did not care. I went to the bedside.
" I ought to have spoken to you when I came in,"

I said,
" but your eyes were shut, and I thought you

might be asleep. I am Miss Privet, and I have come
to help Mrs. Bagley take care of you till a regular
nurse can get here from Boston."
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She looked at me with a strange sparkle in her

eyes.
" From Boston ?

"
she repeated.

"
Yes," I said.

" I have sent to my cousin to get a

regular trained nurse."

She stared at me with her piercing eyes opened to

their fullest extent.
" Do they train 'em ?

"
she asked.

"
Yes," I told her. " A trained nurse is almost as

good as a doctor."
" Then I shall get well ?

"
she demanded eagerly.

" She '11 get me well ?
"

" I hope so," I said, with as much of a smile as I

could muster when I wanted to cry.
" And before

she comes we must clear up a little."

I began to do what I could about the room without

making too much bustle. The girl watched me with

eager eyes, and at last, as I came near the bed, she

asked suddenly,
" Did he send you ?

'

I felt myself growing flushed, though there was no

reason for it.

" Deacon Richards asked me to come," I answered.
" I don't know him," she commented, evidently con-

fused. " Is he Overseer ?
'

I hushed her, and went on with my work, for I

wanted to think what I had better tell her. Of course

Marm Bagley was of no use, but when Hannah came

things went better. Hannah was scandalized at my
being there at all, and of course would not hear of my
doing the rough work. She took possession of Mrs.

Bagley, and ordered her about with a vigor which

completely dazed that unsatisfactory person, and

amused me so much that my disturbed spirits rose
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once more. This was all very well as long as it lasted,

but Hannah had to go home for dinner, and when the

restraint of her presence was removed Marm Bagley
reasserted herself. She tied a frowzy bonnet over a

still more frowzy head, lighted her pipe, and departed
for the woods behind the house.

" When that impudent old hired girl o' yours 's got
all through and got out," she remarked, "you can

hang a towel out the shed winder, and I '11 come back.

I ain't got no occasion to stay here and git ordered

round by no hired girl of anybody's."

My remonstrances were of no avail, since I would

not promise not to let Hannah come into the house,

and the fat old woman waddled away into the seclu-

sion of the woods. I suppose she slept somewhere,

though the woods must be so damp that the indul-

gence seems rather a dangerous one
;
but at nightfall

she returned more odorous, and more like Sairey Gamp
than ever.

Hannah came back, and we did what we could.

When Dr. Wentworth came in the afternoon he

allowed us to get Julia into clean linen, and she did

seem grateful for the comfort of fresh sheets and pil-

low-slips. It amused me that Hannah had not only
taken the servants' bedding, but had picked out the

oldest.

" I took the wornest ones," she explained.
" Of

course we would n't any of us ever want to sleep in

them again."

She was really shocked at my proposing to remain

for the night.
" It ain't for you, Miss Ruth, to be taking care of

such folks," she declared ;

" and as for that Bagley
woman, I 'd as soon have a bushel basket of cock-

roaches in the house as her, any time."
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Even this lively image did not do away with the

necessity of iny remaining. I could not propose to

Hannah to take my place. The mere fact of being
mistress often forces one to do things which servants

would feel insulted if asked to undertake. Father

used to say,
" Remember that noblesse oblige does

not exist in the kitchen ;

'

though of course this is

true only in a sense. Servants have their own ideas

of what is due to position, I am sure ; only that their

ideas are so different, and often so funnily different,

from ours. I could not leave the sick girl to the

mercies of Mrs. Bagley, and so I had no choice but

to stay.

All day long Julia watched me with a closeness

most strangely disconcerting. She evidently could

not make out why I was there. In the evening, as I

sat by her, she said suddenly,
" I dunno what you think yer '11 get by it."

"Get by what?"
" Bern' here."

I smiled at her manner, and told her that at least

I had already got the satisfaction of seeing her more
comfortable. She made no reply for a time, but evi-

dently was considering the matter. I did not think

it well for her to talk, so I sat knitting quietly, while

Mrs. Bagley loomed in the background, rocking

creakingly.
" 'T won't please him none," she said at last.

" He
don't care a damn for me."

I tried to take this without showing that I under-

stood it.

" I 'm not trying to please anybody," I responded.
" When a neighbor is sick and needs help, of course

anybody would come."
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"Humph! Folks hain't been so awful anxious to

help me."
" There is a good deal of sickness in town," I ex-

plained.
" 'T ain't nobody's business to come, anyhow," com-

mented Mrs. Bagley dispassionately.
" There 's precious few 'd come if 't was," the girl

muttered.
" Has anybody been to see you?

"
I asked.

The Brownrig girl turned her fierce eyes up to me
with a look which made me think of some wild bird

hurt and caged.
" One old woman that sat and chewed her veil and

swung her foot at me. She never come but once."

I had no difficulty in recognizing this portrait, even

without Mrs. Bagley' s explanatory comment.

"That was Aunt Naomi Dexter," she remarked.
" She 's always poking round."

" Miss Dexter is one of the kindest women alive,"

I said,
"
though she is a little odd in her manner

sometimes."
" She said she hoped I 'd found things bad enough

to give me a hankerin' for something better," went on

Julia with increasing bitterness. " God ! How does

she think I 'd get anything better ? What does she

know about it, anyway ?
'

"
There, there, Jule," interposed Mrs. Bagley in a

sort of professional tone,
" now don't go to gettin' ex-

cited and rampageous. You know she brought you
some rippin' flannel for the baby. Them pious folks

has to talk, but, Lord, nobody minds it, and you
had n't ought ter. They don't really mean nothing
much."

It seemed to be time to interpose, and I forbade
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Julia to talk, sent Mrs. Bagley off to sleep in the one

other bedroom, and settled down for the night's watch-

ing. The patient fell asleep at last, and I was left to

care for the fire and the poor little pathetic, forlorn,

dreadful baby. The child was swathed in Aunt
Naomi's "rippin' flannel," and I fell into baffling

reflections in regard to human life. After all, I had

no right to judge this poor broken girl lying there

much more in danger than she could dream. What
do I know of the intolerable life that has not self-

respect, not even cleanliness of mind or body? So-

ciety and morality have so fenced us about and so

guarded us that we have rather to try to get outside

than to struggle to keep in
;
and what do we know of

the poor wretches fighting for life with wild beasts in

the open ? I am so glad I do not believe that sin is

what one actually does, but is the proportion between

deeds and opportunity. How carefully Father ex-

plained this to me when I was not much more than a

child, and how strange it is that so many people can-

not seem to understand it ! If I thought the moral

law an inflexible thing like a human statute, for which

one was held responsible arbitrarily and whether he

knows the law or not, I should never be able to endure

the sense of injustice. Of course men have to be ar-

bitrary, because they can see only tangible things and

must judge by outward acts ; but if this were true of

a deity he would cease to be a deity at all, and be

simply a man with unlimited power to do harm.

April 7. I found myself so running aground last

night in metaphysics that it seemed just as well to go
to bed, diary or no diary. I was besides too tired to

write down my interview with Mrs. Webbe.
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I was just about to go home for a bath and a nap
after watching that first night, when, without even

knocking, Mrs. Deacon Webbe opened the outside

door. I was in the kitchen, and so met her before

she got further. Naturally I was surprised to see her

at six o'clock in the day.
"
Good-morning," I said.

" I knew you were here yesterday," she said by

way of return for my greeting,
" but I thought I 'd

get here before you came back this morning."
" I have been here all night," I answered.

She looked at me with her piercing black eyes,

which always seem to go into the very recesses of

one's thoughts, and then, in a manner rather less

aggressive, remarked,
" I 've come to speak to this Brownrig girl. You

know well enough why."
" I 'm afraid you can't see her," I answered, ignor-

ing the latter part of her words. " She is not so well

this morning, and Dr. Wentworth told us to keep her

as quiet as possible."

Mrs. Webbe leaned forward with an expression on

her face which made me look away.
" Is she going to die ?

"
she demanded.

I turned away, and began to close the door. I

could not bear her manner. She has too much cause

to hate the girl, but just then, with the poor thing
sick to the very point of death, I could never have

felt as she looked.
" I 'm sure I hope not," I returned. " We expect

to have a professional nurse to-morrow, and then things
will go better."

" A professional nurse ?
'

" Yes ; we have sent to Boston for one."
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" Sent to Boston for a nurse for that creature ?

She 's a great deal better dead ! She only leads

men '

" If you will excuse me, Mrs. Webbe," interrupted

I, pushing the door still nearer to closing,
" I ought

to go back to my patient. It is n't my business to

decide who had better be dead."

She started forward suddenly, taking me unawares,

and before I understood what she intended, she had

thrust herself through the door into the house.
" If it is n't your business," she demanded sharply,

" what are you here for ? What right have you to

interfere ? If Providence is willing to take the crea-

ture out of the way, what are you trying to keep her

alive for ?
"

I put up my hand and stopped her.
" Will you be quiet ?

"
I said.

" I cannot have her

disturbed."
" You cannot !

'

she repeated, raising her voice.

"Who gave you a right to order me round, Ruth

Privet ? Is this your house ?
'

I knew that her shrill voice would easily penetrate
to Julia's bedroom, and indeed there was only a thin

door between the sick girl and the kitchen where we

were. I took Mrs. Webbe by the wrist as strongly as

I could, and before she could collect her wits, I led

her out of the house, and down to the gate.
" What are you doing ?

'

she demanded. " How
dare you drag me about ?

'

" I beg your pardon," I said, dropping my hold.
" I think you did not understand, Mrs. Webbe, that

as nurse I cannot have my patient excited."

She looked at me in a blaze of anger. I have

never seen a woman so carried away by rage, and it is
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frightful. Yet she seemed to be making an effort to

control herself. I was anxious to help her if I could, so

I forced a smile, although I am afraid it was not a

very warm one, and I assumed as conciliatory a man-

ner as I could muster.

"You must think I was rather abrupt," I said,
" but I did not mean to be. I could n't explain to you
in the kitchen, the partition is so thin. You see she 's

in the room that opens out of it."

Mrs. Webbe softened somewhat.
" It is very noble of you to be here," she said in a

new tone, and one which I must confess did not to me
have a genuine ring ;

"
it 's splendid of you, but what 's

the use of it ? What affair of yours is it, anyway ?
'

I was tempted to serve her up a quotation about a

certain man who went down to Jericho and fell among
thieves, but I resisted.

" I could come, Mrs. Webbe, and apparently no-

bodv else could."
V

"They wouldn't," she rejoined frankly. "Don't

you see everybody else knew it was a case to be let

alone ?
"

I asked her why.
"
Everybody felt as if it was," responded she quickly.

" I hope you don't set up to be wiser than everybody
else put together."

" I don't set up for anything," I declared,
" but I

may as well confess that I see no sense in what you

say. Here 's a human creature that needs help, and

it seems to be my place to help her."
" It 's a nice occupation for the daughter of Judge

Privet to be nursing a disreputable thing like a

Brownrig."
" A Privet," I answered,

"
is likely to be able to
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stand it. You would n't let the girl die alone, would

you ?
"

" She was n't alone. Mrs. Bagley was here."
" You would n't let her die with Mrs. Bagley,

then ?
"

Mrs. Webbe looked me straight in the eye for a

moment, with a look as hard as polished steel.

"Yes," she said,
" I would."

I could only stare at her in silence.
"
There," she went on,

" make the best of that.

I 'm not going to be mealy-mouthed. I would let her

die, and be glad of it. Why should I want her alive ?

Do you think I 've no human feelings ? Do you think

I 'd ever forgive her for dragging Tom into the mud ?O oO O
I 've been on my knees half the night praying she

and her brat might both die and leave us in peace !

If there 's any justice in heaven, a man like Deacon

Webbe won't be loaded down with the disgrace of a

grandchild like that." *
There was a sort of fascination in her growing wild-

ness. Everybody knows how she sneers at the meek-

ness of her husband, and that she is continually say-

ing he has n't any force, but here she was catching at

his goodness as a sort of bribe to Heaven to let her

have the life of mother and child. I could not answer

her, but could only be thankful no houses were near.

Mrs. Bagley would hear, I supposed, but that could

not be helped.
" What do you know about how I feel ?

"
she de-

manded, swooping down upon me so that I involun-

tarily shrank back against the fence. " It is all very

pretty for you to have ideas of charity, and play at

taking care of the sick. I dare 'say you mean well

enough, Miss Privet, but this is n't a case for you. Go
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home, and let Providence take care of that girl.

God '11 look after her !

"

I stood up straight, and faced her in my turn.

"
Stop !

"
I cried. " I 'm not a believer in half the

things you are, but I do have some respect for the

name of God. If you mean to kill this girl, don't try

to lay the blame 011 Providence !

'

She shrank as if I had struck her ; then she rallied

again with a sneer.

" I think I know better than an atheist what it is

right to say about my own religion," was her retort.

Somehow the words appealed to my sense of humor,
and unconsciously I smiled.

"
Well," I said,

" we will not dispute about words.

Only I think you had better go now."

Perhaps my slight smile vexed her ; perhaps it was

only that she saw I was off my guard. She turned

quickly, and before I had any notion of what she

intended, she had run swiftly up the path to the house.

I followed instantly. The idea of having a personal
encounter with Mrs. Webbe was shocking, but I could

not let her go to trouble Julia without making an effort

to stop her. I thought I might reach the door first, but

she was too quick for me. Before I could prevent her,

she had crossed the kitchen and opened the door of the

sick-room. I followed, and we came almost together

into the room, although she was a few steps in advance.

She went hastily to the bed. Julia had been awakened

by the noise, and stared at Mrs. Webbe in a fright.
"
Oh, here you are, are you?" Mrs. Webbe began.

" How did you dare to say that my son was the father

of your brat ? I 'd like to have you whipped, you

nasty slut !

'

" Mrs. Webbe," I said resolutely,
"

if you do not
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leave the house instantly, I will have you arrested

before the sun goes down."

She was diverted from her attack upon Julia, and

wheeled round to me.
" Arrested !

"
she echoed. " You can't do it."

" I can do it, and you know me well enough to know
that if I say it, I mean it. I 'm not a lawyer's daugh-
ter for nothing. Go out of the house this instant,

and leave that sick girl alone. Do you want to kill

her ?
"

She blazed at me with eyes that might have put me
to flight if I had had only myself to defend.

" Do you think I want her to live ? I told you once

she ought to be out of the way. Do you think you
are doing a favor to Tom by keeping this disreputable

thing alive ?
'

I took her by the wrist again.
" You had better go," I said. " You heard what I

said. I mean it."

I confess that now I consider it all, the threat to

have her arrested seems rather silly, and I do not see

how I could well have carried it out. At the moment
it appeared to me the simplest thing in the world, and

at least it effected my purpose to frighten Mrs. Webbe
with the law. She turned slowly toward the door, but

as she went she looked over her shoulder at Julia.

" You are a nice thing to try to keep alive," she

sneered. " The doctor says you have n't a chance,

and you 'd better be making your peace with God. I

would n't have your heap of sins on my head for any-

thing."
I put my hand over her lips.
" Mrs. Bagley," I said,

" take her other arm."

Mrs. Bagley, who had apparently been too con-
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fused to understand what was going on, and had stood

with her mouth wide open in blear-eyed astonishment,

did as I commanded, and we led Mrs. Webbe out of

the room. I motioned Mrs. Bagley back into the bed-

room to look after Julia, and shut the door behind

her. Then I took Mrs. Webbe by the shoulders and

looked her in the face.

" I had rather have that girl's sins on my head than

yours," I said. " You came here with murder in your

heart, and you would be glad to kill her outright, if

you dared. If you have not murdered her as it is,

you may be thankful."

I felt as if I was as much of a shrew as she, but

something had to be done. She looked as if she were

as much astonished as impressed, but she went. Only
at the door she turned back to say,

-

" I '11 come again to see my grandchild."
After that I hardly dared to leave the house, but I

got Hannah to stand guard while I was at home. She

has a deep-seated dislike for Mrs. Webbe, and I fear

would greatly have enjoyed an encounter with her ;

but Mrs. Webbe did not return.

Now that I go over it all, I seem to have been en-

gaged in a disreputable squabble, but I do not see

what else there was for me to do. Julia was so terri-

fied and excited that I had to send for Dr. Wentworth
as soon as I could find anybody to go. I set Mrs.

Bagley to watch for a passer, and she took her pipe
and went placidly to sleep before the door. I had to

be with Julia, yet keep running out to spy for a mes-

senger, and it was an hour before I caught one. By
the time the doctor got to us the girl was in hysterics,

declaring she did not want to die, she did not dare to

die, could not, would not die. All that day she was
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constantly starting out of her sleep with a cry ; and

by the time night had come, I began to feel that Mrs.

Webbe would have her wish.

April 8. That night was a dreadful one to me. The
nurse from Boston had not come, and I could not

leave the girl alone with Mrs. Bagley. Indeed Marm

Bagley seemed more and more inefficient. I think

she took advantage of the fact that she no longer felt

any responsibility. The smell of spirits and tobacco

about her grew continually stronger, and I was kept
from sending her away altogether only by the fact

that it did not seem right for me to be alone with

Julia. No house is near, and if anything happened
in the night I should have been without help. Julia

was evidently worse. The excitement of Mrs.

Webbe's visit had told on her, and whenever she

went to sleep she began to cry out in a way that was

most painful.

About the middle of the night, that dreadfully for-

lorn time when the day that is past has utterly died

out and nothing shows the hope of another to come,

Julia woke moaning and crying. She started up in

bed, her eyes really terrible to see, her cheeks crim-

son with fever, and her black hair tangled all about

her face.

"
Oh, I am dying!

"
she shrieked.

For the instant I thought that she was right, and it

was dreadful to hear her.

" I shall die and go to hell !

'

she cried.
"
Oh,

pray ! Pray !

'

I caught at my scattered wits and tried to soothe

her. She clung to me as if she were in the greatest

physical terror.
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" I am dying !

'

she kept repeating.
"
Oh, can't

you do something for me ? Can't you save me ? Oh,
T can't die ! I can't die !

'

She was so wild that her screams awakened Mrs.

Bagley, who came running in half dressed, as she had

lain down for the night.
"
Lawk-a-marcy, child," she said, coming up to the

bed,
"

if you was dying do you think you 'd have

strength to holler like that ?
'

The rough question had more effect than my efforts

to calm the girl. She sank back on the pillow, sob-

bing, and staring at Mrs. Bagley.
" I ain't got no strength," she insisted. " I know

I 'm goin' to die right away."
"
Nonsense, Jule," was Mrs. Bagley's response.

" I

know when folks is dyin', I guess. I 've seen enough
of 'um. You 're all right if you '11 stop actin' like a

blame fool."

I see now that this was exactly the way in which

the girl needed to be talked to. It was her own lan-

guage, and she understood it. At the time it seemed

to me brutal, and I interposed.
"
There, Mrs. Bagley," I said as soothingly as I

could,
"
you are rather hard on Julia. She is too

sick to be talked to so."

Marm Bagley sniffed contemptuously, and after

looking at us a moment, apparently decided that the

emergency was not of enough importance to keep her

from her rest, so she returned to her interrupted
slumbers. I comforted my patient as well as I could,

and fortunately she was not again violent. Still she

moaned and cried, and kept urging me to pray for

her.

"
Pray for me ! Pray for me !

"
she kept repeating.
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"
Oh, can't you pray and keep me from hell, Miss

Ruth ?
"

There was but one thing to be done. If prayer
was the thing which would comfort her, evidently I

ought to pray with her.

" I will pray if you will be quiet," I said. " I can-

not if you go on like this.''

"I'll be still, I'll be still," she cried eagerly.
"
Only pray quick !

'

I kneeled down by the bed and repeated the Lord's

Prayer as slowly and as impressively as I could. The

girl, who seemed to regard it as a sort of spell against
invisible terrors, clutched my hand with a desperate

grasp, but as I went on the pressure of her hot ringers

relaxed. Before I had finished she had fallen asleep

as abruptly as she had awakened.

I sat watching her, thinking what a strange thing
is this belief in prayer. The words I had said are

beautiful, but I do not suppose this made an im-

pression on Julia. To her the prayer was a fetich, a

spell to ward her soul from the dark terrors of Satan,
a charm against the powers of the air. I wondered
if I should 'be happier if I could share this belief in

the power of men to move the unseen by supplication,
but I reflected that this would imply the continual

discomfort of believing in invisible beings who would
do me harm unless properly placated, and I was

glad to be as I am. The faith of some Christians is

so noble, so sweet, so tender, that it is not always

easy to realize how narrowing are the conditions of

mind which make it possible. When one sees the

crude superstition of a creature like Julia, it is not

difficult to be glad to be above a feeling so ignorant
and degrading ; when I see the beautiful tenderness
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of religion in its best aspect I am glad it can be so

fine and so comforting, but I am glad I am not limited

in that way.

My prayer with Julia had one unexpected result.

While I was at home in the morning Mr. Thurston

came to see her. The visit was most kind, and I

think it did her good.
" He did some real praying," Mrs. Bagley explained

to me afterward. " Course Jule 'd rather have that."

My efforts in the devotional line had more effect,

so far as I could judge, upon Mr. Thurston than upon
Julia. I met him when I was going back to the

house, and he stopped me with an expression of glad-
ness and triumph in his face.

44 My dear Miss Privet," he said,
" I am so glad

that at last you have come to realize the efficacy of

prayer."
I was so astonished at the remark that for the mo-

ment I did not realize what he meant.
" I don't understand," I said, stupidly enough.

My look perhaps confused him a little, and his face

lost something of its brightness.
" That poor girl told me of your praying with her

last night, when she thought she was dying."
"
Yes," I repeated, before I realized what I was

saying,
" she thought she was dying."

Then I reflected that it was useless to hurt his feel-

ings, and I did not explain. I could not wound him

by saying that if Julia had wanted me to repeat a

gypsy charm and I had known one I should have done

it in the same spirit. I wanted to make the poor de-

mented thing comfortable, and if a prayer could soothe

her there was no reason why I should not say one.

People think because I do not believe in it I have
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a prejudice against prayer ; but really I think there

is something touching and noble in the attitude of a

mind that can in sincerity and in faith give itself up
to an ideal, as one must in praying. It seems to me a

pathetic mistake, but I can appreciate the good side

of it ; only to suppose that I believe because I said a

prayer to please a frightened sick girl is absurd.

It is well that we are not read by others, for our

thoughts would often be too disconcerting. Poor Mr.

Thurston would have been dreadfully horrified if he

had realized I was thinking as we stood there how
like my saying this prayer for Julia was to my minis-

tering to Rosa's chilblains. She believes that crosses

cut out of a leaf of the Bible and stuck on her feet

take away the soreness, but she regards it as wicked

to cut up a Bible. I have an old one that I keep
for the purpose, and she comes to me every winter

for a supply. We began at the end, and are going
backwards. Revelation is about used up now. She

evidently thinks that as I am a heretic anyway, the

extra condemnation which must come from my act

will make no especial difference, and I am entirely

willing to run the risk. Still, it is better Mr. Thurston

did not read my thought.
" I wish you might be brought into the fold," the

clergyman said after a moment of silence.

I could only thank him, and go on my way.

April 10. Yesterday the new nurse, Miss Dyer,

arrived, and great is the comfort of having her here.

She is a plain, simple body, in her neat uniform,

rather colorless except for her snapping black eyes.

Her eyes are interestingly at variance with the calm-

ness of her demeanor, and give one the impression that
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there is a volcano somewhere within. She interests

me much, largely, I fancy, from the suggestion

about her of having had a history. She is swift and

yet silent in her motions, and understands what she

has to do so well that I felt like an awkward novice

beside her. She disposed of Mrs. Bagley with a turn

of the hand, as it were, somehow managing that the

frowzy old woman was out of the house within an

hour, with her belongings, pipe and all, yet without

any fuss or any contention. Mrs. Bagley had the ap-

pearance of being too dazed to be angry, although I

fancy when she has had time to think matters over

she will be indignantly wrathful at having been so

summarily expelled.
" I pity you more for having that sort of a woman

in the house than for having to take care of the pa.

tient, Miss Privet," Miss Dyer said. " I don't see

what the Lord permits such folks in the world for,

without it is to sharpen up our Christian charity."
" She would sharpen mine into vinegar, I 'm afraid,"

I answered, laughing.
" I confess it has been about all

I could do to stay in the house with her."

To-night I can sleep peacefully in my own bed,

secure that Julia is well taken care of. The girl

seems to me to be worse instead of better, and Dr.

Wentworth does not give much encouragement. I

suppose it is better for her to die, but it is cruel that

she wants so to live. She is horribly afraid of death,

and she wants so much to live that it is pitiful to

reflect it is possible she may not. What is there

she can hope for? She does not seem to care for the

child. This is because she is so ill, I think, for any-

body must be touched by the helplessness of the little

blinking, pink thing. It is like a little mouse I saw
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in my childhood, and which made a great impression
on me. That was naked of hair, just so wrinkled, so

pink, so blinking. It was not in the least pretty, any
more than the baby is ; but somehow it touched all

the tenderness there was in me, and I cried for days
because Hannah gave it to the cat. I feel much in

the same way about this baby. I have not the least

feeling toward it as a human being, I am afraid. To
me it is just embodied babyhood, just a little pink,

helpless, palpitating bunch of pitifulness.

April 11. Miss Dyer came just in time. I could

not have gone through to-night without her, I think.

I could not have stayed quiet by Julia's beside, al-

though I am as far as possible from being able to

sleep.

To-night, just as the evening was falling, and I was

almost ready to come home, I heard a knock at the

door. Miss Dyer was in the room with Julia, so I

answered the knock myself. I opened the door to

find myself face to face with Tom Webbe.
The shock of seeing his white face staring at me out

of the dusk was so great that I had to steady myself

against the door-post. He did not put out his hand,

but greeted me only by taking off his hat.
" Father said you were here," he began, in a strained

voice.

"
Yes," I answered, feeling my throat contract ;

" I

am here now, but I am going home soon."

I was so moved and so confused that I could not

think. I had longed for him to come ; I could not

have borne that he should have been so base as not

to come ; and yet now that he was here I would have

given anything to have him away. He had to come ;
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lie had to bear his part of the consequences of wrong,
but it was horrible to me for him to be so near

that dreadful girl, and it was worse because I pitied

her, because she was so helpless, so pathetic, so near

even to death.

We stood in the dusk for what seemed to me a long
time without further speech. Tom must have found

it hard to know what to say at such a time. He
looked at me with a sort of wild desperation. Then
he cleared his throat, and moistened his lips.

" I have come," he said. " What do you want me
to do?"

I could not bear to have him seem to put the respon-

sibility on me.
" I did not send for you," I answered quickly.

He gave me the wan ghost of a smile.

" Do you suppose that I should have come of my-
self ?

"
he returned. " What shall I do ?

"

I would not take the burden. The decision must

be his.

" You must do what you think right," I said. Then

I added, with a queer feeling as if I were thinking

aloud,
" What you think right to her and to - - to the

baby."
His face darkened, and I was glad that I had not

said "
your baby." I understood it was natural for

him to look angry at the thought of the child, the un-

welcome and unwitting betrayer of what he would have

kept hidden
; and yet somehow I resented his look.

" The baby is not to blame, Tom," I said. "
It has

every right to blame you."
" To blame me ?

" he repeated.
" If it has to bear a shame all its life, whose fault

is it, its own or yours ? If it has been born to a life
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like that of its mother, it certainly has no occasion to

thank you."
He turned his flushed and shamed face away from

me, and looked out into the darkening skv. I couldO /

see how he was holding himself in check, and that it

was hard for him. I hated to be there, to be seeing

him, to be talking over a matter that it was intoler-

able even to think about ; but since I was there, I

wanted to help him, only I did not know how. I

wanted to give him my hand, but I somehow shrank

from touching his. I felt as if it was wicked and cruel

to hold back, but between us came continually the

consciousness of Julia and that little red baby sleep-

ing in the clothes-basket. I am humiliated now to

think of it, but the truth is that I was a brute to Tom.

Suddenly Tom turned for a moment toward the

west, so that the little lingering light of the dying day
fell on his face, and I saw by his set lips and the look

in his eyes that he had come to some determination.

Then he faced me slowly.
"
Ruth," he said,

" I would go down into hell for

you, and I 'in going to do something that is worse. '

What 's past, it 's no use to make excuses for, and

you 're too good to understand if I told you how I got
into this foul mess. Now "

He stopped, with a catch in his voice, and I wanted

more than I can tell to say something to help him. but

no words came. I could not think ;
I wanted to com-

fort him as I comfort Kathie when she is desperate.

The evident difficulty he had in keeping his self-con-

trol moved me more than anything he could have said.
" I '11 marry the girl," he burst out in a moment.

" You are right about the baby. It 's no matter about

Jule. She is n't of any account anyway, and she never
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expected me to marry her. I '11 never see her after

she "3 after I 've done it. It makes me sick to think

of her, but I '11 do what I can for the baby." He

stopped, and caught his breath. I could feel in the

dusk, rather than see, that he looked up, as if he were

trying to read my face in the darkness. " I will

marry her," he went on,
" on one condition."

" What is that ?
'

I asked, with my throat so dry
that it ached.

" That you will take the child."

I think now that we must both have spoken like

puppets talking by machinery. I hardly seemed to

myself to be alive and real, but this proposition awoke

me like a blow. I could at first only gasp, too much
overcome to bring out a word.

" But its mother ?
"

I managed to stammer at last.

" If I 'in to marry her for the sake of the child," he

answered in a voice I hardly recognized,
"

it would be

perfect tomfoolery to leave it to grow up with the

Brownrigs. If that 's to be the plan, I '11 save myself.

Jule does n't mind not being married. You don't know
what a tribe the Brownrigs are. It 's an insult for

me to be talking to you about them, only it can't be

helped. Is it a boy or a girl ?
'

I told him.
" And you think a girl ought to be left to follow the

noble example of the mother !

'

" Oh no, no !

'

I cried out. "
Anything is better

than that."
" That is what must happen unless you take the

poor thing," he said in a voice which, though it was

hard, seemed somehow to have a quiver in it.

" But would she give the baby up ?
'

I asked.
" She 's its mother.'
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" Jule ? She '11 be only too glad to get rid of it.

Anyway she 'd do what I told her to."

I tried to think clearly and quickly. To have the

baby left to follow in the steps of its mother was a

thing too terrible to be endured, and yet I shrank

selfishly from taking upon my shoulders the respon-

sibility of training the child. Whatever Tom decided

about the marriage, however, I felt that he should not

have to resolve under pressure. If he were doing it

for the sake of the baby's future, I could clear his way
of that complication. I could not bear the thought
of having Tom marry Julia. This would be a bond

on his whole life ; and yet I could not feel that he had

a right to shirk it now. If I agreed to take the child,

that would leave him free to decide without being

pushed on by fear about the baby. My mind seemed

to me wonderfully clear. I see now it was all in a

whirl, and that the only thing I was sure of was that

if it would help him for me to take the baby there

was nothing else for me to do.

"Tom," I said,
u ldo not, and I will not, decide for

you : and I will not have anything to do with condi-

tions. If she will give me the baby, I will take it, and

you may decide the rest without any reference to that

at all."

He took a step forward so quickly and so fiercely

that he startled me, and put out his hand as if he

meant to take me by the arm. Then he dropped it.

" Do you think," he said,
" that I would have an

illegitimate brat near you ? It is bad enough as it is,

but you shall not have the reproach of that."

My cheeks grew hot, but the whole talk was so

strange and so painful that I let this pass with the

rest. I cannot tell how I felt, but I know the re-
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membrance of it makes my eyes swim so that I can-

not write without stopping continually ;
and I am

writing here half the night because I cannot sleep.

I could not answer Tom ; I only stood dully silent

until he spoke again.
" I know I can't have you, Ruth," he said,

" and I

know you were right. I'm not good enough for

you."
" I never said that," I interrupted.

" I never

thought that."
" Never mind. It 's true ; but I 'd have been a man

if you 'd have given me a chance."
"
Oh, Tom," I broke in,

" don't ! It is not fair to

make me responsible !

'

"
No," he acknowledged, with the shake of his shoul-

ders I have known ever since we were children ;

"
you

are not to blame. It's only my infernal, sneaking
self !

"

I could not bear this, either. Everything that was

said hurt me ; and it seemed to me that I had borne

all that I could endure.
" Will you go away now, Tom," I begged him. " I

I can't talk any more to-night. Shall I tell Julia

you have come ?
'

He gave a start at the name, and swore under his

breath.
" It is damnable for you to be here with that girl,"

he burst out bitterly ;

" and I brought it on you ! It

is n't your place, though. Where are all the Chris-

tians and church members ? I suppose all the pious
are too good to come. They might get their right-

eousness smudged. Oh, how I hate hypocrisy !

'

"
Don't, Tom," I interrupted.

" Go away, please."

My voice was shaky ; and indeed I was fast getting
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to the place where I should have broken down in

hysterical weeping.
" I '11 go," he responded quickly.

" I '11 come in the

morning with a minister. Will eight o'clock do?

I 'd like to get it over with."

The bitterness of his tone was too much for me.

I caught one of his hands in both of mine.
"
Oh, Tom," I said,

" are you quite sure this is what

you ought to do ?
'

" Do you tell me not to marry her ?
"
he demanded

fiercely.

I was completely unnerved ;
I could only drop his

hand and press my own on my bosom, as if this would

help me to breathe easier.

" Oh no, no," I cried, half sobbing.
" I can't, I

can't. I have n't the right to say anything ; but I do

think it is the thing you ought to do. Only you are

so noble to do it !

'

He made a sound as if he would answer, and then

he turned away suddenly, and dashed off with great

strides. I could not go back into the house, but came

home without saying good-night, or letting Miss Dyer
know. I must be ready to go back as soon as it is

light.

April 12. It seems so far back to this morning that

I might have had time to change into a different per-

son ; and yet most of the day I have simply been

longing to get home and think quietly. I wanted to

adjust myself to the new condition of things. Last

night the idea that Tom should marry the girl was

so strange and unreal that it could make very little

impression on me. Now it is done it is more appall-

ingly real than anything else in the world.
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I went down to the red house almost before light,

but even as early as I came I found Tom already
there. The nurse had objected to letting him in, and

even when I came she was evidently uncertain whether

she had done right in admitting him ; but Tom has

generally a way of getting what he is determined on,

and before I reached the house everything had been

arranged with Julia.
" I wanted to come before folks were about to see

me," Tom said to me. " There '11 be talk enough
later, and I 'd rather be out of the way. I 've ar-

ranged it with her."
" Does she understand

'

I began ; but he inter-

rupted.
" She understands all there is to understand ; all that

she could understand, anyway. She knows I 'm marry-

ing her for the sake of the child, and that you 're

to have it."

The Munson boy that I have hired to sleep in the

house now Mrs. Bagley is gone, in order that Miss

Dyer may have somebody within call, appeared at

this minute with a pail of water, and we were inter-

rupted. The boy stared with all his eyes, and I was

half tempted to ask him not to speak of Tom's being
here ; but I reflected with a sick feeling that it was of

no use to try to hide what was to be done. If Tom's

act was to have any significance it must be known.

I turned away with tears in my eyes, and went to

Julia.

Julia I found with her eyes shining with excitement,

and I could see that despite Tom's idea that she did

not care about the marriage, she was greatly moved

by it.

"
Oh, Miss Privet," she cried out at once,

"
ain't he
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good ! He 's truly goin' to marry me after all ! I

never 'sposed he 'd do that."
" You must have thought

"
I began ; and then,

with a sinking consciousness of the difference between

her world and mine, I stopped.
" And he says you want the baby," she went on,

not noticing ;

"
though I dunno what you want of it.

It '11 be a pesky bother for yer."
"Mr. Webbe wanted me to take it and bring it

up."
"
Well," Julia remarked with feeble dispassionate-

ness,
" I would n't 'f I was you."

"Are you willing I should have it ?
'

I asked.

"Oh, I'm willing anything he wants," was her an-

swer. " He 's awful good to marry me. He never

said he would. He 's real white, he is."

She was quiet a moment, and then she broke out in

a burst of joy.
" I never 'sposed I 'd marry a real gentleman !

"
she

cried.

Her shallow delight in marrying above her station

was too pathetic to be offensive. I was somehow so

moved by it that I turned away to hide my face from

her
;
but she caught my hand and drew me back.

Then she peered at me closely.
" You don't like it," she said excitedly.

" You
won't try to stop him ?

'

"
No," I answered. " I think he ought to do it for

the sake of his child."

She dropped her hold, and a curious look came into

her face.
" That 's what he said. Yer don't either of verV

seem to count me for much."

I was silent, convicted to the soul that I had not
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counted her for much. I had accepted Tom's de-

cision as right, not for the sake of this broken girl-

mother, this castaway doomed to shame from her

cradle, but for the sake purely of the baby that I

was to take. It came over me how I might have beenD
influenced too much by the selfish thought that it

would be intolerable for me to have the child unless

it had been as far as might be legitimatized by this

marriage. I flushed with shame, and without know-

ing exactly what I was doing I bent over and kissed

her.
"

It is you he marries," I said.

Her tears sprang instantly, tears, I believe, of pure

happiness.
" You 're real good," she murmured, and then closed

her eyes, whether from weakness or to conceal her

emotion I could not be sure.

It was nearly eight before Mr. Thurston came.

Tom has never been on good terms with Mr. Say-

chase, and it must have been easier for him to have

a clergyman with whom be had never, I suppose,

exchanged a word, than one who knew him and his

people. I took the precaution to say at once to Mr.

Thurston that Julia was too ill to bear much, and that

he must not say a word more than was necessary.
" I will only offer prayer," he returned.

I know Mr. Thurston's prayers. I have heard

them at funerals when I have been wickedly tempted
to wonder whether he were not attempting to fill the

interval between us and the return of the lost at the

Resurrection.
" I am afraid it will not do," I told him. " You do

not realize how feeble she is."

Then I will only give them the blessing. Perhaps
u
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I might talk with Mr. Webbe afterward, or pray with

him."

I knew that if this proposition were made to Tom he

would say something which would wound the clergy-
man's feelings.

" Mr. Thurston," I urged,
"

if you '11 pardon me, I

wouldn't try to say anything to him just now. He is

doing a plucky thing, and a thing that 's noble, but it

must be terribly hard. I don't think he could endure

to have anybody talk to him. He '11 have to be left

to fight it out for himself."

It was not easy to convince Mr. Thurston, for when
once a narrow man gets an idea of duty he can see

nothing else ; but I managed in the end to save Tom
at least the irritation of having to fight off religious

appeals. The ceremony was as brief as possible. It

was touching to see how humble and yet how proud
Julia was. She seemed to feel that Tom was a sort

of god in his goodness in marrying her, and after

all perhaps she was partly right. His coldness only
made her deprecatory. I wondered how far she was

conscious of his evident shrinking from her. He
seemed to hate even to touch her fingers. I cannot

understand

April 15. I have had many things to do in the

last two days, and I find myself so tired with the

stress of it all that I have not felt like writing. It is

perhaps as much from a sort of feverish uneasiness as

from anything else I have got out my diary to-night.

The truth is, that I suffer from the almost intolerable

suspense of waiting for Julia to die. Dr. Wentworth
and Miss Dyer both are sure there is no chance what-

ever of her getting well, and I cannot think that it



APRIL 121

would be better for her, or for Tom, or for her baby
who is to be my baby ! if she should live. We are

all a little afraid to say, or even to think, that it is bet-

ter for a life of this sort to end, and I seem to myself
inhuman in putting it down in plain words ; but we

cannot be rational without knowing that it is better

certain persons should be out of the way, for their

own sakes as well as for the good of the community,
and the more quickly the better. Julia is a weed,

poor thing, and the sooner she is pulled up the better

for the garden. And yet I pity her so ! I can un-

derstand religion easily when I think of lives like

hers. It is so hard to see the justice of having the

weed destroyed for the good of the flowers that men
have to invent excuses for the Eternal. Somebody
has defined theology as man's justification of a deity

found wanting by human standards, and now I realize

what this means. Human mercy could not bear to

make a Julia, and a power which allows the possibil-

ity of such beings has to be excused to human reason.

The gods that men invent always turn to Franken-

steins on their hands. If there is a conscious power
that directs, He must pity the gropings of our race,

although I suppose seeing what it is all for and what

it all leads to must make it possible to bear the sight

of human weakness.

The baby is growing wonderfully attractive now
she is so well fed and attended to. I am ashamed

to think how little the poor wee morsel attracted me at

first. She was so associated with dreadful thoughts,

and with things which I hated to know and did not

wish to remember, that I shrank from her. Perhaps
now the fact that she is to be mine inclines me to look

at her with different eyes, but she is really a dear
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little tiling, pretty and sweet. Oh, I will try hard to

make her life lovely !

April 16. Aunt Naomi came in last night almost

as soon as I was at home. She should not have been

out in the night air, I think, for her cold is really

severe, and has kept her shut up in the house for a

fortnight. She was so eager for news, however, that

she could not rest until she had seen me, and I am

away all day.
"
Well," was her greeting,

" I am glad to see you
at home once more. I 've begun to feel as if you lived

down in that little red house."

I said I had pretty nearly lived there for the last

two weeks, but that since Miss Dyer came I had been

able to get home at night most of the time.
" How do you like going out nursing ?

'

she asked,

thrusting her tongue into her cheek in that queer way
she has.

I told her I certainly should n't think of choosing it

as a profession, at least unless I could go to cleaner

places.
" I hear you had Hannah clean up," she remarked

with a chuckle.
" How did you hear that ?

'

I asked her. " I

thought you had been housed with a cold."

Aunt Naomi's smile was broad, and she swung her

foot joyously.
" I 've had all my faculties," she answered.

"So I should think. You must keep a troop of

paid spies."
" I don't need spies. I just keep my eyes and ears

open."
I wondered in my heart whether she had heard of
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the marriage, and as if she read the question in my
mind, she answered it.

" I thought I 'd like to know one thing, though,"
she observed with the air of one who candidly con-

cedes that he is not infallible.
" I 'd like to know

how the new Mrs. Webbe takes his marrying her."

"Aunt Naomi," I burst out in astonishment, "you
are a witch, and ought to be looked after by the witch-

finders."

Aunt Naomi laughed, and her eyes twinkled at the

agreeable compliment I paid to her cleverness. Then
she suddenly became grave.

" I am not sure, Ruth," she said,
" that I should

be willing to have your responsibility in making him

marry such a girl."

I disclaimed the responsibility entirely, and declared

I had not even suggested the marriage. I told her

he had done it for the sake of the child, and that the

proposition was his, and his only.

She sniffed contemptuously, with an air which

seemed to cast doubts on my sanity.
"
Very likely he did, and I don't suppose you did

suggest it in words : but it's your doing all the same."
" I will not have the responsibility put on me," I

protested.
" It is n't for me to determine what Tom

Webbe shall do."
" You can't help it," was her uncompromising an-

swer. " You can make him do anything you want to."

" Then I wish I were wise enough to know what he

ought to do," I could not help crying out. "
Oh, Aunt

Naomi, I do so want to help him !

'

She looked at me with her keen old eyes, to which

age has only imparted more sharpness. I should hate

to be a criminal brought before her as my judge ;
her
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eyes would bring out my guilty secret from the cun-

ningest hiding-place in my soul, and she would sen-

tence me with the utmost rigor of the law. After the

sentence had been executed, though, she would come

with sharp tongue and gentle hands, and bind up my
wounds. Now she did not answer my remark directly,

but went on to question me about the Brownrig girl

and the details of her illness
; only when she went

away she stopped to turn at the door and say,
" The best thing you can do for Tom Webbe is to

believe in him. He is n't worth your pity, but your

caring what happens to him will do him more good
than anything else."

I have been wondering ever since she went how
much truth there is in what she said. Tom cannot

care so much for me as that, although placed as he is

the faith of any woman ought to help him. I know,
of course, he is fond of me, and that he was always

desperate over my engagement ; but I cannot believe

the motive power of his life is so closely connected

with my opinions as Aunt Naomi seems to think. If

it were he would never have been involved at all in

this dreadful business. But I do so pity him, and I

so wish I might really help him !

April 18. Julia is very low. I have been sitting

alone with her this afternoon, almost seeing life fade

away from her. Only once was she at all like her old

self. I had given her some wine, and she lay for a

moment with her great black eyes gleaming out from

the hollows into which they have sunk. She seemed

to have something on her mind, and at last she put it

feebly into words.
" Don't tell her any bad of me," she said.
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For an instant I did not understand, and I suppose
that my face showed this. She half turned her heavy
head on her pillow, so that her glance might go toward

the place where the baby slept in the broken clothes-

basket. The sadness of it came over me so suddenly
and so strongly that tears blinded me. It was the

most womanly touch that I have ever known in Julia ;

and for the moment I was so moved that I could not

speak. I leaned over and kissed her, and promised
that from me her child should never know harm of its

mother.
" She 'd be more likely to go to the devil if she

knew," Julia explained gaspingly.
" Now she '11 have

some sort of a chance."

The words were coarse, but as they were said they
were so pathetic that they pierced me. Poor little

baby, born to a tainted heritage ! I must save her

clean little soul somehow. Poor Julia, she certainly

never had any sort of a chance.

April 24. She is in her grave at* last, poor girl,

and it is sad to think that nobody alive regrets her.

Tom cannot, and even her dreadful mother showed no

sorrow to-day. Somehow the vulgarity of the mother

and her behavior took away half the sadness of the

tragedy. When I think about it the very coarseness

of it all makes the situation more pathetic, but this is

an afterthought that can be felt only when I have

beaten down my disgust. When one considers how
Julia grew up with this woman, and how she had

no way of learning the decencies of life except from

a mother who had no conception of them, it makes

the heart ache ; and yet when Mrs. Brownrig broke

in upon us at the graveyard this morning, disgust was
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the strongest feeling of which I was conscious. The
violation of conventionalities always shocks a woman,
I suppose, and when it comes to anything so solemn

as services over the dead, the lack of decency is shock-

ing and exasperating together, with a little suggestion
besides of sacrilege.

Miss Charlotte surprised me by coming over just

after breakfast to go to the funeral with me.
" I don't like to have you go alone," she said,

" and

I knew you would go."
I asked her in some surprise how in the world she

knew when the funeral was to be, for we thought that

we had kept it entirely quiet.
" Aunt Naomi told me last night," she answered.

" I suppose she heard it from some familiar spirit or

other, a black cat, or a toad, or something of the

kind."

I could only say that I was completely puzzled to

see how Aunt Naomi had discovered the hour in any
other way, and I thanked Miss Charlotte for coming,

though I told t*he dear she should not have taken so

much trouble.
" I wanted to do it, my dear," she returned cheer-

fully.
" I am getting to be an old thing, and I find

funerals rather lively and amusing. Don't you re-

member Maria Harmon used to say that to a pious
soul a funeral was a heavenly picnic ?

'

Whatever a "
heavenly picnic

"
may be, the funeral

this morning was one of the most ghastly things

imaginable. Tom and Mr. Thurston were in one car-

riage and Miss Charlotte and I in another. We went

to the graveyard at the Rim, where Julia's father and
brother were buried, a place half overgrown with

wild-rose and alder bushes. In summer it must be
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a picturesque tangle of wild shrubs and blossoms, but

now it is only chill, and barren, and neglected. The

spring has reddened and yellowed the tips of the

twigs, but not enough to make the bushes look really

alive yet. The heap of clay by the grave, too, was

of a hideous ochre tint, and horribly sodden and

oozy.

Just as the coffin was being lowered a wild figure

suddenly appeared from somewhere behind the thick-

ets of alders and low spruces which skirt the fence on

one side. It proved to be old Mrs. Brownrig, who
with rags and tags, and even her disheveled gray hair

fluttering as she moved, half ran down the path toward

us. She must have been hiding in the woods waiting,
and I found afterward that she had been seen lurking
about yesterday, though for some reason she had not

been to her house. Now she had evidently been

drinking, and she was a dreadful thing to look at.

I wonder why it is that nature, which makes almost

any other ruin picturesque, never succeeds in making
the wreck of humanity anything but hideous ? An
old tower, an old tree, even an old house, has some-

how a quality that is prepossessing ; but an old man
is apt to look unattractive, and an old woman who
has given up taking care of herself is repulsive. Per-

haps we cannot see humanity with the impartial eyes
with which we regard nature, but I do not think this

is the whole of it. Somehow and for some reason an

inanimate ruin is generally attractive, while a human
ruin is ugly.

Mrs. Brownrig seemed to me an incarnation of the

repulsive. She made me shudder with some sort of a

feeling that she was wicked through and through.
Even the pity she made me feel could not prevent my
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sense that she was vicious. I wanted to wash my
hands just for having seen her. I was ashamed to be

so uncharitable, and of course it was because she was

so hideous to look at ; but I do not think I could have

borne to have her touch me.
"
Stop !

'

she called out. " I 'm the mother of the

corpse. Don't you dare to bury her till I get there !

'

I glanced at Tom in spite of myself. He had been

stern and pale all the morning, not saying a word

more than was necessary, but now the color came into

his face all at once. I could not bear to see him, and

tried to look at the mother, but repulsion and pity

made me choke. She was panting with haste and in-

toxication by the time she reached us, and stumbled

over something in the path. She caught at Tom's

arm to save herself, and there she hung, leering up
into his face.

" You didn't mean for me to come, did you?
"
she

broke out, half whimpering and half chuckling.
" She

was mine before she was yours. You killed her, too."

Tom kept himself still, though it must have been

terribly hard. He must have been in agony, and I

could have sobbed to think how he suffered. He

grew white as I have never seen him, but he did not

look at the old woman. She was perhaps too dis-

tracted with drink and I hope with grief to know
what she was doing. She turned suddenly, and looked

at the coffin, which rested on the edge of the grave.
" My handsome Jule !

'

she wailed. "
Oh, my

handsome Jule ! They 're all dead now ! What did

you put on her ? Did you make a shroud or put on

a dress ?
'

" She has a white shroud," I said quickly.
" I saw

to everything myself."
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She turned to me with a fawning air, and let go her

clasp on Tom's arm.
4k I 'm grateful, Miss Privet," she said. " We

Brownrigs ain't much, but we 're grateful. I hope

you won't let 'em bury my handsome gel till I 've seen

her," she went on, with a manner pitifully wheedling.
" She was my gel before she was anybody else's,

and it ain't goin' to hurt nobody for me to see her.

I 'd like to see that shroud."

How much natural grief, how much vanity, how
much maudlin excitement was in her wish, I cannot

tell ; but manifestly there was nothing to do but to

have the coffin opened. When the face of the dead

woman had once more been uncovered to the light,

the dreadful mother hung over it raving and chuck-

ling. Now she shrieked for her handsome Jule, and

wailed in a way that pierced to the marrow; then

she would fall to imbecile laughter over the shroud,
"
just like a lady's, but then Jule was a lady after

she was married." Miss Charlotte, Tom, and I stood

apart, while Mr. Thurston tried to get the excited

creature away ; and the grave-diggers looked on with

open curiosity. I could not help thinking how they
would tell the story, and of how Tom's name would

be bandied about in connection with it. Sometimes

I feel as if it were harder to bear the vulgarities

of life than actual sorrows. Father used to say that

pain is personal, but vulgarity a violation of general

principles. This is one of his sayings which I do

not feel that I understand entirely, and yet I have

some sense of what he meant. A thing which is vul-

gar seems to fly in the face of all that should be, and

outrages our sense of the fitness of things.

Well, somehow we got through it all. It is over,
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and Julia is in her grave. I cannot but think that it

is better if she does not remember
;

if she has gone
out like an ill-burning candle. Nothing is left now but

to consider what can be done for the lives that we can

reach. I am afraid that the mother is beyond me,
but for Tom I can, perhaps, do something. For baby
I should do much.

April 25. It is so strange to have a child in the

house. I feel queer and disconcerted when I think

of it, although things seem to go easily enough. The

responsibility of taking charge of a helpless life over-

whelms me, and I do not dare to let my thoughts go
when they begin to picture possibilities in the future.

I wonder that I ever dared to undertake to have baby ;

and yet her surroundings will be so much better here

than with the dreadful Brownrig grandmother that

she must surely be better for them. In any case I

had to help Tom.
I proposed a permanent nurse for baby, but Hannah

and Rosa took up arms at once, and all but upbraided
me with having cast doubts on their ability and faith-

fulness. Surely we three women among us should be

able to take care of one morsel, although none of us

ever had babies of our own.

April 29. Nothing could be more absurd than the

way in which the entire household now revolves about

baby. All of us are completely slaves already, al-

though the way in which we show it is naturally

different. Rosa has surrendered frankly and with-

out reservations. She sniffed and pouted at the idea

of having the child fc4 of that Brownrig creature
"

in

the house. She did not venture to say this to me



APRIL 131

directly, of course ; but she relieved her mind by

making remarks to Hannah when I could not help

hearing. From the moment baby came, however,

Rosa succumbed without a struggle. It is evident

she is born with the full maternal instinct, and I see

if she does not marry her Dennis, or some more

eligible lover, and take herself away before baby is

old enough to be much affected, the child will be

spoiled to an unlimited extent. As for Hannah, her

method of showing her affection is to exhibit the

greatest solicitude for baby's spiritual welfare, min-

gled with the keenest jealousy of Rosa's claims on

baby's love. I foresee that I shall have pretty hard

work to protect my little daughter from Hannah's

well-meant but not very wise theology ; and how to

do this without hurting the good old soul's feelings

may prove no easy problem.
As for myself of course I love the little, helpless,

pink thing ; the waif from some outside unknown

brought here into a world where everything is made
so hard to her from the start. She woke this after-

noon, and looked up at me with Tom Webbe's eyes,

lying there as sweet and happy as possible, so that

I had to kiss and cuddle her, and love her all at once.

It is wonderful how a baby comes out of the most

dreadful surroundings as a seedling comes out of the

mud, so clean and fresh. I said this to Aunt Naomi

yesterday, and she sniffed cynically.
"
Yes," she answered,

" but a weed grows into a

weed, no matter how it looks when it is little."

The thought is dreadful to me. I will not believe

that because a human being is born out of weakness

and wickedness there is no chance for it. The differ-

ence, it seems to me, is that every human being has
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at least the germs of good as well as of bad, and one

may be developed as well as the other. Baby must

have much that is good and fine from her father, and

the thing I have to do is to see to it that the best of

her grows, and the worse part dies for want of nour-

ishment. Surely we can do a great deal to aid na-

ture. Perhaps my baby cannot help herself much, at

least not for years and years ; but if she is kept in an

atmosphere which is completely wholesome, whatever

is best in her nature must grow strong and crowd

down everything less noble.



V

MAY

MAY 1. Baby is more bewitching every day. She

is so wonderful and so lovely that I am never tired of

watching her. The miracle of a baby's growth makes

one stand speechless in delight and awe. When this

little morsel of life, hardly as many days in the world

as I have been years, coos and smiles, and stretches

out those tiny rosebud fingers only big enough for a

fairy, I feel like going down on my knees to the mys-

tery of life. I do not wonder that people pray. I

understand entirely the impulse to cry out to some-

thing mighty, something higher than our own strength,

some sentient heart of nature somewhere ; the desire

to find, by leaning on the invisible, a relief from the

oppressiveness of the emotions we all must feel when
a sense of the greatness of life takes hold on us. If

it were but possible to believe in any of the many
gods that have been offered to us, how glad I should

be. Father used to say that every human being really

makes a deity for himself, and that the difference

between believers and unbelievers is whether they can

allow the church to give a name to the god a man has

himself created. I cannot accept any name from

authority, but the sense of some brooding power is

very strong in me when I see this being growing as if

out of nothing in my very hands.

When I look at baby I have so great a conscious-
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ness of the life outside of us, the life of the universe

as a whole, that I am ready to agree with any one

who talks of God. The trouble is that one idea of

deity seems to me as true and also as inadequate as

all the rest ; so that in the end I am left with only

my overwhelming sense of the mightiness of the mys-

tery of existence and of the unity of all the life in the

universe.

May 2. To-day we named baby. I would not do

it without consulting her father, so I sent for Tom,
and he came over just after breakfast. The day
has been warm, and the windows were open ; a soft

breath of wind came in with a feeling of spring in it,

and a faint hint of a summer coming by and by. I

was upstairs in the nursery when Tom came ; for we
have made a genuine, full-fledged nursery of the south

chamber, and installed Rosa and the baby there.

When they told me that he was here, I took baby, all

pink and sweet from her bath, and went down with

her.

Tom stood with his back to the parlor door, look-

ing out of the window. He did not hear me until

I spoke, and said good-morning. Then he turned

quickly. At sight of baby he changed color, and

forgot to answer my greeting. He came across the

room toward us, so that we met in the middle of the

floor.

" Good God, Ruth !

" he said.
" To think of see-

ing you with her baby in your arms !

'

The words hurt me for myself and for him.
"
Tom," I cried out excitedly,

" I will not hear you

say anything against baby ! It is neither hers nor

yours now. It is mine, mine ! You shall not speak
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of her as if she were anything but the sweetest, purest

thing in the whole world !

'

He looked at me so intently and so feelingly while

I snuggled the pink ball up to me and kissed it, that

it was rather disconcerting. To change the subject,

I went straight to the point.
"
Tom," I said,

" I want to ask you about baby's
name."

"
Oh, call it anything you like," he answered.

" But you ought to name her," I told him.

He was silent a moment ; then he turned and

walked away to the window again. I thought that he

might be considering the name, but when he came

back abruptly he said :

"
Ruth, I can't pretend with you. I have n't any

love for that child. I wish it were n't here to remind

me of what I would give anything to have forgotten.

If I have any feeling for it, it is pity that the poor
little wretch had to be chucked into the world, and

shame that I should have any responsibility about it."

I told him he would come to love her some time ;

that she was after all his daughter, and so sweet he

could n't help being fond of her.

" If I ever endure her," he said, almost doggedly,
" it will be on your account."

"
Nonsense, Tom," I retorted, as briskly as I could

when I wanted to cry,
"
you '11 be fond of her because

you can't help it. See, she has your eyes, and her

hair is going to be like yours."

He laughed with a trace of his old buoyant spirit.
" What idiocy !

' was his reply.
" Her eyes are

any color you like, and she has only about six hairs

on her head anyway."
I denied this indignantly, partly because it was
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not true, and partly, I am afraid, with feminine guile,

to divert him. We fell for a moment almost into the

oldtime boy-and-girl tone of long ago, and only baby
in my arms reminded us of what had come between.

"Well," I said at last, "it is evident that you are

not worthy to give this nice little, dear little, super-
fine little girl a name ; so I shall do it myself. I shall

call her Thomasine."
" What an outlandish name !

'

" It is your own, so you need n't abuse it. Do you

agree ?
'

" I don't see how I can help myself, for you can call

her anything you like."

" Of course I shall," I told him ;

" but I thought

you should be consulted."

He shrugged his shoulders with a laugh.
"
Having made up your mind," he said,

"
you ask my

advice."
" I should n't think of consulting you till I had

made up my mind," was my retort.
" Now I want

you to give her her name."
" Give it to her how ?

"

" Her name is to be Thomasine," I repeated.
" It is an absurd name," Tom commented.
" That 's as it may be," was all I would answer,

" but that 's what she 's to be called. You 're to kiss

her, and "

He looked at me with a sudden flush. He had

never, I am sure, so much as touched his child with

the tip of his finger, much less caressed her. The

proposition took him completely by surprise, and evi-

dently disconcerted him. I did not give him time to

consider. I made my tone and manner as light as I

could, and hurried on.
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" You are to kiss her and say,
' I name you Thom-

asine.' I suppose that really you ought to say
'

thee,'

but that seems rather theatrical for us plain folk."

He hesitated a second, and then he bent over baby
in my arms.

" I name you Thomasine," he said, and just brushed

her forehead with his lips. Then he looked at me

solemnly.
" You will keep her ?

"
he said.

"
Yes," I promised.

So baby is named, and Tom must have felt that she

belongs really to him, however he may shrink from

her.

May 3. I have had a dreadful call from Mrs.

Webbe. She came over in the middle of the fore-

noon, and the moment I saw her determined expres-
sion I felt sure something painful was to happen.

"
Good-morning," she said abruptly ;

" I have come
after my son's infant."

" What ?
'

I responded, my wits scattering like

chickens before a hawk.
" I have come after my son's infant," she repeated.

" We are obliged to you for taking care of it ; but I

won't trouble you with it any longer."
I told her I was to keep baby always. She looked

at me with tightening lips.
" I don't want to have disagreeable words with you,

Ruth," she said, "but you must know we could never

allow such a thing."
I asked her why.
" You must know," she said,

"
you are not fit to be

trusted with an immortal soul."

I fear that I unmeaniugly let the shadow of a smile

show as I said,
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" But baby is so young
"

" This is no laughing matter," she interrupted with

asperity,
" even if the child is young. I must do my

duty to her from the very beginning. Of course it will

be a cross for me, but I hope I shall bear it like a

Christian."

Something in her voice and manner exasperated me
almost beyond endurance. I could not help remem-

bering the day Mrs. Webbe came to the Brownrig
house, and I am much afraid I was anything but con-

ciliatory in my tone when I answered.

"Mrs. Webbe," I said to her, "if you cared for

baby, and wanted to love her, I might perhaps think

of giving her up, though I am very fond of her, dear

little thing."
Mrs. Webbe's keen black eyes snapped at me.
" I dare say you look at it in that way," she re-

torted. " That 's just it. It 's just the sort of world-

liness that would ruin the child. It 's come into the

world with sin and shame enough to bear, and you 'd

never help it to grace to bear it."

The words were not entirely clear, yet I had little

doubt of their meaning. The baby, however, was

after all her own flesh and blood, and I was secretly

glad that to strengthen me in my resolve to keep
Thomasine I had my promise to the dead mother

and to Tom.
"
But, Mrs. Webbe," I said as gently as I could,

" don't you think the fact that baby has no mo-

ther, and must bear that, will make her need love

more ?
"

" She '11 need bracing up," was the emphatic re-

joinder,
" and that 's just what she won't get here. I

don't want her. It 's a cross for me to look at her,
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and realize we 've got to own a brat with Brown-

rig blood in her. I 'm only trying to do my duty.
Where 's that baby going to get any religious train-

ing from you, Ruth Privet ?
'

I sat quiet a moment, thinking what I had better

say. Mrs. Webbe was entirely conscientious about it

all. She did not, I was sure, want baby, and she was

sincere in saying that she was only trying to do her

duty. When I thought of Thomasine, however, as be-

ing made to serve as a living and visible cross for the

good of Mrs.Webbe's soul, I could not bear it. Driven

by that strong will over the thorny paths of her

grandmother's theology, poor baby would be more

likely to be brought to despair than to glory. It was

of course right for Mrs. Webbe to wish to take

baby, but it could not be right for me to permit her to

do so. If my duty clashed with hers, I could not

change on that account ; but I wished to be as concil-

iatory as possible.
" Don't you think, Mrs. Webbe," I asked, trying to

look as sunny as a June day,
" that baby is rather

young to get harm from me or my heresies ? Could n't

the whole matter at least be left till she is old enougho
to know the meaning of words ?

'

She looked at me with more determination than

ever.
"
Well, of course it 's handsome of you to be will-

ing to take care of Tom's baby, and of course you
won't mind the expense ; but you made him marry
that girl, so it 's only fair you should expect to take

some of the trouble that 's come of what you did."
" You don't mean," I burst out before I thought,

" that you would n't have had Tom marry her ?
'

" It 's no matter now, as long as she did n't live,"
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Mrs. Webbe answered ;

"
though it is n't pleasant

knowing that one of that Brownrig tribe married into

our family."
I had nothing to say. It would have hurt my pride,

of course, had one of my kin made such a marriage,
and I cannot help some secret feeling that Julia

had forfeited her right to be treated like an honest

girl ; but there was baby to be considered. Besides

this, the marriage was made, it seems to me, by
Tom's taking the girl, not by the service at her

deathbed. Mrs. Webbe and I sat for a time without

words. I looked at the carpet, and was conscious

that Mrs. Webbe looked at me. She is not a plea-

sant woman, and I have had times of wishing she

might be carried off by a whirlwind, so that Deacon

Webbe and Tom might have a little peace ; but I

believe in her way she tries to be a good one. The
trouble is that her way of being good seems to me to be

a great deal more vicious than most kinds of wicked-

ness. She uses her religion like a tomahawk, and

whacks with it right and left.

" Look here," she broke out at last,
" I don't want

to be unpleasant, but it ain't a pleasant thing for

me to come here anyway. I suppose you mean to

be kind, but you 'd be soft with baby. That 's just

what she must n't have. She 'd better be made to

know from the very start what 's before her."
" What is before her ?

"
I asked.

Mrs. Webbe flushed.

" I don't know as there 's any use of my telling

you if you don't see it yourself. She 's got to fight

her way through life against her inheritance from that

mother of hers, and - - and her father."

She choked a little, and I could not help laying my
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hand on hers, just to show that I understood. She

drew herself away, not unkindly, I believe, but be-

cause she is too proud to endure pity.
" She 's got to be hardened," she went on, her tone

itself hardening as she spoke.
" From her cradle

she 's got to be set to fight the sin that 's in her."

I could not argue. I respected the sternness of

her resolve to do her duty, and I knew that she was

sacrificing much. Every smallest sight of the child

would be an hourly, stinging humiliation to her pride,

and perhaps, too, to her love. In her fierce way she

must love Tom, so that his shame would hurt her ter-

ribly. Yet I could not give up my little soft, pink

baby to live in an atmosphere of disapproval and to

be disciplined in the rigors of a pitiless creed. That,

I am sure, would never save her. Tom Webbe is a

sufficient answer to his mother's argument, if she could

only see it. If anything is to rescue Thomasine from

the disastrous consequences of an unhappy heritage,

it must be just pure love and friendliness.
" Mrs. Webbe," I said, as firmly as I could,

" I

think I know how you feel
; but in any case I could

not give up baby until I had seen Tom."
A deeper flush came over the thin face, and a look

which made me turn my eyes away, because I knew
she would not wish me to see the pain and humiliation

which it meant.
"
Tom," she began,

" Tom ! He "
She broke off

abruptly, and, rising, began to gather her shawl

about her. " Then you refuse to let me have her ?
'

she ended.
" The baby's father should have something to say

in the matter, it seems to me," I told her.
" He has already decided," she replied sternly, "and
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decided against the child's good. He wants her to

stay with you. I suppose," she added, and I must

say that her tone took a suggestion of spite,
" he

thinks you '11 get so interested in the baby as some-

time
"

She did not finish, perhaps because I gave her a

look, which, if it expressed half I felt, might well si-

lence her. She moved quickly toward the door, and

tightened her shawl with an air of virtuous determi-

nation.
"
Well," she observed,

" I have done my duty by
the child. What the Lord let it live for is a mystery
to me."

She said not another word, not even of leave-taking,
but strode away with something of the air of a brisk

little prophetess who has pronounced the doom of hea-

ven on the unrighteous. It is a pity such people will

make of religion an excuse for taking themselves so

seriously. All the teachings of theology Mrs. Webbe
turns into justifications of her prejudices and her

hardness. The very thought of Thomasine under her

rigorous rule makes me shiver. I wonder how her

husband has endured it all these years. Saintship
used to be won by making life as disagreeable as

possible for one's self
;
but nowadays life is made

sufficiently hard by others. If living with his wife

peacefully, forbearingly, decorously, does not entitle

Deacon Webbe to be considered a saint, it is time

that new principles of canonization were adopted.

Heavens ! What uncharitableness I am running
into myself !

May 4. I told Aunt Naomi of Mrs. Webbe's visit,

and her comments were pungent enough. It is wicked,
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perhaps, to set them down, but I have a vicious joy

in doing it.

" Of course she 'd hate to have the baby," Aunt

Naomi declared,
" but she 'd more than get even by

the amount of satisfaction she 'd get nagging at it.

She 's worn Deacon Daniel till he 's callous, so there

can't be much fun rasping him, and Tom won't listen

to her. She wants somebody to bully, and that

baby 'd just suit her. She could make it miserable

and get in side digs at its father at the same time."
" You are pretty severe, Aunt Naomi," I said ;

" but I know you don't mean it. As for troubling

Tom, he says he does n't care for baby."
" Pooh ! He 's soft-hearted like his father

; and

even if he did n't care for his own child, which is non-

sense anyway, he 'd be miserable to see any child go

through what he 's been through himself with that

woman."

It is useless to attempt to stay Aunt Naomi when

once she begins to talk about Mrs. Webbe, and she

has so much truth in her favor I am never able suc-

cessfully to urge the other side of the case so as to

get for Mrs. Webbe any just measure of fair play.

To-night I almost thought that Aunt Naomi would

devour her green veil in the energy with which she

freed her mind. The thing which she cannot see is

that Mrs. Webbe is entirely blind to her own faults.

Mrs. Webbe would doubtless be amazed if she could

really appreciate that she is unkind to Deacon Daniel

and to Tom. She acts her nature, and simply does

not think. I dare say most of us might be as bad if

we had her disposition. Which tags on at the end

of the nasty things I have been writing like a piece of

pure cant !
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May 6. It certainly would seem on the face of it

that a woman alone in the world as I am, of an age
when I ought to have the power of managing my own

affairs, and with the means of getting on without ask-

ing financial aid, might take into her house a poor,

helpless, little baby if she wished. Apparently there

is a conspiracy to prevent my doing anything of the

sort. Cousin Mehitable has now entered her protest,
and declares that if I do not give up what she calls

my mad scheme she shall feel it her duty to have me
taken in charge as a lunatic. She wants to know
whether I have no decency about having a bachelor's

baby in the house, although she is perfectly well

aware that Tom was married. She reminds me that

she expects me to go to Europe with her in about a

month, and asks whether I propose to leave Thomasiue
in a foundling hospital or a day nursery while I am

gone. Her letter is one breathless rush of indigna-
tion from beginning to end, so funnily like her that

with all my indignation I could hardly read it for

laughing.
I confess it is hard to give up the trip abroad. I

was only half aware how I have been counting on it

until now I am brought face to face with the impossi-

bility of carrying out the plan. I have almost uncon-

sciously been piecing together in my mind memories

of the old days in Europe, with delight in thinking of

seeing again places which enchanted me. Any one, I

suppose, who has been abroad enough to taste the

charm of travel, but who has not worn off the plea-

sure by traveling too much, must have moments of

longing to get back. I have had the oddest, sudden

pangs of homesickness when I have picked up a pho-

tograph or opened a magazine to a picture of some
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beautiful place across the ocean. The smallest things

can bring up the feeling,
- - the sound of the wind in

the trees as I heard it once when driving through the

Black Forest, the sun on a stone wall as it lay in

Capri, the sky as it looked at one place, or the grass

as I saw it at another. I remember how once a white

feather lying on the turf of the lawn brought up
the courtyard of Warwick Castle as if a curtain

had lifted suddenly ; and always these flashing re-

minders of the other side of the world have made me
feel as if I must at once hurry across the ocean again.
Now I have let myself believe I was really going, and

to give it up is very hard.

It is perhaps making too much of it to be so disap-

pointed. Certainly baby must be taken care of, and

I have promised to take care of her. I fear that it

will be a good while before I see Europe again. I

am sorry for Cousin Mehitable, but she has never any

difficulty in finding friends to travel with. It is evi-

dent enough that my duty is here.

May 10. Eosa has not yet come to the end of her

matrimonial perplexities. The divorced wife of Ran

Gargan is now reported as near death, and Rosa is

debating whether to give up Dennis Maloney and wait

for Ran.
" Of course Dennis is gone on me," she explained

last night in the most cold-bloodedly matter-of-fact

fashion,
" and I 'd make him a main good wife. But

Ran was always the boy for me, barring Father

O'Rafferty wouldn't let me marry him."
"
Rosa," I said, with all the severity I could com-

mand,
"
you must not talk like that. It sounds as if

you had n't any feeling at all. You don't mean it."
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Rosa tossed her saucy head with emphatic scorn.

"What for don't I mean it?' she demanded.
"
Any woman wants to marry the man she likes best,

and, barring him, she 'd take up with the man who
likes her best."

I laughed, and told her she was getting to be a

good deal of a philosopher.
" Humph !

' was her not very respectful reply ;

"
it 's the only choice a woman has, and she don't al-

ways have that. She 's better off if she '11 take the

man that 's sweet on her
;
but it 's the way we girls

are made, to hanker after the one We 're sweet on

ourselves."

Her earnestness so much interfered with the supper
which she was giving to Thomasine that I took baby
into my arms, and left Rosa free to speak out her

mind without hindrance.
" I 'm not going to take either of 'em in a hurry,"

she went on. " I 'd not be leaving you in the lurch

with the baby, Miss Ruth. I 'd like to have Ran,
but I don't know what he 's got. He 'd make me
stand round awful, they say, and Dennis 'd be under

my thumb like a crumb of butter. I mistrust I 'd be

more contented with Ranny. It 'd be more stirred

up like ; but I 'd have some natural fear of him, and

that 's pleasant for a woman."

I had never seen Rosa in this astonishing mood

before, and so much worldly wisdom was bewildering.

Such generalizations on the relation of the sexes took

away my breath. I was forced to be silent, for there

was evidently no chance of my holding my own in a

conversation of this sort. It is strange how boldly
and bluntly this uneducated girl has thought out her

relations with her lovers. She recognizes entirely that
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Dennis, who is her slave, will treat her better than

Ran, who will be her master ; yet she " mistrusts she

will be more contented with Ranny." The moral

seems to be that a woman is happier to be abused by
the man she loves than to be served by the man who

loves her. That can only be crude instinct, the relics

of savagery. In civilized woman, I am sure, when

respect goes love must go also.

No ; that is n't true ! Women keep on loving men
when they know them to be unworthy. Perhaps this

applies especially to good wives. A good woman is

bound to love her husband just as long as she can in

any way compass it, and to deceive herself about him

to the latest possible instant. I wonder what I should

do ? I wonder Well, George has shown that he

is not what I thought him, and do I care for him less ?

He only showed, however, that he did not care for me
as much as I thought, and of course that does not ne-

cessarily prove him unworthy. And yet

What is the use of all this ? What do I know
about/ it anyway? I will go to bed.

May 12. It is amusing to see how jealous Hannah
and Rosa are df baby's attention. Thomasine can as

yet hardly be supposed to distinguish one human being
from another, and very likely has not drawn very ac-

curate comparisons between any of us and the furni-

ture ; but Rosa insists that baby knows her, and is far

more fond of her than of Hannah, while of course

Hannah indignantly sniffs at an idea so preposterous.
" She really laughed at me this morning when I

was giving her her bath," Rosa assured me to-day.
" She knows me the minute I come into the nurserj^."

It is beautiful to see how the sweetness and help-
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lessness of the little thing have so appealed to the

girls that prejudices are forgotten. When I brought
Thomasine home I feared that I might have trouble.

They scorned the child of that Brownrig girl, and

they both showed the fierce contempt which good

girls of their class feel for one who disgraces herself.

All this is utterly forgotten. The charm of baby has

so enslaved them that if an outsider ventured to show

the feelings they themselves had at first, they would be

full of wrath and indignation. The maternal instinct

is after all the strongest thing in most women. Rosa

considers her matrimonial chances in a bargain-and-
sale fashion which takes my breath, but she will be

perfectly fierce in her fondness for her children. Han-
nah is a born old maid, but she cannot help mother-

ing every baby who comes within her reach, and for

Thomasine she brings out all the sweetness of her

nature.

May 15. I have been through a whirlwind, but now
I am calm, and can think of things quietly. It is

late, but the fire has not burned down, and I could

not sleep, so Peter and I may as well stay where we
are a while longer.

I was reading this afternoon, when suddenly Kathie

rushed into the room out of breath with running, her

face smooched and wet with tears, and her hair in

confusion.

"Why, Kathie," I asked,
" what is the matter?"

Her answer was to fly across the room, throw her-

self on her knees beside me, and burst into sobs.

The more I tried to soothe her, the more she cried,

and it was a long time before she was quiet enough to

be at all reasonable.
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" My dear," I said,
" do tell me what has happened.

What is the matter ?
"

She looked up at me with wild eyes.
"

It is n't true !

"
she broke out fiercely.

" I know
it is n't true ! I did n't say a word to him, because I

knew you would n't want me to
; but it 's a lie ! It 's

a lie, if my father did say it."

"
Why, Kathie," I said, amazed at her excitement,

" what in the world are you saying ? Your father

wouldn't tell a lie to save his life."

" He believes it," she answered, dropping her voice.

A sullen, stubborn look came into her face that it was

pitiful to see.
" He does believe it, but it 's a lie."

I spoke to her as sternly as I could, and told her

she had no right to judge of what her father be-

lieved, and that I would not have her talk so of him.
" But I asked him about your mother, and he said

she would be punished forever and ever for not being
a church member !

'

she exclaimed before I could

stop her. " And I know it 's a lie."

She burst into another tempest of sobs, and cried

until she was exhausted. Her words were so cruel

that for a moment I had not even the power to try to

comfort her ;
but she would soon have been in hyster-

ics, and for a time I had to think only of her. For-

tunately baby woke. Eosa was not at home, and by
the time Hannah and I had fed Thomasine, and once

more she was asleep in her cradle, I had my wits

about me. Kathie had, with a child's quick change of

mood, become almost gay.
"
Kathie," I said,

" do you mind staying here with

baby while I take a little walk ? Rosa is out, and I

have been in the house all day. I want a breath of

fresh air.'
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"
Oh, I should love to," she answered, her face

brightening at the thought of being trusted with a

responsibility so great.

I was out of doors, and walking rapidly toward

Mr. Thurston's house, before I really came to my
senses. I was so wounded by what Kathie had

thoughtlessly repeated, so indignant at this outrage to

my dead, that I had had strength only to hide my
feelings from her. Now I came to a realization of

my anger, and asked myself what I meant to do. I

had instinctively started out to denounce Mr. Thurs-

ton for bigotry and cruelty ; to protest against this

sacrilege. A little, I feel sure, at least I hope I

am right, I felt the harm he was doing Kathie ;

but most I was outraged and angry that he had dared

to speak so of Mother. I was ashamed of my rage
when I grew more composed ; and I realized all at

once how Mother herself would have smiled at me.

So clear was my sense of her that it was almost as if

she really repeated what she once said to me :
" My

dear Ruth, do you suppose that what Mr. Thurston

thinks alters the way the universe is made ? Why
should he know more about it than you do ? He 's

not nearly so clever or so well educated." I smiled

to recall how she had smiled when she said it
;
then I

was blinded by tears to remember that I should never

see her smile again ; and so I walked into a tree in

the sidewalk, and nearly broke my nose. That was

the end of my dashing madly at Mr. Thurston. The

wound Kathie's words had made throbbed, but with

the memory of Mother in my mind I could not break

out into anger.
I turned down the Cove Road to walk off my ill-

temper. After all Mr. Thurston was right from his
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point of view. He could not believe without feeling

that he had to warn Kathie against the awful risk of

running into eternal damnation. It must hurt him to

think or to say such a thing ; but he believes in the

cruelty of the deity, and he has beaten his natural

tenderness into subjection to his idea of a Moloch.

It is so strange that the ghastly absurdity of connect-

ing God's anger with a sweet and blameless life like

Mother's does not strike him. Indeed, I suppose
down here in the country we are half a century or so

behind the thought of the real world, and that Mr.

Thurston's creed would be impossible in the city, or

among thinkers even of his own denomination. At
least I hope so, though I do not see what they have

left in the orthodox creed if they take eternal punish-
ment out of it.

The fresh air and the memory of Mother, with a

little common sense, brought me right again. I walked

until I had myself properly in hand, and till I hoped
that the trace of tears on my face might pass for the

effect of the wind. It was growing dusk by this time,

and the lamps began to appear in the houses as I came

to Mr. Thurston's at last. I slipped in at the front

door as quietly as I could, and knocked at the study.

Mr. Thurston himself opened the door. He looked

surprised, but asked me in, and offered me a chair.

He had been writing, and still held his pen in his

hand ; the study smelled of kerosene lamp and air-

tight stove. Poor man ! Theology which has to live

by an air-tight stove must be dreary. If he had an

open fire on his hearth, he might have less in his

religion.
" I have come to confess a fault, Mr. Thurston," I

said,
" and to ask a favor."
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He smiled a little watery smile, and put down his

pen.
" Is the favor to be a reward for the fault or for

confessing it ?
"
he asked.

I was so much surprised by this mild jest, coming
from him, that I almost forgot my errand. I smiled

back at him, and forgot the bitterness that had been

in my heart. He looked so thin, so bloodless, that it

was impossible to have rancor.
" I left Kathie with baby while I went for a walk,"

I said,
" and I have stayed away longer than I in-

tended. I forgot to tell her she could call Hannah
if she wanted to come home, and she is too con-

scientious to leave, so I am afraid that she has stayed
all this time. I wanted you to know it is my fault."

" I am glad for her to be useful," her father said,
"
especially as you have been so kind to her."
" Then you will perhaps let her stay all night," I

went on. "I can take over her night-things. I

promised to show her about making a new kind of

pincushion for the church fair ; and I could do it this

evening. Besides, it is lonely for me in that great
house."

I felt like a hypocrite when I said this, though it is

true enough. He looked at me kindly, |ind even

pityingly.
"
Yes," he returned,

" I can understand that. If

you think she won't trouble you, and "

I did not give him opportunity for a word more.

I rose at once and held out my hand.
" Thank you so much," I said.

" I '11 find Mrs.

Thurston, and get Kathie's things. I beg your pardon
for troubling you."

I was out of the study before he could reconsider.
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Across the hall I found his wife in the sitting-room

with another air-tight stove, and looking thinner and

paler than he. She had a great pile of sewing beside

her, and her eyes looked as if months of tears were

behind them, aching to be shed.

I told her Mr. Thurston had given leave for Kathie

to pass the night with me, and I had come for her

night-things. She looked surprised, but none the less

pleased. While she was out of the room I looked

cautiously at the mending to see if the clothing was

too worn for her to be willing that I should see it.

When she came in with her little bundle, I said, as

indifferently as I could,
" I suppose if Kathie were at

home she would help you with the mending, so I '11

take her share with me, and we '11 do it together."
Of course she remonstrated, but I managed to bring

away a good part of the big pile, and now it is all

done. Poor Mrs. Thurston, she looked so tired, so

beaten down by life, the veins were so blue on her

thin temples ! If I dared, I 'd go every week and do

that awful mending for her. I must get Kathie to

smuggle some of it over now and then. When we
blame these people for the narrowness of their the-

ology, we forget their lives are so constrained and

straitened that they cannot take broad views of any-

thing. The man or woman who could take a wide

outlook upon life from behind an air-tight stove in a

half-starved home would have to be almost a miracle.

It is wonderful that so much sweetness and humanity
keep alive where circumstances are so discouraging.
When I think of patient, faithful, hard -

working
women like Mrs. Thurston, uncomplaining and de-

voted, I am filled with admiration and humility. If

their theology is narrow, they endure it ; and, after
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all, men have made it for them. Father said once

women had always been the occasion of theology, but

had never produced any. I asked him, I remember,
whether he said this to their praise or discredit, and

he answered that what was entirely the result of

nature was neither to be praised nor to be blamed ;

women were so made that they must have a religion,

and men so constituted as to take the greatest possible

satisfaction in inventing one. " It is simply a beauti-

ful example," he added, with his wonderful smile which

just curled the corners of his mouth,
" of the law of

supply and demand."

I am running on and on, although it is so late at

night. Aunt Naomi, I presume, will in some occult

way know about it, and ask me why I sat up so long.

I am tired, but the excitement of the afternoon is not

all gone. That any one in the world should believe

it possible for Mother to be unhappy in another life,

to be punished, is amazing ! Surely a man whose

theology makes such an idea conceivable is profoundly
to be pitied.

May 19. Hannah is perfectly delightful about

Tomine. She hardly lets a day go by without admon-

ishing me not to spoil baby, and yet she is herself an

abject slave to the slightest caprice of the tyrannous
small person. We have to-night been having a sort

of battle royal over baby's going to sleep by herself

in the dark. I made up my mind the time had come

when some semblance of discipline must be begun,
and I supposed, of course, that Hannah would approve
and assist. To my surprise she failed me at the very
first ditch.

" I am going to put Tomine into the crib," I an-
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nounced,
" and take away the light. She must learn

to go to sleep in the dark."
" She '11 be frightened," Rosa objected.
" She 's too little to know anything about being

afraid," I retorted loftily, although I had secretly a

good deal of misgiving.
" Too little !

"
sniffed Hannah. " She 's too little

not to be afraid."

I saw at a glance that I had before me a struggle

with them as well as with baby.
" Children are not afraid of the dark until they are

told to be," I declared as dogmatically as possible.
"
They are told not to be," objected Rosa.

" But that puts the idea into their heads," was my
answer.

Hannah regarded me with evident disapprobation.
" But supposing the baby cries ?

'

she demanded.
" Then she must be left to stop," I answered, with

outward firmness and inward quakings.
" But suppose she cries herself sick?" insisted Rosa.
" She won't. She '11 just cry a little till she finds

nobody comes, and then she '11 go to sleep."

The two girls regarded me with looks that spoke

disapproval in the largest of capitals. It is so seldom

they are entirely united that it was disconcerting to

have them thus make common cause against me, but

I had to keep up for the sake of dignity if for nothing
else. Thomasine was fed and arranged for the night ;

she was kissed and cuddled, and tucked into her crib.

Then I got Hannah and Rosa, both protesting they
did n't mind sitting up with the darling all night, out

of the room, darkened the windows, and shut baby in

alone for the first time in her whole life, a life still

so pathetically little.
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I closed the nursery door with an air of great calm-

ness and determination, but outside I lingered like a

complete coward. The girls were glowering darkly
from the end of the hall, and we needed only candle-

light to look like three bloodthirsty conspirators. For

two or three minutes there was a soothing and decep-
tive silence, so that I turned to smile with an air of

superior wisdom on the maids. Then without warn-

ing baby uplifted her voice and wailed.

There was something most disconcertingly explosive
about the cry, as if Thomasine had been holding her

breath until she were black in the face, and only let

it escape one second short of actual suffocation. I

jumped as if a mouse had sprung into my face, and

the two girls swooped down upon me in a whirl of

triumphant indignation.
"
There, Miss Ruth !

"
cried Hannah.

"
There, Miss Privet !

'

cried Rosa.
"
Well," I said defensively ;

" I expected her to

cry some."
" She wants to be walked with, poor little thing,"

Rosa said incautiously.

I was rejoiced to have a chance to turn the tables,

and I sprang upon her tacit admission at once.
"
Rosa," I said severely,

" have you been walking
Thomasine to sleep ? I told you never to do it."

Rosa, self-convicted, could only murmur that she

had just taken her up and down two or three times to

make her sleepy ; she had n't really walked her to

sleep.
" What if she had ?

' Hannah demanded boldly,

her place entirely forgotten in the excitement of the

moment. " If babies like to be walked to sleep, it

stands to reason that 's nature."
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I began to feel as if all authority were fast slipping

away from me, and that I should at this rate soon

become a very secondary person in my own house. I

tried to recover myself by assuming the most severe

air of which I was capable.
" You must not talk outside the nursery door," I

told them. " If Thomasine hears voices, of course

she '11 keep on crying. Go downstairs, both of you.
I '11 see to baby."

They had not yet arrived at open mutiny, and so

with manifest unwillingness they departed, grumbling
to each other as they went. Baby seemed to have

some superhuman intelligence that her firmest allies

were being routed, for she set up a series of nerve-

splitting shrieks which made every fibre of my body

quiver. As soon as the girls were out of sight I

flopped down on my knees outside of the door, and

put my hands over my ears. I was afraid of myself,

and only the need I felt of holding out for Tomine's

own sake gave me strength to keep from rushing into

the nursery in abject surrender.

The absurdity of it makes me laugh now, but with

the shrieks of baby piercing me, I felt as if I were

involved in a tragedy of the deepest dye. I think I

was never so near hysterics in my life ; but I had

even then some faint and far-away sense of how
ridiculous I was, and that saved me. Thomasine

yelled like a young tornado, and every cry went

through me like a knife. I was on my knees on the

floor, pouring out tears like a watering-pot, trying to

shut out the sound. There is something in a "baby's

cry that is too much even for a sense of humor; and

no woman could have heard it without being over-

come.
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I had so stopped my ears that although I could not

shut out baby's cries entirely I did not hear Hannah
and Rosa when they came skulking back. The first I

knew of their being behind me was when Hannah, in

a whispered bellow, shouted into my ear that baby
would cry herself into convulsions. Demoralized as

I was already, I almost yielded ;
I started to my feet,

and faced them in a tragic manner, ready to give up

everything. I was ready to say that Rosa might walk

up and down with Tomine every night for the rest of

her life. Fortunately some few gleams of common
sense asserted themselves in my half-addled pate, and

instead of opening the door, I spread out my arms,

and without a word shooed the girls out of the cor-

ridor as if they were hens. Then the ludicrousness of it

came over me, and although I still tingled with baby's

wailing, I could appreciate that the cries were more

angry than pathetic, and that we must fight the battle

through now it had been begun. The drollest thing
about it all was that it seemed almost as if the willful

little lady inside there had some uncanny perception
of my thought. I had no sooner got the girls down-

stairs again, and made up my mind to hold out than

she stopped crying ;
and when we crept cautiously in

ten minutes after, she was asleep as soundly and as

sweetly as ever.

But I feel as if I had been through battles, murders,
and sudden deaths.

May 20. Baby to-night cried two or three minutes,

but her ladyship evidently had the sense to see that

crying is a painful and useless exercise when she has

to deal with such a hard-hearted tyrant as I am, and

she quickly gave it up. Rosa hoped pointedly that
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the poor little thing's will is n't broken, and Hannah
observed piously that she trusted I realized we all of

us had to be treated like babies by our Heavenly
Father. I was tempted to ask her if our Heavenly
Father never left us to cry in the dark. If we could

be as firm with ourselves as we can be with other peo-

ple, what an improvement it would be. I wonder

what Tom would think of my first conflict with his

baby.

May 25. I went to-day to call on Mrs. Weston.

Although I am in mourning, I thought it better to

go. I feared lest she should think my old relations

to George might have something to do with my stay-

ing away.
It was far less difficult than I thought it would be.

I may be frank in my diary, I suppose, and say I

found her silly and rather vulgar, and I wonder how

George can help seeing it. She was inclined to

boast a little that all the best people in town had

called.

" Olivia Watson acted real queer about my wedding-

calls," she said. " She does n't seem to know the rich

folks very well."
"
Oh, we never make distinctions in Tuskamuck by

money," I put in
;
but she went on without heeding.

" Olivia said Mrs. Andrews she called her Lady
Andrews, just as if she was English."

" It is a way we have," I returned. " I 'm sure I

don't know how it began. Very likely it is only be-

cause it fits her so well."
"
Well, anyway, she called ; and Olivia owned she 'd

never been to see them. I could see she was real

jealous, though she would n't own it."
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" Old lady Andrews is a delightful person," I re-

marked awkwardly, feeling that I must say some-

thing.
" I did n't think she was much till Olivia told me,"

returned Mrs. Weston, with amazing frankness. " I

thought she was a funny old thing."

It is not kind to put this down, I know ; but I

really would like to see if it sounds so unreal when it

is written as it did when it was said. It was so un-

like anything I ever heard that it seemed almost as if

Mrs. Weston were playing a part, and trying to cheat

me into thinking her more vulgar and more simple

than she is. I am afraid I shall not lessen my un-

pleasant impression, however, by keeping her words.

Mrs. Weston talked, too, about George and his de-

votion as if she expected me to be hurt. Possibly I

was a little ; although if I were, it was chiefly because

my vanity suffered that he should find me inferior in

attraction to a woman like this. I believe I am sin-

cerely glad that he should prove his fondness for his

wife. Indeed fondness could be the only excuse for

his leaving me, and I do wish happiness to them both.

I fear what I have written gives the worst of Mrs.

Weston. She perhaps was a little embarrassed, but

she showed me nothing better. She is not a lady, and

I see perfectly that she will drop out of our circle.

We are a little Cranfordish here, I suppose, but any-

where in the world people come in the long run to

associate with their own kind. Mrs. Weston is not

our kind
;
and even if this did not affect our attitude,

she would herself tire of us after the first novelty is

worn off.

May 26. George came in this morning on business,
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and before he went he thanked me for calling on his

wife.
" I should n't have made a wedding-call just now on

anybody else," I told him
;

" but your association with

Father and the way in which we have known you of

course make a difference."

He showed some embarrassment, but apparently
at least so I thought he was so anxious to know
what I thought of Mrs. Weston that he could not drop
the subject.

" Gertrude is n't bookish," he remarked rather con-

fusedly.
" I hope you found things to talk about."

"
Meaning that I can talk of nothing but books ?

'

I returned. " Poor George, how I must have bored

you in times past."

He flushed and grew more confused still.

" Of course you know I did n't mean anything like

that," he protested.

I laughed at his grave face, and then I was so glad
to find I could talk to him about his wife without

feeling awkward that I laughed again. He looked

so puzzled I was ready to laugh in turn at him,

but I restrained myself. I could not understand my
good spirits, and for that matter I do not now. Some-

how my call of yesterday seems to have made a differ-

ence in my feeling toward George. Just how or just

what I cannot fully make out. I certainly have not

ceased to care about him. I am still fond of the

George I have known for so many years ; but some-

how the husband of Mrs. Weston does not seem to be

the same man. The George Weston who can love

this woman and be in sympathy with her is so differ-

ent from anything I have known or imagined the old

George to be that he affects me as a stranger.
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The truth is I have for the past month been in

the midst of things so serious that my own affairs and

feelings have ceased to appear of so much importance.
When death comes near enough for us to see it face

to face, we have a better appreciation of values, and

find things strangely altered. I have had, moreover,

little time to think about myself, which is always a

good thing ; and to my surprise I find now that I am
not able to pity myself nearly as much as I did.

This seems perhaps a little disloyal to George.

My feeling for him cannot have evaporated like dew

drying from the grass. At least I am sure that I am
still ready to serve him to the very best of my ability.



VI

JUNE

JUNE 1. Cousin Mehitable is capable of surprises.

She has written to Deacon Richards to have my baby
taken away from me.

The Deacon came in to-night, so amused that he

was on the broad grin when he presented himself, and

chuckling even when he said good-evening.
" What pleases you ?

' '

I asked. " You seem much
amused about something."

" I am," he answered. " I 've been appointed your

guardian."
"
By the town authorities ?

'

I demanded. " I

should have thought I was old enough to look after

myself."
" It 's your family," he chuckled. " Miss Privet

has written to me from Boston."
" Cousin Mehitable ?

"
I exclaimed.

" Miss Mehitable Privet," he returned.
" She has written to you about me? "

asked I.

He nodded, in evident delight over the situation.

My astonishment got the better of my manners so

that I forgot to ask him to sit down, but stood star-

ing at him like a booby. I remembered Cousin

Mehitable had met him once or twice on her infre-

quent visits to Tuskamuck, and had been graciously

pleased to approve of him, largely, I believe, on
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account of some accidental discovery of his very satis-

factory pedigree. That she should write to him, how-

ever, was most surprising, and argued an amount
of feeling on her part much greater than I had ap-

preciated. I knew she would be shocked and per-

haps scandalized by my having baby, and she had

written to me with sufficient emphasis, but I did

not suppose she would invoke outside aid in her

attempts to dispossess me of Thomasine.
" But why should she write to you ?

'

I asked

Deacon Daniel.
" She said," was his answer,

" she did n't know who
else to write to."

" But what did she expect you to do ?
'

The Deacon chuckled and caressed his beardless

chin with a characteristic gesture. When he is greatly
amused he seizes himself by the chin as if he must

keep his jaw stiff or an undeaconical laugh would

come out in spite of him.
" I don't think she cared much what I did if I

relieved you of that baby," was his reply.
" She said

if I was any sort of a guardian of the poor perhaps
I could put it in a home."

" But you are not," I said.

"
No," he assented.

" And you should n't have her if you were," I

added.
" I don't want the child," Deacon Daniel returned.

" I should n't know what to do with it."

Then we both laughed, and I got him seated in

Father's chair, and we had a long chat over the whole

situation. I had not realized how much I wanted to

talk matters over with somebody. Aunt Naomi is out

of the question, because she is so fond of telling things ;
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Miss Charlotte would be better, but she is not very

worldly wise
;
and if I may tell the truth, I wanted to

talk with a man. The advice of women is wise often,

and yet more often it is comforting ; but it has some-

how not the conclusiveness of the decision of a sensi-

ble man. At least that is the way I felt to-night,

though in many matters I should never think of trust-

ing to a man's judgment.
" I think I shall adopt baby legally," I said. " Then

nobody could take her away or bother me about her."

He asked me if her father would agree, and I said

that I was sure he would.
" It would make her your heir if you died without

a will," he commented.

I said that nothing was more easy than to make a

will, and of course I should mean to provide for her.
" You are not afraid of wills, then ?

" Deacon Daniel

observed, looking at me curiously.
" So many folks

can't bear the idea of making one."

"Very likely it's partly because I am a lawyer's

daughter," I said
;

" but in any case making a will

would n't have any more terrors for me than writing
a check. But then I never had any fear of death

anyway."
Deacon Daniel regarded me yet more intently,

clasping his great white hands over his knee.
" I never can quite make you out, Miss Ruth," he

said after a little.
" You have n't any belief in a here-

after that I know of, but you seem to have no trouble

about it."

I asked him why I should have, and he answered

that most people do.

"
Perhaps that is because they feel a responsibility

about the future that I don't," I returned. " I don't
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think I can alter what is to come after death, and I

don't see what possible good I can do by fretting about

it. Father brought me up, you know, to feel that I

had all I could attend to in making the best I can

of this life, without wasting my strength in speculat-

ing about another. In any case I can't see why I

should be any more afraid of death than I am of sleep.

I understand one as well as I do the other."

He looked at the rug thoughtfully a moment, and

then, as if he declined to be drawn into an argu-

ment, he came back to the original subject of our talk.

" Would Tom Webbe want to have anything to do

with the child ?
"
he asked.

" I think he would rather forget she is in the

world," I told him. "
By and by he may be fond of

her, but now he tries not to think of her at all. I

want to make her so attractive and lovely he can't help

caring for her."
" But then she will care for him," the Deacon com-

mented.
"
Why, of course she will. That is what I hope.

Then she might influence him, and help him."
" You are willing to share her with her father even

if you do adopt her?
"
he asked.

I did not understand his manner, but I told him
I did not think I had any right to deprive her of

her father's affection or him of hers if I adopted her

a dozen times over.

The Deacon made no answer. His face was graver,
and for some time we sat without further word.

" Tom Webbe is n't as bad as he seems, Miss

Ruth," Deacon Daniel said at length.
" If you had

to live with his mother, I guess you 'd be ready to

excuse him for 'most anything. His father never had
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the spunk to say boo to a goose, and Mrs. Webbe lias

bullied him from the time we were boys. He 's as

good as a man can be, but it 's a pity he don't carry
out Paul's idea of being ruler in his own house."

" Paul was a bachelor like you, Deacon Daniel,"

I answered, rather saucily ;

" and neither of you knows

anything about it."

He grinned, but only added that Tom had been

nagged into most of his wildness.
" I 'm not excusing him," he went on, apparently

afraid that he should seem to be condoning iniquity ;

" but there 's a good deal to be said for him. Aunt
Naomi says he ought to be driven out of decent

society, but Tom Webbe never did a mean thing in

his life."

I was rather surprised to hear this defense from

Deacon Richards, but I certainly agreed with him.

Tom's sin makes me cringe ;
but I realize that I 'm not

capable of judging him, and he certainly has a good
deal of excuse for whatever evil he has fallen into.

June 2. One thing more which Deacon Richards

said has made me think a good deal. He asked me
what Tom had meant to do about the child if its

mother lived. I told him Julia had been willing
for me to have baby in any case. He thought in

silence a moment.
" I don't believe," he said,

" Tom ever meant to

live with that woman. He must have married her to

clear his conscience."
" He married her so the child should not be dis-

graced," I answered.

Deacon Daniel looked at me with those great keen

eyes glowing beneath his shaggy white brows.



168 THE DIARY OF A SAINT

U Then lie went pretty far toward clearing his

record," was his comment. " There are not many
men would have tied themselves to such a wife for

the sake of a child."

This was not very orthodox, perhaps, but a good
heart will get the better of orthodoxy now and then.

It has set me to thinking about Tom and his wife in a

way which had not occurred to me. I wonder if it is

true that he did not mean to live with her. I remem-

ber now that he said he would never see Julia again,

but at the time this meant nothing to me. If he had

thought of making a home, he would naturally expect

to have his child, but after all I doubt if at that time

he considered anything except the good of baby. He
did not love her

;
he had not even looked at her

;
but

he tried to do her right as far as he could. He could

give her an honest name in the eyes of the world, but

he must have known that he could not make a home

with Julia where the surroundings would be good for

a child. This must have been what he considered

for the moment. Yet Tom is one who thinks out

things, and he may have thought out the future of the

mother too.

When I look back I wonder how it was I con-

sented so quickly to take Tomine. I wanted to help

Tom, and I wanted him to be able to decide without

being forced by any consideration of baby. I do

not know whether he ought to have married Julia

for her own sake. If she had lived, I am afraid I

should have been tempted to think he had better

not have bound himself to her ;
and yet I realize that

I should have been disappointed in him if he had

decided not to do it. I doubt if I could have got rid

entirely of the feeling that somehow he would have
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been cowardly. I wonder if he had any notion of my
feeling ? He came out of the trial nobly, at least,

and I honor him with all my heart for that.

June 5. Aunt Naomi has now a theme exactly to

her taste in the growing extravagance of George's
wife. Mrs. Weston has certainly elaborated her style

of dress a good deal, a thing which is the more notice-

able from the fact that in Tuskamuck we are on the

whole so little given to gorgeous raiment. I remem-

ber that when I called I thought her rather over-

dressed. To-day Aunt Naomi talked for half an hour

with the greatest apparent enjoyment about the fine

gowns and expensive jewelry with which the bride is

astonishing the town. I am afraid it does not take

much to set us talking. I tried half a dozen times

to-day to change the subject, but my efforts were

wasted. Aunt Naomi was not to be diverted from a

theme so congenial. I reminded her that any bride

was expected to display her finery this is part
of the established formality with which marriage is

attended.
" That 's all very well," she retorted with a sniff ;

" folks want to see the wedding outfit. This is finery

George Weston has had to pay for himself."
" I don't see how anybody can know that," I told

her ;
and I added that it did not seem to me to be the

town's business if it were true.

" She tells everybody he gave her the jewelry,"

Aunt Naomi responded ;

" and the dresses she 's had

made since she was married. She hadn't anything
herself. The Watsons say she was real poor."

" The marriage was so sudden," I said,
" that very

likely she had n't time to get her wedding outfit. At
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any rate, Aunt Naomi, I don't see what you and I

have to do with her clothes."

The dear old gossip went on wagging her foot and

smiling with evident delight. *

" It 's the business of the neighbors that she 's sure

to ruin her husband if she keeps on with her extrava-

gance, is n't it ? Besides, she wears her clothes to

have them talked about. She talks about them
herself."

" A few dresses won't ruin her husband," I pro-
tested.

" She has one hired girl now, and she 's talking of a

second," Aunt Naomi went on, unshaken. " Did you
ever hear of such foolishness ?

'

I reminded her that I had two maids myself.
"
Oh, you," she returned ;

" that 's different. I

hope you don't put her on a level with real folks, do

you?'"_
I tried to treat the whole matter as if it were of

no consequence, and I did stop the talk here ; but

secretly I am troubled. George has very little aside

from what he earns in his profession, and he might

easily run behind if his wife is really extravagant.
He needs a woman to help him save.

June 6. Tomine delighted the family to-day by
her wonderful precocity in following with her eyes
the flight of a blue-bottle fly that buzzed about the

nursery. Such intelligence in one so young is held

by us women to betoken the most extraordinary pro-

mise. I communicated the important event to Mr.

Saychase, who came to call, and he could neither

take it gravely nor laugh at the absurdity of our

noticing so slight a thing. He seemed to be trying to
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find out how I wished him to look at it ; and as I was

divided between laughter and secret pride in baby he

could not get a sure clue. How dull the man is ; but

no doubt he is good. When piety and stupidity are

united, it is unfortunate that they should be made

prominent by being set high in spiritual places.

June 9. I have a good deal of sympathy with

Cain's question when he asked the Lord if he were his

brother's keeper. Of course his crime turned the

question in his case into a mere pitiful excuse, but

Cain was at least clever enough to take advantage of

a principle which must appeal to everybody. We
cannot be responsible for others when we have neither

authority nor control over them. It is one of the

hardest forms of duty, it seems to me, when we feel

that we ought to do our best, yet are practically sure

that in the end we can effect little or nothing. What
can I do to influence George's wife? Somehow we

seem to have no common ground to meet on. Father
(
\

used to say that people who do not speak the same

ethical language cannot communicate moral ideas to :

each other. This is rather a high-sounding way of

saying that Mrs. Weston and I cannot understand

each other when anything of real importance comes

up. It is of course as much my fault as hers, but I

really do not know how to help or change it. I

suppose there is a certain arrogance and self-right-

eousness in my feeling that I could direct her, but

I am certainly older and I believe I am wiser. Yet

I am not her keeper, and if to feel that I am not

involves me in the cowardice of Cain, I cannot help
it. I am ready to do anything I can do, but what is

there?
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June 11. Still it is George's wife. I dare say
a good deal of talk has been circulating, and I have

not heard it. I have been so occupied with graver
matters ever since George was married that I have

seen few people, and have paid little heed to the vil-

lage talk. To-day old lady Andrews said her say.

She began by reminding me of the conversation we
had had in regard to calling on the bride.

" I am glad we did it, Ruth," she went on. " It

puts us in the right whatever happens ; but she will

not do. I shall never ask her to my house."

I could say nothing. I knew she was right, but

I was so sorry for George.
" She is vulgar, Ruth," the sweet old voice went

on. " She called a second time on me yesterday, and

I 've been only once to see her. She said a good deal

about it 's being the duty of us she said '

us,' my
dear, to wake up this sleepy old place. I told her

that, personally, since she was good enough to in-

clude me with herself, I preferred the town as it had

been."

I fairly laughed out at the idea of old lady An-

drews' delivering this with well-bred sweetness, and I

wondered how far Mrs. Weston perceived the sar-

casm.
" Did she understand ?

'

I asked.
" About half, I think, my dear. She saw she had

made a mistake, but I doubt if she quite knew what

it was. She was uneasy, and said she thought those

who had a chance ought to make things more lively."

I asked if Mrs. Weston gave any definite idea how
this liveliness was to be secured.

" Not very clearly," was the answer. " She said

something about hoping soon to have a larger house
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so she could entertain properly. Her dress was dread-

fully showy, according to my old-fashioned notions.

I am afraid we are too slow for her, my dear. She

will have to make a more modern society for her-

self."

And so the social doom of George's wife is written,

as far as I can see. I can if I choose ask people to

meet her, but that will do her little good when they
have looked her over and given her up. They will

come to my house to meet anybody I select, but they
will not invite her in their turn. It is a pity social

distinctions should count for so much
; but in Tusk-

amuck they certainly do.

June 12. Mr. Saychase called again this afternoon.

He is so thin and so pale that it is always my in-

clination to have Hannah bring him something to eat

at once. To-day he had an especially nervous air,

and I tried in vain to set him at his ease. I fear he

may have taken it into his head to try to bring me
into the church. He did not, it is true, say anything

directly about religion, but he had an air of having

something very important in reserve which he was not

yet ready to speak of. He talked about the church

work as if he expected me to be interested. He would

not have come so soon again if he did not have some

particular object.

It is a pity anything so noble as religion should

so often have weak men to represent it. What is

good in religion they do not fairly stand for, and what
is undesirable they somehow make more evident. If

superstition is to be a help, it must appeal to the best

feelings, and a weak priest touches only the weaker

side of character. One is not able to receive him on
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his merits as a man, but has to excuse him in the

name of his devotion to religion.

Still, Mr. Saychase is a good man, and he means

well with whatever strength of mind nature endowed

him.

June 13. Tom came to-day to see baby, not that

he paid much attention to her when he saw her. It

amuses me to find how jealous I am getting for Tom-

ine, and anxious she shall be treated with deference.

I see myself rapidly growing into a hen-with-one-

chicken attitude of mind, but I do not know how
it is to be helped. I exhibited baby this afternoon

with as much pride and as much desire that she should

be admired as if she had been my veriest own, so it

was no wonder that Tom laughed at me.

He was very grave when he came, but little by
little the fun-loving sparkle came into his eyes and a

smile grew on his face.

" You 'd make a first rate saleswoman, Ruth," he

said,
"

if you could show off goods as well as you do

babies."

I suppose I can never meet Tom again with the

easy freedom we used to feel, especially with baby to

remind us ; but we have been good friends so kmg
that it is a great comfort to feel something of the old

comradeship to be still possible.

Tom was so awkward about baby, so unwilling to

touch her, that I offered to put her into his arms.

Then he suddenly grew brave.
"
Don't, Ruth," he said. " It hurts you that I can't

care for the baby, but I can't. Perhaps I shall some-

time."

I took Thomasine away without a word, and gave
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her to Eosa in the nursery. When I came back to

the parlor Tom was in his favorite position before the

window. He wheeled round suddenly when he heard

me.
" You are not angry, Ruth ?

" he asked.,
"
No, Tom," I answered ;

"
only sorry."

I sat down and took up my sewing, while he walked

about the room. He stopped in front of me after a

moment.
" I wanted to tell you, Ruth," he said,

" that I am
not going back to New York."

I looked at him questioningly, and waited.
" I had really a good opening there," he went on ;

" but I thought I ought not to take it."

I asked him why.
" I '11 be hanged if I quite know," he responded ex-

plosively.
" I suppose it 's part obstinacy that makes

me too stubborn to run away from disgrace, and partly

it 's father. This thing has broken him terribly. I 'm

going to stay and help him out."

I know how Tom hates farming, and I held out my
hand to him and said so.

" I hate everything," he returned desperately ;

" but

it would n't be square to leave him now when he 's so

cut up on my account."

We were both of us, I am sure, too moved to have

much talk, and Tom did not stay long. He went off

rather abruptly, with hardly a good-by; but I think

I understood. I am glad he has the pluck to stand

by poor old Deacon Daniel
; but he must learn to be

fond of baby. That will be a comfort to him.

June 15. George seems to me to be almost beside

himself. I cannot comprehend what his wife is doing
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to him. She has apparently already come to realize

that she is not succeeding in Tuskamuck, and is de-

termined to conquer by display and showy ways of

living. She cannot know us very well if she supposes

that such means will do here.

Her latest move I find it hard to forgive her. I do

not understand how George can have done it, no mat-

ter how much she urged him ; but I am of course pro-

foundly ignorant how such a woman controls a man.

I am afraid one thing which made him attractive to

me was that he was so willing to be influenced, but

we see a man in a light entirely different when it

is another woman who shapes his life. What once

seemed a fine compliance takes on a strange appear-

ance of weakness when we are no longer the moving
force ;

but I think I do myself no more than justice

when I feel that at least I tried always to influence

George for his own good.

Poor Miss Charlotte came over directly after break-

fast this morning to tell me. She had been brooding

over it half the night, poor soul, and her eyes looked

actually withered with crying and lack of sleep.
" I know I exaggerate it," she kept saying,

" and of

course he did n't mean to insult me ; but to think

anybody dared to ask me to sell the house, the Kendall

house that our family has lived in for four genera-

tions ! It would have killed my father if he had

known I should live to come to this !

'

I tried to soothe her, and to make her believe that

in offering to buy her house George had thought only

of how much he admired it, and not at all of her feel-

ings, which he could not understand.O "

" Of course he could not understand my feelings,"

Miss Charlotte said, with a bitterness which I am sure
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was unconscious. " He never had a family, and I

ought to remember that."

She grew somewhat more calm as she unburdened

her heart. She told me George had praised the place,

and said how much he had always liked it. He con-

fessed that it was his wife who first suggested the

purchase : she wanted a house where she could enter-

tain and which would be of more importance than the

one in which she lived.

" He said," Miss Charlotte went on with a strange

mingling of pride and sorrow,
" his wife felt that the

house in itself would give any family social standing.
I don't know how pleased his wife would be if she

knew he told me, but he said it. He told me she

meant to have repairs and improvements. She must

feel as if she owned it already. He said she had an

iron dog stored somewhere that she meant to put on

the lawn. Think of it, Ruth, an iron dog on our old

lawn !

"

Then suddenly all the sorrow of her lot seemed to

overwhelm her at once, and she broke down com-

pletely. She sobbed so unrestrainedly and with so

complete an abandonment of herself to her grief that

I cried with her, even while I was trying to stop her

tears.

" It is n't just George Weston's coming to ask me
to sell the place," she said ;

"
it is all of it : it 's my

being so poor I can't keep up the name, and the

family's ending with me, and none of my kin even to

bury me. It 's all of the hurts I 've got from life,

Ruth ; and it 's growing so old I 've no strength any

longer to bear them. Oh, it 's having to keep on liv-

ing when I want to be dead !

'

I threw my arms about her, and kissed the tears
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from her wrinkled cheeks, though there were about as

many on my own.
"
Don't," I begged her,

"
don't, dear Miss Charlotte.

You break my heart ! We are all of us your kin, and

you know we love you dearly.
"

She returned my embrace convulsively, and tried to

check her sobbing.
" I know it 's cowardly," she got out brokenly.

" It 's cowardly and wicked. I never broke down so be-

fore. I won't, Ruth dear. Just give me a little time."

Dear Miss Charlotte ! I made her stay with me all

day ; and indeed she was in no condition to do any-

thing else. I got her to take a nap in the afternoon,

and when she went home she was once more her

own brave self. She said good-night with one of her

clumsy joking speeches.
"
Good-by, my dear," she said ;

" the next time I

come I '11 try not to be so much like the waterworks

girl that had a creek in her back and a cataract in

each eye."

She is always facetious when she does not quite

trust herself to be serious. And I, who do not dare

to trust myself to think about George and his wife,

had better stop writing.

June 17. Deacon Richards presented himself at

twilight, and found me sitting alone out on the door-

steps. I watched his tall figure coming up the drive-

way, bent with age a little, but still massive and vigor-

ous ; and somehow by the time he was near enough to

speak, I felt that I had caught his mood. He smiled

broadly as he greeted me.
" Where 's the baby ?

" he demanded. " I supposed
I should find you giving it its supper."
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" There is n't any
4
it

'

in this house," was my re-

tort ;

" and as for baby's supper, you are just as

ignorant as a man always is. Any woman would know
that babies are put to bed long before this."

He grinned down upon me from his height.
" How should I know what time it went to bed ?

'

he asked, with a laugh in his voice. " I never raised

a baby. I Ve come to talk about it, though."
" Look here, Deacon Daniel," I cried out, with

affected indignation,
" I will not have my baby called

'

it,' as if she were a stick or a stock !

'

He laughed outright at this ;
then at my invitation

sat down beside me. We were silent for a time, look-

ing at the color fading in the west, and the single star

swimming out of the purple as the sky changed into

gray. The frogs were working at their music with all

the persistence of a child strumming five-finger exer-

cises, but their noise only made the evening more

peaceful.
" How restful it is," I said to him at last ;

"
it al-

most makes one feel there can never be any fretting

again about anything."
Deacon Daniel did not answer for a moment, then

he said with the solemnity of one who seldom puts
sentiment into words,

" It is like the Twenty-third Psalm."

I simply assented, and then we were silent again,

until at last he moved as if he were waking himself,

and sighed. I always wonder whether somewhere in

the past Deacon Richards has had his romance, and

if so what it may have been. If he has, a night like

this might well bring it up to his memory. I am

glad if it comes to him with the peace of a psalm.
" Have you thought, Miss Ruth," the Deacon asked
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at length in the growing dark,
" what a responsibility

you are taking upon yourself in having that baby ?
'

It was like the dear old man to have considered me

and to look at the moral side of the question. He
wanted to help me, I could see ; and of course he

cannot understand how entirely religious one may be

without theology. I told him I had thought of it

very seriously ;
and it seemed to me sometimes that

it was more than I was equal to. But I added that

I could not help thinking I could do better by baby
than Mrs. Webbe.

" Mrs. Webbe is no sort of a woman to bring up a

child," he agreed. Then he added, with a shrewdness

that surprised me a little: "Babies have got to be

given baby-treatment as well as baby-food."
" Of course they have," was my reply.

" Babies

have a right to love as well as to milk, and poor little

Thomasine would get very little from her grand-

mother."

Deacon Daniel gave a contemptuous snort.

" That woman could n't really love anything," he

declared ;

" or if she did she 'd show it by being

hateful."

I said she certainly loved Tom.
"
Yes," he retorted ;

" and she 's nagged him to

death. For my part I can't more than half blame

Tom Webbe as I ought to, when I think of his having
had his mother to thorn him everlastingly."

" Then you do think it 's better for baby to be with

me than with her grandmother ?
'

I asked him.
" It 's a hundred times better, of course ; but I

wondered if you 'd thought of the responsibility of its

of her religious instruction."

We had come to the true kernel of the Deacon's
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errand. I really believe that in his mind was more

concern for me than for baby. He is always unhappy
that I am not in the fold of the church ; and I fancy
that more or less consciously he was making of Thom-

asine an excuse for an attempt to reach me. It is not

difficult to understand his feeling. Mother used to

affirm that believers are anxious to proselyte because

they cannot bear to have anybody refuse to acknow-

ledge that they are right. This is not, I am sure, the

whole of it. Of course no human being likes to be

thought wrong, especially on a thing which, like reli-

gion, cannot be proved ; but there is a good deal of

genuine love in the attempt of a man like Deacon

Daniel to convert an unbeliever. He is really grieved
for me, and I would do anything short of actual dis-

honesty to make him suppose that I believed as he

would have me. I should so like him to be happy
about my eternal welfare. When the future does not

in the least trouble me, it seems such a pity that he

should be disturbed.

I told him to-night I should not give baby what

he would call religious instruction, but I should never

interfere if others should teach her, if they made what

is good attractive.

" But you would tell her that religion is n't true,"

he objected.
"
Oh, no ;

'

I answered. " I should have to be

honest, and tell her if she asked that I don't believe

we know anything about another life ; but of course

as far as living in this one goes I should n't disagree
with religion."

He tried to argue with me, but I entirely refused

to be led on.
" Deacon Daniel," I told him,

" I know it is all
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in your kindness for me that you would talk, but I

refuse to have this beautiful summer evening wasted

on theology. You could n't convince me, and I don't

in the least care about convincing you. I am en-

tirely content that you should believe your way, and

I am entirely satisfied with mine. Now I want to

talk with you about our having a reading-room next

winter."

So I got him to another subject, and what is better

I think I really interested him in my scheme of open-

ing a free library. If we can once get that to work-

ing it will be a great help to the young men and boys.
" The time seems to have come in human develop-

ment," I remember Father's saying not long before he

died,
" when men must be controlled by the broaden-

ing instead of by the narrowing of their minds."

June 18. I have been considering why it is that I

have had so much said to me this spring about reli-

gion. People have not been in the habit of talking

to me about it much. They have come to let me go

my own way. I suppose the fact of Mother's death

has brought home to them that I do not think in

their way. How a consistent and narrow man can

look at the situation I have had a painful illustration

in Mr. Thurston. If Kathie had not pushed him into

a corner by asking him about Mother, I doubt if he

could have gone to the length he did ;
but after all

any really consistent believer must take the view that

I am doomed to eternal perdition. I am convinced

that few really do believe anything of the sort, but

they think that they do, and so baby and I have been

a centre of religious interest.

Another phase of this interest has shown itself in



JUNE 183

Mr. Saychase's desire to baptize Thomasine. I won-

der if I had better put my preferences in my pocket,

and let the thing be done. It offends my sense of

right that a human being should have solemn vows

made for her before she can have any notions of what

all this means ; but if one looks at the whole as sim-

ply promises on the part of adults that they will try
to have the child believe certain things and follow

certain good ways of living, there is no great harm in

it. I suppose Deacon Webbe and his wife would be

pleased. I will let Tom decide the matter.

June 21. I met Tom in the street to-day, and he

absolutely refuses to have baby christened.
" I '11 have no mummeries over any child of mine,"

he declared. " I 've had enough of that humbug to

last me a lifetime."

I could not help saying I wished he were not so

bitter.

" I can't help it, Ruth," was his retort. " I am
bitter. I 've been banged over the head with religion

ever since I was born, and told that I was ' a child of

the covenant
'

till I hate the very thought of the whole

business. Whatever you do, don't give anybody the

right to twit Thomasine with being
' a child of the

covenant.' She has enough to bear in being the child

of her parents."
"
Don't, Tom," I begged him. " You hurt me."

Without thinking what I did I put my hand on his

arm. He brushed it lightly with his fingers, looking
at it in a way that almost brought tears to my eyes.
I took it off quickly, but I could not face him, and I

got away at once. Poor Tom ! He is so lonely and

so faithful. I am so sorry that he will keep on caring
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for me like that. No woman is really good enough
not to tremble at the thought of absorbing the devo-

tion of a strong man ; and it seems wicked that I

should not love Tom.

June 25. The rose I transplanted to Mother's

grave is really, I believe, going to bloom this very
summer. I am glad the blossoms on Father's should

have an echo on hers.

June 29. Babies and diaries do not seem to go

very well together. There is no tangible reason why
I should not write after the small person is asleep, for

that is the time I have generally taken ; but the fact

is I sit working upon some of Tomine's tiny belong-

ings, or now and then sit in the dark and think about

her. My journal has been a good friend, but I am
afraid its nose is out of joint. Baby has taken its

place. I begin to see 1 made this book a sort of

safety-valve for poor spirits and general restlessness.

Now I have this sweet human interest in my life I

do not need to resort to pen and ink for companion-

ship. The dear little rosy image of Thomasine is

with me all the time I seem to be sitting alone.

June 30. Last night I felt as if I was done with

relieving my mind by writing in an unresponsive

journal ; to-night I feel as if I must have just this

outlet to my feelings. Last night I thought of baby ;

to-night I am troubled about her father.o
I saw Tom this afternoon at work in the hayfield,

looking so brown and so handsome that it was a plea-

sure to see him. He had the look of a man who finds

work just the remedy for heart-soreness, and I was
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happy in thinking he was getting into tune with whole-

some life. I was so pleased that I took the footpath

across the field as a mere excuse to speak to him, and

I thought he would have been glad to see me. I came

almost up to him before he would notice me, although
I think he must have seen me long before. He took off

his hat as I came close to him, and wiped his forehead.
"
Tom," I said at once,

" I came this way just to

say how glad I am to see you look as if you were

getting contented with your work. You were work-

ing with such a will."

I do not know that it was a tactful speech, but I

was entirely unprepared for the shadow which came
over his face.

" I was trying to get so completely tired out that I

should sleep like a log to-night," he answered.

Before anything else could be said Deacon Daniel

came up, and the talk for the rest was of the weather,
and the hay, and nothings. I came away as sad as I

had before been pleased. I can understand that Tom
is sore in his heart. He is dominant, and his life is

made up of things which he hates ; he is ambitious,
and he is fond of pleasure. He has no pleasure, and

he can see nothing before him but staying on with

his father. It is true enough that it is his own fault.

He has never been willing to stick to work, and the

keenest of his regrets must be about his own ill-

doing. He is so generous, however, and so manly and
kind that I cannot bear to see him grow hard and sad

and bitter. Yet what can I do to help it ? Certainly
this is another case for asking if I am my brother's

keeper. I am afraid that I was resigned not to be

the keeper of Mrs. Weston, but with Tom it is differ-

ent. Poor Tom !
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JULY

JULY 2. Thomasine is legally my daughter. It

gives me an odd feeling to find myself really a parent.

George and Tom met here this forenoon with the pa-

pers, and all necessary formalities were gone through
with. It was not a comfortable time for any of us, I

fancy ; and I must own that George acted strangely.

He was out of spirits, and was but barely civil to Tom.
He has never liked the idea of my having Thomasine,
and has tried two or three times to persuade me to

give her up. I have refused to discuss the question
with him, because it was really settled already. To-

day he came before Tom, and made one more protest.
" You can keep the child if you are so determined,"

he said,
"
though why you should want to I can't con-

ceive ; but why need you adopt it ? It has n't any
claim on you."

I told him that she had the claim that I loved her

dearly. He looked at me with an expression more un-

kind than I had ever seen in his face.

"How much is it for her father's sake?" he burst

out.

The words, offensive as they were, were less so than

the manner.
" A good deal," I answered him soberly.

" I have

been his friend from the time we were both children."

He moved in his chair uneasily.
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" Look here, Ruth," he said ;

"
you 've no occasion

to be offended because I hint at what everybody else

will say."

I asked what that was.

" You are angry," was his response.
" When you

put on your grand air it is no use to argue with you ;

but I 've made up niy mind to be plain. Everybody

says you took the baby because you are fond of him."

I could feel myself stiffening in manner with every

word, but I could not help it. I had certainly a right

to be offended ; but I tried to speak as naturally as I

could.
" I don't know, George," was my reply,

" what busi-

ness it is of everybody's ; and if it were, why should I

not be fond of Tom ?
'

He flushed and scowled, and got up from his seat.

"
Oh, if you take it that way," he answered,

" of

course there 's nothing more for me to say."

I was hurt and angry, but before anything more

could be said Rosa showed Tom in. He said good-

morning to George stiffly, but Tom is always instinc-

tively polite, I think. George had toward him an air

plainly unfriendly. I do not understand why George
should feel as he does about my adopting Thomasine,

but in any case he has no right to behave as he did.

I felt between the two men as if I were hardly able to

keep the peace, and as if on the slightest provocation,

George would fly out. It was absurd, of course, but

the air seemed to be full of unfriendliness.

" I suppose we need not be very long over busi-

ness," I said, trying with desperation to speak brightly.
" I 've been over the papers, Tom, and I can assure

you they are all right. I 'm something of a lawyer,

you know."
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George interposed, as stiffly as possible, that he

must urge me to have the instrument read aloud, in

order that I might realize what I was doing. I assured

him I knew perfectly what the paper was, even if it

were called an instrument.
" Ruth is entirely right," Tom put in emphatically.

" There is not the slightest need of dragging things

out."
" I can understand that you naturally would not

want any delay," George retorted sharply.

Tom turned and looked at him with an expression
which made George change color, but before anything
worse could be said, I hurried to ask Tom to ring for

Rosa to act as a witness. I looked in my turn at

George, and I think he understood how indignant I

was.
" It 's outrageous for you to burden yourself with

his brat," George muttered under his breath as Tom
went across the room to the bell-rope.

" You forget that you are speaking of my daughter,"
I answered him, with the most lofty air I could man-

age to assume.

He turned on his heel with an angry exclamation,

and no more objections were made. George never

showed me this unpleasant side of his character before

in all the years I have known him. For the moment

he behaved like a cad, like nothing else than a cad.

Something very serious must have been troubling him.

He must have been completely unstrung before he

could be so disagreeable.

Rosa came in, and the signing was done. After the

business was finished George lingered as if he wished

to speak with me. Very likely he wished to apologize,

but my nerves were not in tune for more talk with
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him, and in any case it was better to ignore all that

had been unpleasant.
" You have no more business, have you, George ?

'

I asked him directly.
" Tom of course will want to

see the daughter he has given away. I did n't let him

see her first for fear he 'd refuse to part with her."

George had no excuse for staying after that, and he

was just leaving the room when Rosa reappeared with

Tomine. The darling looked like a cherub, and was

in a mood truly angelic. George scowled at her as if

the dear little thing had done him some wrong, and

hurried away. I do not understand how he could

resist my darling, or why he should feel so about

her. It is, I suppose, friendship for me ; but he

should realize a little what a blessing baby is to my
lonely life.

Tom stood silent when Rosa took Thomasine up to

him. He did not offer to touch the tiny pink face, and

I could fancy how many thoughts must go through his

mind as he looked. While he might not regret the

dead woman, indeed, while he could hardly be other

than glad that Julia was not alive, he must have some

feeling about her which goes very deep. I should think

any man who was not wholly hard must have some

tenderness toward the mother of his child, no matter

who or what she was. It moves even me, to think

of such a feeling ; and I could not look at Tom as

he stood there with the living child to remind him of

the dead mother.

It seemed a long time that he looked at baby, and

we were all as quiet as if we had been at prayer.
Then Tom of his own accord kissed Tomine. He has

never done it before except as I have asked him. He
came over to me and held out his hand.
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" I must go back to haying," he said. Then he held

my hand a minute, and looked into my eyes.
" Make

her as much like yourself as you can, Ruth," he added ;

" and God bless you."
The tears came into my eyes at his tone, and blinded

me. Before I could see clearly, he was gone. I hope
he understood that I appreciated the generosity of his

words.

July 3. I am troubled by the thought of yesterday.

George went away so evidently out of sympathy with

what I had done, and very likely thinking I was un-

friendly, that it seems almost as if I had really been

unkind. I must do something to show him that I am
the same as ever. Perhaps the best thing will be to

have his wife to tea. My mourning has prevented my
doing anything for them, and secretly, I am ashamed

to say, this has been a relief. I can ask them quietly,

however, without other guests.

July 8. I feel a little as if I had been shaken up by
an earthquake, but I am apparently all here and un-

hurt. Day before yesterday Cousin Mehitable de-

scended upon me in the wake of her usual telegram,

determined to bear me away to Europe, despite, as

she said, all the babies that ever were born. She had

arranged my passage, fixed the date, engaged state-

rooms, and cabled for a courier-maid to meet us at

Southampton ; and now I had, she insisted, broken

up all her arrangements.
" It 's completely ungrateful, Ruth," she declared.

" Here I have been slaving to have everything ready
so the trip would go smoothly for you. I 've done

absolutely every earthly thing that I could think of,
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and now you won't go. You 've no right to back out.

It 's treating me in a way I never was treated in my
whole life. It 's simply outrageous."

I attempted to remind her that she had been told of

my decision to stay at home long before she had made

any of her arrangements ; but she refused to listen.

" I could bear it better," she went on, "if you had

any decent excuse ; but it 's nothing but that baby. I

must say I think it 's a pretty severe reflection on me
when you throw me over for any stray baby that hap-

pens to turn up."
I tried again to put in a protest, but the tide of

Cousin Mehitable's indignation is not easily stemmed.
" To think of your turning Cousin Horace's house

into a foundling hospital !

"
she exclaimed. " Why

don't you put up a sign ? Twenty babies would n't

be any worse than one, and you 'd be able to make
a martyr of yourself to some purpose. Oh, I 've no

patience with you !

'

I laughed, and assured her that there was no sort

of doubt of the truth of her last statement ; so then

she changed her tone and begged me not to be so

obstinate.

Of course I could not yield, for I cannot desert

baby ; and in the end Cousin Mehitable was forced

to give me up as incorrigible. Then she declared

I should not triumph over her, and she would have

me know that there were two people ready and just

dying to take my place. I knew she could easily find

somebody.
The awkward thing about this visit was that Cousin

Mehitable should be here just when I had asked

the Westons to tea. I always have a late dinner for

Cousin Mehitable, although Hannah regards such a
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perversion of the usual order of meals as little less

than immoral ; and so George and his wife found a

more ceremonious repast than I had intended. I should

have liked better to have things in their usual order,

for I feared lest Mrs. Weston might not be entirely at

her ease. I confess I had not supposed she might
think I was endeavoring to impress her with my style

of living until she let it out so plainly that I could

not by any possibility mistake her meaning. She

evidently wished me to know that she saw through my
device ; and of course I made no explanations.

It was an uncomfortable meal. Cousin Mehitable

refused to be conciliating. She examined the bride

through her lorgnette, and I could see that Mrs.

Weston was angered while she was apparently fasci-

nated. George was taciturn, and I could not make

things go smoothly, though I tried with all my might.

By the time the guests went, I felt that my nerves were

fiddlestrings.
"
Well," Cousin Mehitable pronounced, as soon as

the door had closed behind them,
" of all the dowdy

frumps I ever saw, she is the worst. I never saw

anybody so overdressed."
" She was overdressed," I assented ;

" but you be-

haved horribly. You frightened her into complete

shyness."
"
Shyness ! Humph !

' was her response.
" She

has no more shyness than a brass monkey. That 's

vulgar, of course, Ruth. I meant it to be to match

the subject."
I put in a weak defense of Mrs. Weston, although

I honestly do find her a most unsatisfactory person.

She is self-conscious, and somehow she does not seem

to me to be very frank. Very likely, moreover, she
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had been disconcerted by the too evident snubs of my
unmanageable cousin.

"If I snubbed her," was the uncompromising re-

joinder with which a suggestion of this sort was met,
" I 'm sure I am not ashamed of it. To think of her

saying that you evidently wanted to show Tuskamuck

how to do things in style ! Does she think any person
with style would let her into the house ?

'

I thanked her for the compliment to me.
"
Oh, bother !

'

she retorted. " You are only a

goose, with no sense at all. To think you once

thought of marrying that country booby yourself !

'

I was too much hurt to reply, and probably my
face showed my feeling, for Cousin Mehitable burst

into a laugh.
" You need n't look so grumpy about it," she cried.

" All 's well that ends well. You 're safely out of that,

thank heaven !

'

I felt that loyalty to George required that I should

protest, but she interrupted me.
" Don't be a humbug, Ruth," she said ;

" and for

pity's sake don't be such a fool as to try to humbug
yourself. You 're not a sentimental schoolgirl to

moon after a man, especially when he 's shown what

his taste is by taking up with such a horror as Mrs.

Weston."
" I am fond of him," I asserted, stubbornly enough.
She seized me by the shoulders, and looked with

her quick black eyes into mine so that I felt as if

she could see down to my very toes.

" Can you look me in the face, Ruth Privet, and tell

me you really care for a man who could marry that ig-

norant, vulgar, dowdy woman just for her pretty face ?

Can you fool yourself into thinking that you have n't
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had a lucky escape from a man that 's in every way

your inferior ? You know you have ! Why, can yon

honestly think now for a moment of marrying him

without feeling your backbone all gooseflesh ?
'

Fortunately she did not insist upon my answering

her, but shook me and let me go. I doubt if I could

have borne to have her press her questions. I was

suddenly conscious that George has changed or that

my idea of him has altered ; and that if he were

still single, I could not marry him under any circum-

stances.

Cousin Mehitable went home this morning, but her

talk has been in my mind all day.

It comes over me that I have lost more than George.
His loving another did not deprive me of the power
or the right to love him, and his marriage simply set

him away from my life. In some other life, if there

be one, I might have always been sure he would come

back to me. I cannot help knowing I fed his higher

nature, and I helped him to grow, while his wife ap-

peals to something lower, even if it is more natural

and human. I felt that in some other possible exist-

ence he would see more clearly, and she would no

longer satisfy him. Now I begin to feel that I have

lost more than I knew. I have lost not only him, but

I have lost no, I cannot have lost my love for him.

It is only that to-night I am foolish. It is rainy,

dreary, hopeless ; and seeing Mrs. Weston through
Cousin Mehitable's eyes has put things all askew.

Yet why not put it down fearlessly, since I have

begun? If I am to write at all it should be the

truth. I am beginning to see that the man I loved

was not George Weston so much as a creature I

conjured up in his image. I see him now in a colder,
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a more sane light, and I find that I am not looking

at the man who filled my heart and thought. He
has somehow changed. This would be a comfort to

some, I suppose. I see now how Mother felt about

him. She never thought him what he seemed to me,

and she always believed that sooner or later I should

be disappointed in him. I should not have been dis-

appointed if I had married him I think ! Yet now
I see how he is under the influence of his wife

But no, it is not her influence only ; I see him now, I

fear, as he is when he is free to act his true self,

unmoved by the desire to be what I would have had

him. He was influenced by me. I knew it from the

very first, and I see with shame how proud of it I

was. Yet it gave me a chance to help him, to grow
with him, to feel that we were together developing
and advancing. Oh, dear, how cold and superior,

and conceited it sounds now it is on paper ! It truly

was not that I thought I was above him
; but it is

surely the part of a woman to inspire her lover and

to grow into something better with him. Now it

seems as if whatever George did he did for me, and

not because of any inner love for growth. He ap-

pears now less worthy by just so much as what he

was seems to me higher than what he is. I have lost

what he was. It is cruel that I cannot find the George
I cared for. It is hard to believe he existed only in

my mind.

July 9. I have been reading over what I wrote last

night. It troubles me, and it has a most self-righteous

flavor
;
but I cannot see that it is not true. It troubles

me because it is true. I remember that I wondered

when George tired of me if the same would have
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come about if we had married. Am I so changeable
that if I had been his wife I should have tried him

by my severe standards, and then judged him unwor-

thy ? I begin to think the Pharisees were modest and

self-distrustful as compared to self-righteous me. It

is terribly puzzling. If I were his wife I should

surely feel that my highest duty was to help him, to

bring out whatever is best in him. I think I should

have been too absorbed in this ever to have discovered

that I was idealizing him. Now I am far enough away
from him to see him clearly. The worse part of him

has come out
; and very likely I am not above a weak

feminine jealousy which makes me incapable of doing
him justice. I believe if I had been his wife I might
have kept him Yet he was already tired of niy
influence !

Such speculations are pretty unprofitable work.

The only thing to keep in mind now is that he is my
friend, and that it is for me to do still whatever I can

for him. I confess that Cousin Mehitable is right. I

am no longer sorry I did not marry George, but I still

care for him sincerely, and mean to serve him in every

way possible.

July 12. Miss Charlotte came in this morning
while I was playing with Tomine, and hailed me as a

mother in Israel. She is a great admirer of baby,
but she declines to touch her.

" I 'm too big and too rough," she says.
" I know

I should drop her or break her, or forget she is n't a

plant, and go to snipping her with my pruning-shears.

You'd better keep her. You 've the motherly way
with vou."

tu

It must please any woman to be told that she has
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the motherly way, and just now I certainly need it.

Miss Charlotte came to talk with me about Kathie.

The poor child has been growing more and more

morbid all summer, and I do not see what is to be

done for her. I have tried to comfort and help her,

but as her troubles are religious I am all but helpless.

Miss Charlotte went over the Cove yesterday on one

of her roving tramps in the woods,
" bushwhack-

ing," as she calls it, and found Kathie roaming
about in Elder's Cut-down, wringing her hands and

crying aloud like a mad thing.
" You can't tell what a start it gave me, Ruth," she

said. " I heard her, and I thought of wild beasts

and wild Indians, and all sorts of horrors. Then

when I saw her, I did n't know her at first. Her hair

was all tousled up, and she wrung her hands in the

craziest way."
" Did you speak to her ?

"
I asked.

" I could n't. She ran away as soon as I called to

her. She '11 end in a lunatic asylum if you don't get
hold of her."

I could only shake my head.

"What can I do, Miss Charlotte?" I asked her.
" The trouble is she is half crazy about sin and judg-

ment, and things of that sort that I don't even be-

lieve in at all. What can I say ? You don't want

me to tell her her father's religion is a mistake, I sup-

pose."

Miss Charlotte smiled serenely, and regarded me
with a look of much sweet kindliness.

" You 're a fearful heathen, Ruth," was her re-

sponse,
" but you have a fine wheedling way with you.

Could n't you persuade her she 's too young to think

about such things ?
'
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" I 've tried something of the kind, but she says she

is not too young to die. She is like a child out of an

old memoir. She is n't of our time at all. We read

of that sort of a girl, but I supposed they all died

a hundred years ago."
" I doubt if there ever were such girls," Miss Char-

lotte returned with candor
;

"
except once in a very

great while. I think the girls of the memoirs were

very much like the rest of us most of the time.

They probably had spells of being like Kathie. The
difference is that she is at boiling point all the time."

" Of course it 's her father," I said thoughtfully.
"
Yes," she assented. " He 's such a rampant

Methodist."

I could not help the shadow of a smile, and when
she saw it Miss Charlotte could no more help smiling
in her turn.

" Of course you think it's a case of the pot's call-

ing the kettle black," she said,
" but the Methodists

do make such a business of frightening folks out of

their wits. We don't do that."

I let this pass, and asked if she could n't make some

practical suggestion for the treatment of Kathie.
" I can't tell you how to dilute her Methodism," she

returned with a shrewd twinkle in her eye. "You
must know the way better than I do."

I am troubled and perplexed. I have so many
times wondered what I ought to do about talking
to Kathie. I have always felt that the fact her fa-

ther trusted her with me put me on my honor not to

say things to her of which he would not approve. It

seemed unwise, too, for the child to have any more

turmoil in her brain than is there already ; and I

know that to make her doubt would be to drive her
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half distracted. The question is whether she has not

really begun to doubt already, and needs to be helped
to think fearlessly. She is a strange survival from

another century. Our grandmothers used to ago-

nize over sin, it is claimed, although I think Miss

Charlotte is probably right when she says they were

after all a good deal like us. At any rate they were

brought up to dread eternal punishment, but it is

astonishing to find anybody now who receives this as

anything but a theory. Belief in the old creeds would

seem impossible in these days except in a conventional

and remote fashion ; and yet Kathie takes it all with

the desperation of two hundred years ago. If she

were to listen to a suggestion of using her creed less

like a hair-shirt, she would feel she had committed

an appalling transgression. She is only a baby after

all, and heaven knows what business she has with

creeds anyway. I would as soon think of giving Tom-
ine dynamite bombs to play with.

I said something of this sort to Miss Charlotte, and

she agreed with me that Kathie ought not to brood

over theologic questions, but she thought even a child

ought, as she put it, instinctively falling into the con-

ventional phraseology of the church, to make her peace
with God. I am so glad that nobody ever put it into

my childish head that I could ever be at war with

God.

Peter has made a leap to the table, and set his foot

on my wet writing. Evidently he thinks it foolish to

waste time in this sort of scribbling ; but I do wish I

knew what I can do and what I ought to do.

July 15. Deacon Daniel Webbe came this after-

noon to see his granddaughter. Mrs. Webbe had
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forbidden him, I was about to write, but perhaps that

is not fair. He only said she thought he had bet-

ter not come, and he tried clumsily to hint that he

hoped I would not betray him. It was touching to

see him, he was so much moved by the beauty and the

daintiness of baby, and by all the thoughts he must

have had about Tom. He said little, only that he

spoke with a good deal of feeling of how good it is in

Tom to stay at home and take charge of the farm ;

but tears were in his patient eyes, and he looked at

Tomine with a glance so pathetic that I had to go

away to wipe my own.

I find that having baby here naturally keeps my
thoughts a good deal on Tom and his possible future.

I can't help the feeling that I owe him some sort of

reparation for the devotion he has given me all these

years. Surely a woman owes a man something for

his caring for her so, even if she cannot feel in the

same way toward him. Tom has always been a part
of my life. We were boy and girl together long be-

fore I knew George. When the Westons moved here,

I must have been ten or twelve years old ; and I never

knew George until Father took him into the office.

It was the winter Father had first been ill, and he had

to have an assistant at once. I remember perfectly

the excellent reports Father got from some office in

Boston where George had been, and these decided

him. He had been inclined not to like George at the

beginning. I think I first became interested in George

through defending him.

George always seemed rather to prefer that I should

not know his people, and this struck me as strange.

The less admirable they were the more Tom would

have insisted upon my knowing them. Dear old
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Tom ! How many times he has told me of his own

faults, and never of his good deeds. He is certainly

one of the most stubbornly honest creatures alive.

Tom and George are about as different as two mor-

tals could be. George has very little of Tom's frank-

ness, and he has not much of Tom's independence.
Father used to declare that George would always be

led by a woman, but would never own it to himself.

I wonder if this is true. He is being led now by his

wife, I fancy, though, he has no idea of such a thing.

Tom would lead wherever he was.

I have rambled far enough away from Deacon

Daniel and the baby. I do hope Tomine will have her

father's honesty. If she have that, other things may
be got over. Deacon Daniel spoke of her having her

father's eyes, and she could hardly have Tom's eyes
and not be straightforward.

July 20. Mr. Saychase has taken to frequent pas-

toral visitations of late. He probably feels now that

the moral welfare of baby is involved he must be espe-

cially active. I wish he did not bore me so, for he

comes often, and I do wish to be friendly.

To-night he seemed rather oddly interested in my
plans for the future.

" I hope that you mean to remain in Tuskamuck,"
he said. " Some folks think you are likely to move
to Boston."

I told him that I had no such intention, and re-

minded him that baby made a new bond between me
and the place.

"
Oh, the baby," he responded, it seemed to me

rather blankly. "You mean, I presume, that you

contemplate keeping the infant."
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"
Keeping her ?

'

I responded.
"
Why, I have

adopted her."
" I heard so," Mr. Saychase admitted

;

" but I

did not credit the report. I suppose you will place
her in some sort of a home."

"
Yes," I answered ;

" in my home."

He flushed a little, and as he was my guest I set

myself to put him at his ease. But I should like to

understand why everybody is so determined that

Tomine shall be sent to a " Home."

July 21. I went to see old lady Andrews to-day.

She was as sweet and dear as ever, and as immaculate

as if she had just been taken out of rose-leaves and

lavender. She never has a hair of her white curls

out of place, and her cheeks are at seventy-five pinker
than mine. I like to see her in her own house, for

she seems to belong to the time of the antique furni-

ture, so entirely is she in harmony with it. I get a

fresh sense of virtue every time I look at her beau-

tiful old laces. I wonder if the old masters ever

painted angels in thread laces
;

if not it was a great

oversight. Dear old lady Andrews, she has had

enough sorrow in her life to embitter any common
mortal ; her husband, her two sons, and her near kin

are all dead before her ; but she is too sweet and fine

to degenerate. When sorrow does not sour, how it

softens and ennobles.

Old lady Andrews was greatly interested about

baby, and we gossiped of her in a delightful way for

half an hour.
" It pleases me very much, Ruth," she said at last,

" to see how motherly you are. I never had any doubt

about you at all except that I wondered whether you
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could really mother a baby. I knew you would love

it, and be kind, of course ; but babies ought to have

motherliness if they are really to thrive."

I flushed with pleasure, and asked if she meant that

she had thought me cut out for an old maid.
" If I did," she answered, with that smile of hers

which always makes me want to kiss her on the spot,
" I shall never think so again. You 've the genuine
mother-instinct.

' '

She looked at me a moment as if questioning with

herself.

" The truth is," she went on, as if she had made up
her mind to say the whole,

"
you have been for years

making an intellectual interest do instead of real love,

and of course your manner showed it."

I could not ask her what she meant, though I only
half understood, and I wished to hear more. She

grew suddenly more serious, and spoke in a lower

tone.
"
Ruth," she asked,

" I am an old woman, and I am
fond of you. May I say something that may sound

impertinent ?
'

Of course I told her she might say anything, and

that I knew she could not be impertinent. I could

not think what was coming. She leaned forward, and

put her thin hand on mine, the little Tennant hand

with its old-fashioned rings.
" It is just this, Ruth. Be careful whom you

marry. I 'm so afraid you '11 marry somebody out of

charity. At least don't think of being a parson's
wife."

"A parson's wife?" I echoed stupidly, not in the

least seeing what she meant.
" That would be worse than to take up with the
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prodigal son," she added, not heeding my interroga-
tion ;

"
though it does seern to me, my dear, that you

are too good to be just served up like a fatted calf in

honor of his return."

I stared at her with bewilderment so complete that

she burst into a soft laugh, as mellow as her old laces.

" I am speaking parables, of course, and it 's no

matter now about the prodigal. I only wanted to sug-

gest that you are not just the wife for Mr. Saychase,
and "

" Mr. Saychase !

'

I burst out, interrupting her, I

think, for the first time in my life.
"
Why, who ever

thought of anything so preposterous ?
'

"
Oh, you innocent !

"
she laughed.

" I knew you 'd

be the last one to see it, and I wanted to warn you so

that he need not take you entirely by surprise. He is

my pastor, and a very good man in his way ; but he

is n't our kind, my dear."

I sat staring at her in a sort of daze, while I sud-

denly remembered how much Mr. Saychase has been

to see me lately, and how self-conscious he has seemed

sometimes. I had not a word to say, even in protest,

and old lady Andrews having, I suppose, accom-

plished all she wished in warning me, dropped the

subject entirely, and turned back to Thomasine's

doings and welfare.

The idea that Mr. Saychase has been thinking of me
as a possible helpmate is certainly ludicrous. I be-

lieve thoroughly any girl should " thank heaven, fast-

ing, for a good man's love," but in this case I do

not see how love comes into the question at all. I can-

not help feeling that he would intellectually be the sort

of a husband to put into a quart-pot, there to bid him

drum, and at least he will lose no sleep from a blighted
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passion for me. Certainly I should be intellectually

starved if I had to live with him. He is not naturally

a man of much power of thinking, I suppose, and he

has never cultivated the habit. One cannot help

seeing that whatever his original capabilities they
have been spoiled by his profession. A minister,

Father said to me once, must either be so spiritual

that his creed has no power to restrain him, or a poor

crippled thing, pathetic because the desire of rising

has made him hamper himself with vows. I think I

understand what he meant, and I am afraid Mr. Say-
chase is of the latter sort : a man who meant well,

and so pledged himself always to cling to the belief

the church had made for him, no matter what higher

light might come into his life. He is to be pitied,

though he would not understand why. He could

hardly care for anybody so far from his way of think-

ing as I am, so old lady Andrews cannot be right

there.

July 25. George is having his house enlarged.
Mrs. Weston is certainly energetic, with what is per-

haps a Western energy. She has been married only
about four months. George told me the other day
that he meant to make the house larger.

" Gertrude wants a bigger parlor," he explained,

rather ill at ease, I thought.
" The house is big

enough for me, but when a man has a wife things are

different."

There was a labored playfulness in his manner
which troubled me. He has bought a phaeton and

pony for her. I hope that he is not going beyond his

means. As for a larger parlor, I am afraid that Mrs.

Weston will have to fill it with rather odd people.
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July 27. Kathie has shown a new side to her char-

acter which troubles me. It is all, I suppose, part of

her morbid, unhinged condition, but it is unpleasant.

She has conceived a violent jealousy of baby. She

refuses to stay in the house if I have Thomasine with

me. This afternoon I had sent for her to come over

and stay to tea. She came in about five, with a wild

look in her eyes which she has almost all the time

now. She sat down without saying anything, and be-

gan to pull the roses in a bowl on the table to pieces,

scattering the petals on the floor.

I laughingly told her that she evidently thought
she was in the woods where roses grew wild and

there were no rugs. Instead of answering me, or

apologizing, she looked at me strangely, and for a

moment said nothing.
" Are you going to have baby brought down here

this afternoon?" she demanded at last.

I said Tomine was out with Rosa, but that I ex-

pected them in soon, as it was almost time for baby's

supper.
" Will she come in here ?

'

Kathie asked.
"
Oh, yes," was my reply.

" You will see her.

Never fear."
" Then I may as well go home now," observed this

astounding child, rising, and going deliberately toward

the door.
" What in the world do you mean ?

"
I cried out,

completely taken by astonishment.
" I never will stay in the room with her again,"

Kathie responded emphatically.
" I just hate her !'

I could only stare at her.
" You 're all taken up with her now," Kathie

continued. "You used to like me, but now it's all
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that baby. I 'm much obliged to you for inviting

ine to supper, but I can't stay any longer if she 's

coming."
If anybody could make me understand whether

Kathie is sane or not I should have more confidence

in attempting to deal with her. To-day I felt as if

I were dealing with a mad creature, and that it was

idle to try to do anything. It seemed to me it would

be a pity to treat the matter too seriously, and I tried

to act as if I thought she was merely joking. I

laughingly told her that the idea was one of the fun-

niest I ever heard, and that we must tell baby when
she came in, to see if we could make the small person

laugh. Kathie received my remarks with unmoved
seriousness.

" It is n't a joke at all, Miss Ruth," she said, with

an uncanny air which was most uncomfortable, but

which in some indefinable way gave me for the first

time in all my dealings with the girl a sort of hint

that she was partly acting.
" It is just my wicked

heart. I hate
'

I interrupted her briskly.
" Your wicked fiddlesticks, Kathie !

"
I said. " Don't

talk nonsense. What time has been settled on for the

church fair ?
'

She was so taken aback that she had no defense

ready, and after a sort of gasp of amazement she

answered my question, and said no more about her

wickedness. Baby came in with Rosa, and Kathie

behaved as usual, only I remember now that she did

not offer to touch Tomine. I went upstairs for a mo-

ment with Rosa and baby to see if everything was

right, and when I went back to the parlor my guest
had taken herself off. She had gone without her sup-
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per as she had said she should. I confess my first

feeling was that she needed to be soundly shaken
; but

after all when a child is morbidly wrong in her feel-

ings the particular way in which she shows it is not

of much consequence. Perhaps she had better be ex-

pending her distempered mood on jealousy of baby
than on religion. The question is what I had better

do ; and I confess I do not know how to answer it.

July 28. Mr. Saychase has made his .purpose and

his ideas entirely clear, and I wish I could think of

them with less inclination to laugh. If he could for

a single minute know how funny he was, it would do

him more good than anything I can think of as likely

to happen to him.

He came to call to-night, and so evident was his

air of excitement that even Rosa must have noticed

it
; she was all significant smiles when she ushered

him in. I tried to talk about commonplace things,

but could get practically no response. For half an

hour by the clock we went stumbling on with inter-

vals of silence vhen I could think of nothing except
that I must say something. At last he cleared his

throat with a manner so desperate and determined

that I knew something dreadful was coming.
" Miss Privet," he said,

" I thought I would men-

tion to you that I came to-night for a particular pur-

pose."

It came over me with a sickening sense that old

lady Andrews was right, and that it was too late to

stop him. I did make a desperate effort to interpose,

but he had at last got started, and would not be

stayed.

"You must have noticed," he went on, as if he
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were repeating a lesson,
" that I entertain a great re-

spect for your character."
"
Indeed, Mr. Saychase," I responded, with a laugh

which was principally nerves,
"
you evidently mean to

make me unbearably vain."
" That you could never be," he returned with an

air of gallantry I should not have thought him capable

of.
" Your modesty is one of your greatest charms."

The girl who can hear her modesty praised and not

be amused must be lacking in a sense of humor. I

laughed aloud before I realized what I was doing.

Then, as he looked hurt, I apologized humbly.
" It 's no matter," he said graciously ;

" of course

you would n't be modest if you knew how modest you
are."

This sounded so ambiguous and so like comic opera
that in spite of myself I laughed again.

"Come, Mr. Saychase," I begged him,
"
don't say

any more about my modesty, please. We '11 take it

for granted. Have you seen Aunt Naomi this week ?

She has had a little return of her bad cold."

"I came over to-night," he broke out explosively,

not in the least diverted by my question,
" to ask you

to marry me."

All I could do was to blurt out his name like an

awkward schoolgirl.
" I dare say you are surprised, Miss Ruth," he went

on, evidently relieved to have got the first plunge over

with,
" but that, as we were saying, may be laid to

modesty."
I respect Mr. Saychase, at least I think he means

well, and I hated to be the means of making him un-

comfortable ; but this return to my modesty was too

funny, and nearly sent me off into laughter again.
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My sense of the fun of the situation brought back,

however, my self-control.

" Mr. Saychase," I said, as gravely as I could,
" I

am not so dull as not to feel the honor you have done

me, but such a thing is entirely impossible. We had

better talk of something else."

"But I am in earnest, Miss Privet," he urged.
I assured him that I was not less so.

" I hope you will not decide hastily," was his re-

sponse.
" I have long recognized your excellent quali-

ties ; our ages are suitable ; and I think I am right in

saying that we both find our highest satisfaction in

doing good. Be sure my esteem for you is too great
for me to easily take a refusal."

"
But, Mr. Saychase," I argued, catching at any

excuse to end his importunity,
"
you forget that I am

not a sharer in your beliefs. A clergyman ought not

to marry a woman that half his parish would think

an atheist."
" I have thought of that," he responded readily,

" and knew you must recognize that a clergyman's
wife should be a helpmeet in his religious work ;

but I hoped that for the sake of the work, if not for

mine, you might be willing to give, up your unhappy
views."

There was a sort of simplicity about this which was

so complete as to be almost noble. It might be con-

sidered an amazing egotism, and it might be ob-

jected that Mr. Saychase had a singular idea of the

sincerity of my
"
unhappy views ;

'

but the entire

conviction with which he spoke almost made me for

the moment doubt myself. Unfortunately for him, a

most wickedly absurd remembrance came into my
mind of a sentimental story in an old red and gold
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annual that was grandmother's. A noble Christian

chieftain has failed in love with a Moorish damsel,
and says to her :

" Beautiful Zorahida, only become a

Christian, and thou shalt be my bride." Beautiful

Zorahida took at once to the proposition, but I am
made of more obstinate stuff. I hid the smile the

story brought up, but I determined to end this talk

at once.
" Mr. Saychase," I said as firmly as I could,

"
you

are kind, but it is utterly impossible that I should

change my views or that I should marry you. We
will, if you please, consider the subject closed entirely.

How soon do you go to Franklin to the annual con-

ference ?
'

He evidently saw I was in earnest, and to my
great relief said no more in this line. He could not

help showing that he was uncomfortable, although I

was more gracious to him than I had ever been in

my life. He did not stay long. As he was going
I said I was sure he would not let anything I had
said wound him, for I had not meant to hurt him.

He said "Oh, no," rather vaguely, and left me. I

wonder how many girls ever get an offer of marriage
without a hint of love from beginning to end !

July 30. Tomine is more adorable every day. I

wish Tom could see her oftener. It would soften

him, and take out of his face the hard look which is

getting fixed there. He surely could not resist her

when she wakes up from her nap, all rosy and fresh,

and with a wonder-look in her eyes as if she had been
off in dreamland so really that she could not under-

stand how she happens not to be there still. I think

the clasp of her soft little fingers on his would some-



212 THE DIARY OF A SAIXT

how take the ache out of his heart. Poor Tom ! I

wonder how far being sorry for a thing makes one

better. Repentance is more than half discomfort.

Mother used to say. I always told her that to me it

seemed like a sort of moral indigestion which warned

us not to eat any more of the forbidden fruit that

caused it. Tom is unhappy. He is proud, and he

feels the disgrace more than he would own. Any
country town is so extremely pronounced in its dis-

approval of sins of a certain kind that a man would

have to be covered with a rhinoceros hide not to feel

it ; and to stand up against it means to a man of

Tom's disposition a constant attitude of defiance.

Sometimes I find myself feeling so strongly on

Tom's side that I seem to have lost all moral sense.

It is my instinct, the cruelly illogical injustice of my
sex perhaps, to lay the blame on poor dead Julia.

Only but I cannot think of it, and how I come to

be writing about it is more than I can tell. I doO

think a good deal about Tom, however, and wondero

what the effect on his character will be. He is of a

pretty stubborn fibre when once he has taken a de-

termination ; and now that he has made up his mind

to fight down public opinion here he will do it. The

question is what it will cost him. Sometimes it seems

a pity that he could not have gone away from home,

into a broader atmosphere, and one where he could

have expended his strength in developing instead of

resisting. Here he will be like a tree growing on a

windy sea-cliff
;
he will be toughened, but I am afraid

he will be twisted and gnarled.
I wonder if little Tomine will ever ask me, when

she is grown, about her mother. If she does I can

only say that I never saw Julia until she was on her
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deathbed ; and that will have to do. Dear little soft

baby ! The idea of her being grown up is too pre-

posterous. She is always to be my baby Thomasine,
and then I can love her without the penalty of having
to answer troublesome questions.



VIII

AUGUST

AUGUST 1. I said a tiling to Tom to-day which

was the most natural thing in the world, yet which

teases me. He came to pay one of his rare visits to

baby, and we were bending over her so that our heads

were almost together. I was not thinking of him, but

just of Tomine, and without considering how he might
take it I declared that I felt exactly as if she were my
very own.

" What do you mean ?
' Tom asked. " She is

yours."
"
Oh, but I mean as if I were really her mother,"

I explained, stupidly making my mistake worse.
" Would to God you were !

'

he burst out.

" Would to God you cared enough for me to be

now!

I was of course startled, though I had brought it on

myself. I got out of it by jumping up and calling to

Rosa to take Tomine and give her her supper. Now

recalling it, and remembering how Tom looked, his

eyes and his voice, I wonder what I ought to do. I

do not know how to make him understand that be-

cause George has left me I am no more likely to

marry somebody else. I may not feel the same

toward George, but nothing follows from that. I

own to myself frankly that I respect Tom more than

I do George ;
I can even say that I find more and
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more as time goes on that I had rather see Tom

coming up the walk. The old boy and girl friend-

ship has largely come back between Tom and me ;

and I am a little, just a little on the defensive on his

account against the talk of the village. I think now

all is over, and Julia in her grave, that might be

allowed to rest. Only one thing I do not understand.

I am no more moved by the touch of George's hand

now than by that of any acquaintance ; I cannot

touch Tom's fingers without remembering Julia.

August 2. It is curious to see how Rosa's heart and

her religion keep up the struggle. Ran's wife has

obstinately refused to die, but has instead got well

enough to send Rosa an insulting message ;
so the

hope of finding a solution of all difficulties in Ran's

becoming a widower is for the present at least aban-

doned. Rosa is evidently fond of Ran, and while the

priest and her conscience or rather her religious

fear of consequences keep her from marrying him,

they cannot make her give him up entirely. She still

clings to some sort of an engagement with Dennis ;

and she still talks in her amazingly cold-blooded way
about her lovers, speculating on the practical side of

the question in a fashion so dispassionate that Ran's

chance would seem to be gone forever ; but in the

end she comes back to him. What the result will be

I cannot even guess, but I feel it my duty not to

encourage Rosa to incline toward Ran, who is really

drunken and disreputable. I remind her how he beat

his wife ;
but then she either says any man with

spunk must beat his wife now and then when he

is n't sober, or she declares that anybody might and

indeed should beat that sort of a woman. I can only
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fall back upon the fact that she cannot marry him

without incurring the displeasure of her church, and

although she never fails to retort that I do not believe

in her religion, I can see that the argument moves

her. In dealing with Rosa it is very easy to see how

necessary a religion is for the management of the

ignorant and unreasonable. In this case the obstinacy
of Rosa's attachment may prove too strong for the

church, but the church is the only thing which in her

undisciplined mind could combat her inclination for

a moment.

Sometimes when Rosa appeals to me for sympathy
I wonder whether genuine love is not entirely inde-

pendent of reason ; and I wonder, too, whether it is

or is not a feeling which must last a whole life long.

I seem to myself to be sure that if I had married

George I should always have loved him, or I should

have loved the image of him I kept in my mind.

I would have defied proof and reason, and whatever

he did I should have persuaded myself that no mat-

ter what circumstances led him to do he was really

noble in his nature. I know I should have stulti-

fied myself to the very end, rather than to give up
caring for him ; and it seems to me that I shouldo
have done it with my mental eyes shut. I should

have been hardly less illogical about it than Rosa is.

What puzzles me most is that while I can analyze

myself in this lofty way, I believe I have in me possi-

bilities of self-deception so complete. Whether it is

a virtue in women to be able to cheat themselves into

constancy I can't tell, and indeed I think all these

speculations decidedly sentimental and unprofitable.

August 5. Aunt Naomi came to-day, like an east
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wind bearing depression. She has somehow got hold

of a rumor that George is speculating. Where she

obtained her information I could not discover. She

likes to be a little mysterious, and she pieces together
so many small bits of information that I dare say it

would often be hard for her to say exactly what the

source of her information really was. She is some-

times mistaken, but for anybody who tells so many
things she is surprisingly seldom entirely wrong.
Besides I half think that in a village like ours

thoughts escape and disseminate themselves. I am
sometimes almost afraid as I write things down in

this indiscreet diary of mine, lest they shall somehow

get from the page into the air, and Aunt Naomi will

know them the next time she appears. This is to

me the worst thing about living in a small place. It

is impossible not to have the feeling of being under a

sort of foolish slavery to public opinion, a slavish

regard to feelings we neither share nor respect; and

greater still is the danger of coming to be interested

in trifles, of growing to be gossips just as we are

rustics, simply from living where it is so difficult not

to know all about our neighbors.

Speculation was the word which to-day Aunt Naomi
rolled as a sweet morsel under her tongue. Any sort

of financial dealing is so strangely far away from our

ordinary village ways that any sort of dealing in

stocks would, I suppose, be regarded as dangerously

rash, if not altogether unlawful ; but I do hope that

there is nothing in George's business which will lead

him into trouble. I know that I am bothering about

something which is none of my affair, and which is

probably all right, if it has any existence.
" I don't know much about speculation myself,"
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Aunt Naomi observed ;
"and I doubt if George

"VVeston does. He 's got a wife who seems bound to

spend every cent she can get hold of, and it looks as

if he found he 'd got to take extra pains to get it."

" But how should anybody know anything about his

affairs?
"

I asked in perplexed vexation.

She regarded me shrewdly.
"
Everybody knows everything in a place like this,"

she responded waggishly.
" I 'm sure I don't see how

everything gets to be known, but it does. You can't

deny that."

I told her that I was afraid we were dreadfully

given to gossiping about our neighbors, and to talking

about things which really did n't concern us.

" Some do, I suppose," she answered coolly, but

with a twinkle from behind the green veil which is

always aslant across her face. " It 's a pity, of course ;

but you would n't have us so little interested in each

other as not to notice the things we hear, would

yon?"
I laughed, of course, but did not give up my point

entirely.
" But so much that is said is nonsense," I persisted.

" Here Mrs. Weston has been in Tuskamuck for four

or five months, and she is already credited with run-

ning into extravagance, and bringing her husband into

all sorts of things. We might at least give her time

to get settled before we talk about her so much."
" She had n't been here four or five weeks before

she made it plain enough what she is," was the uncom-*

promising retort.
" She set out to astonish us as

soon as she came. That 's her Western spirit, I

suppose."
I did not go on with the talk, but secretly the thing
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troubles me. Speculation is a large word, and it is

nonsense to suppose George to be speculating in any

way which could come to much, or that Aunt Naomi
would know it if he were. I do wish people would

either stop talking about George, or talk to somebody
besides me.

August 6. Mrs. Tracy came in to call to-day.

She makes a round of calls about once in two years,

and I have not seen her for a long time. She had her

usual string of questions, and asked about me and

baby and Tom and the girls and the summer preserv-

ing until I felt as if I had been through the longest
kind of a cross-examination. Just before she left she

inquired if Mrs. Weston had told me that her husband

was going to make a lot of money in stocks. I said at

once that I seldom saw Mrs. Weston, and that I knew

nothing about her husband's business affairs ; but this

shows where Aunt Naomi got her information. Mrs.

Weston must have been talking indiscreetly. I won-

der But it seems to me I am always wondering !

August 7. Kathie has not been near me since she

left the house the other evening. It seemed better to

let her work out things in her own way than to go
after her. I hoped that if I took no notice she might
forget her foolishness, and behave in a more natural

way. I met her in the street this afternoon, and

stopped to speak with her. I said nothing of her hav-

ing run away, but talked as usual. At last I asked

her if she would not come home with me, and she

turned and came to the gate. Then I asked her to

come in, but she stopped short.
" Is the baby gone ?

"
she demanded.
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"
No," I answered.

"You know I shall never come into your house

again while that baby is there," she declared in an

odd, quiet sort of way.
" I hate that baby, and he

that hates is just like a murderer."

She said it with a certain relish, as if she were

proud of it. I begin to suspect that there may be a

good deal of the theatrical mixed with her abnormal

feeling.
"
Kathie," I said,

"
you may be as silly as you like,

but you can't make me believe anything so absurd as

that you hate Thomasine. As for being a murderer

in your heart, you would n't hurt a fly."

She looked at me queerly. I half thought there

was a little disappointment in her first glance ; then a

strange expression as if she unconsciously took herself

for audience, since I would not serve, and went on

with her play of abnormal wickedness.
" You don't know how wicked I am," she responded.

" I am a murderer in my heart."

A strangely intense look came into her eyes, as if

a realization of what she was saying took hold of her,

and as if she became really frightened by her own as-

sumption. She clutched my arm with a grasp which

must have been at least half genuine.
"
Oh, Miss Euth," she said. " I don't know what

I shall do. I know I am lost !

'

I wanted to shake the child, so completely for the

moment did I feel that a lot of her emotion was make-

believe, even if unconscious
;
but on the other hand

she was actually beginning to turn pale and tremble

with the nervous excitement she had raised by her fear

or her theatricals.
"
Kathie," I said, almost severely,

"
you know you
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are talking nonsense. Come into the house, and have

a glass of milk and a slice of cake. You '11 feel better

after you 've had something to eat."

She looked at me with eyes really wild, and without

a word turned quickly and ran down the street at full

speed, leaving me utterly confounded. I am sure she

acts to herself, and that her religious mania is partly
theatrical ; but then I suppose religious mania always
is. Yet it has a basis in what she believes, and with

her imaginative, hysterical temperament she has the

power of taking up her ideas so completely that she

gets to be almost beside herself. When she is so

much in earnest she must be treated, I suppose, as

if all her self-accusations and agony of mind were

entirely real.

August 8. I have been to lay a bunch of sweet-

peas on Mother's grave. I wonder and wonder again
if she knows when I am so near the place where we
left her, the place where it always seems to me some

life must yet linger. I have all my life been famil-

iar with the doubt whether any consciousness, any

personality survives death ; and yet it is as natural

to assume that life goes on as it is to suppose the sun

will rise to-morrow. I know that my feeling proves

nothing ;
but still instinctively I cling to it.

In any case there is the chance the dead are alive

and alert somewhere in the shadows, and if they
are they must be glad not to be forgotten. I should

not be willing to take the chance, and neglect the

grave of one who had been fond of me. Mother loved

me as I loved her ; and this decides I shall run no

risk of her being unhappy after death in the thought
that I have forgotten.
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I suppose I cling to a feeling that there must be

some sort of immortality largely from the loneliness

I feel. The idea of never seeing Father or Mother

again is more than I could endure. Father used to

say that after all each of us is always really alone in

this world, and even our best friends can no more

come close to us than if they did not exist
;
but this

always seemed to me a sort of cold, forlorn theory.

The warmth of human companionship somehow makes

it impossible for me to feel anything like this. When
I said so to Father, I remember he smiled, and said

he was glad I did find it impossible.

One thing I am sure of to the very bottom of my
heart : that things are somehow completely right, so

that whatever death means it must be part of a whole

which is as it should be.

August 10. To-day Tom brought me a bunch of

cardinal-flowers. He had been up to the Lake

Meadows, he said, and thought I might like them.

The whole parlor is alive with the wonderful crimson

no, scarlet, of the great flaming armful of blossoms.

Tom used to get them for me when I was a girl, but

since those days I have had only a stray spike now
and then. They bring back the past, and the life-

long friendship I have had with Tom. I wonder

sometimes why I have never been in love with Tom.

Life never seemed complete without him. In the

years he kept away on account of George I missed

him sorely, and more than once I have thought of

all sorts of ways to bring things back to the former

footing ; only I knew all the time it was of no use.

It is the greatest comfort to have the old friendship

back, and now Tom must understand that I have no
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more than friendship to give him. It would be vex-

ing if he should misunderstand, but I must take care

he does not.

August 11. I have been at the Town Hall helping
to make ready for a raspberry festival, to raise money
for the church. Miss Charlotte came after me, and

of course I had to go. She said all that was wanted

was my taste to direct about decorating the hall, but

I have been told so before, and I knew from experi-

ence that taste is expected to work out its own sal-

vation. To be really fair I suppose I should say
I cannot stand by and give directions, but have to

take hold with my own hands, so it is nobody's fault

but my own if I do things. Besides, it is really

good fun among the neighbors, with the air full of the

smell of cedar, with all the pretty young girls making
wreaths and laughing while they work, and with your
feet tangled in evergreens and laurel whenever you
cross the floor. Miss Charlotte is in her element at

such a time. Her great-throated laugh, as strong as

a man's, rings out, and she seems for the time quite

happy and jolly with excitement.

It came over me to-day almost with a sense of dis-

may how old I seem to the young girls. They treated

me with a sort of respect which could n't be put into

words exactly, I suppose, but which I felt. Somehow
I believe the breaking of my engagement has made
me seem older to them. Perhaps it is my foolish

fancy, but I seem to see that while I was engaged I

had still for them a hold on youth which I have now
lost. I suppose they never thought it out, but I know

they feel now that I am very much their senior.

At a time like this, too, I realize how true it is that
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I ain somehow a little outside of the life of the village.

I have lived here almost all my life. Except for the

years I was at school, and a winter or two in Boston

or abroad I have been generally at home. I know

almost everybody in town, by sight at least. Yet I

always find when I am among Tuskamuck people in

this way that I am looking at them as if I were a

spectator. I wonder if this means that I am egotis-

tical or queer, or only that my life has been so much
more among books and intellectual things than the

life of most of them. I am sure I love the town and

my neighbors.
The thing I wish to put down, however, has no-

thing to do with my feelings toward the town. It is

that I am ashamed of the way I wrote the other day
about Mr. Saychase. He entered the hall this after-

noon just as old Mrs. Oliver came limping in to see

the decorations ;
and the lovely way in which he helped

the poor old lame creature made me blush for myself.

I almost wanted to go to him and apologize then and

there. It would have been awkward, however, first to

explain that I had made fun of him in my diary, and

then apologize ! But he is a good soul, even if he did

think I was a sort of nineteenth century Zorahida, to

give up Mohammedanism for the sake of wedding a

Christian chief. And here I go again !

August 15. I have been reading to-night a book

about the East, and it has stirred me a good deal.

The speculations of strange peoples on the great mys-

tery of life and death bring them so close to us. They
show how alike all mankind is, and how we all grope

about after some clue to existence. On the whole it is

better, I think, not to give much thought to what may
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come after death, no more thought, that is, than we

cannot help. We can never know, and we must either

raise vague hopes to make us less alive to the import-

ance of life, the reality of life I do not know how

to say it. Of course all religion insists on the im-

portance of life, but rather as a preparation for an-

other existence. I think we need to have it always
before us that what is important is not what will hap-

pen after we are dead and gone, but what is happen-

ing now because we are alive and have a hand in things.

I see this is not very clear, but I am sure the great

thing is to live as if life were of value in itself. To
live rightly, to make the most out of the life we can

see and feel, is all that humanity is equal to, and it is

certainly worth doing for its own sake.

The idea which has struck me most in what I have

been reading to-night is the theory that each individ-

ual is made up of the fragments of other lives ; that

just as the body is composed of material once part of

other bodies, so is the spirit built up of feelings, and

passions, and tendencies, and traits of temperament

formerly in other individuals dead and gone. At first

thought it does not seem to me a comfortable theory.

I should not seem to belong to myself any more, if

I believed it. To have the temper of some bygone
woman, and the affections of another, and the tastes of

a third, it is too much like wearing false hair ! It

does not seem to me possible, but it may be true. At
least it is a theory which may easily be made to seem

plausible by the use of facts we all know. If it is

the true solution of our characters here, it is pleasant
to think that perhaps we may modify what for the

present is our very own self so it shall be better stuff

for the fashioning of another generation. I should
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like to feel that wlien this bunch of ideas and emo-

tions goes to pieces, the bits would make sweet spots

in the individuals they go to make part of. I suppose
this is what George Eliot meant in the " Ghoir In-

visible," or something like this. As one thinks of the

doctrine it is not so cold and unattractive as it struck

me in the reading. One could bear to lose a con-

scious future if the alternative was happiness to lives

not yet in being. I should like, though, to know it.

But if there were n't any me to know, I should not

be troubled, as the old philosophers were fond of say-

ing, and the important thing would be not for me to

know but for the world to be better. I begin to see

how the doctrine might be a fine incentive to do the

best with life that is in any way possible ; and what

more could be asked of any doctrine ?

August 17. Baby was ill night before last, and we

three women were smitten to the heart. Hannah went

for Dr. Wentworth, and when he came he laughed at

our panic, and assured me nothing serious was the

matter. It was only a little indigestion caused by the

excessive heat. I do not know how I should have

behaved if it had not been that Rosa was in such a

panic I had to give all my spare attention to keeping
her in order. It came to me then what an advantage
an officer must have in a battle ; he cannot break

down because he has to look to his men. Last night
I wished greatly Tom were in reach ; it would have

been dreadful if anything really serious had happened
to baby, and he not to know it until it was too late.

Yet he could have done nothing if the worst had been

true and he had been here. It would have been no

comfort to poor little sick Tornine to have one person
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by her more than another, so long as her nurses were

not strangers. A father is nothing to her yet. I won-

der when he will be.

Yesterday Tomine was better, and to-night she

seems as well as ever ;
but it will take time for me to

be rid entirely of fear. I wonder if she had gone
whether her little bunch of vitality would have been

scattered through new lives. She can hardly have

much personality or individuality yet. Sometimes the

universe, the power that keeps going on and on, and

which is so unmoved by human pain, strikes me as too

terrible for thought ; but I cling desperately to Father's

idea that nature is too great to be unkind, and that

what looks to us like cruelty is only the size of things

too big for us to grasp. It is a riddle, and the way I

put it is neither so clear nor wise, I suppose, as the

theories of countless religious teachers, they and I

alike guessing at things human insight is not equal
to. I doubt much if it is profitable to speculate in

this vein. " Think all you can about life as a good
and glorious thing," Father wrote to me once when I

had expressed in a school-letter some trouble or other

about what comes after death,
" but keep in mind

that of what came before we were born or will hap-

pen after we are dead we shall never in this life

know anything, no matter how much we speculate,

so dreaming about it or fretting about it is simply

building air-castles." I have said over to myself
ever since I began to be perplexed that to speculate

about another life is to build air-castles.

Baby is well again and I will not fret or dream of

what it would mean if she had slipped away from us.

August 20. I must settle myself a little by writing,
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or I shall be like old Mrs. Tuell, who said that for

years she never slept a wink because her nerves wig-

gled like angleworms all over her inside. I have cer-

tainly been through an experience which might make

anybody's nerves wiggle.

About half past two o'clock Rosa brought me a

note, and said :

" That Thurston girl left it, and told me not to give

it to you till three o'clock
;
but if I don't give it to

you now, I know I 'd forget it."

I opened the note without thinking anything about

the time. It was written in Kathie's uneven hand,

and blotched as if it had been cried over. This is what

it said :

DEAR Miss RUTH, This letter is to bid you

good-by. You are the only one in the world I love,

and nobody loves me. I cant stand you to love that

baby better than me, and God is so angry it dont

make any difference what I do now. When you read

this I shall be in torment forever, because I am going
down to Davis Cove to drownd myself because I am
so wicked and nobody loves me. Dont tell on me, be-

cause it would make you feel bad and father wouldnt

like it to get round a child of his had drownd her-

self and mother would cry. Yours truly and with a

a sad and loving good-by forever,

KATHIE THURSTON.

P. S. If they get me to bury will you please put
some flowers on my coffin. No more from yours truly

K. T.

My first impulse was to laugh at this absurd note,

but it came over me suddenly that there was no know-
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ing what that child will do. Even now I am bewil-

dered. I cannot get it out of my mind that there is a

good deal of the theatrical in Kathie, but I may be all

wrong. At any rate I reflected how she has a way of

acting so that apparently she can herself take it for

real.

I thought it over a while ; then I got my hat and

started down the street, with the notion that at least it

would do no harm to go down to Davis Cove, and see

if Kathie were there. As I walked on, recalling her

incomprehensible actions, a dreadful feeling grew in

my mind that she might have meant what she said,

and she would be more likely to try to drown herself

because she had told me. A sort of panic seized me
;

and just then the town clock struck three.

I had got down just opposite the Foot-bridge, and

when I remembered that three was the time when I

was to have the note, I feared I should be too late,

and I began to run. Fortunately, there was nobody
in sight, and as I came to the bend in the street I saw

George coming, leading Kathie by the arm. She was

dripping wet, and half staggering, although she kept
her feet. I hurried up to them, too much out of

breath with haste and excitement to be able to speak;
" Hullo !

"
George called out, as I came up to them,

" see what a fish I 've caught."
"
Why, Kathie," gasped I, with a stupidity that was

lucky, for it kept George from suspecting,
"
you 've

been in the water."

She gave me a queer look, but she said nothing.
" A little more and she 'd have stayed there," George

put in.

" You are wet too," I said, looking at him for the

first time.
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"
Yes," he returned ;

"
luckily I got off my coat

and vest as I ran, so I saved my watch, but everything
else is wet fast enough."

" How did it happen ?
"
I asked.

" She was trying to get sugar-pears from those trees

by the water," George answered
;

" and I suppose she

lost her balance. I was going along the road and

heard her scream."
"
Along the road ?

'

I echoed
;
for I knew Davis

Cove is too far from the road for him to have heard

a cry.
" She fell in just by the old shipyard on the point,"

he said.

" The boys were in swimming in the cove," Kathie

explained, in a way which was of course unintelligible
to George.

"
Well," George commented, after a moment in

which he seemed to clear up her meaning,
" the next

time you want sugar-pears you 'd better get them when
the boys are out of the way, so you need n't go in

swimming yourself."

We had been walking along the road as we talked,

and by this time had reached the Foot-bridge. I

told George he must go home and get on dry clothing,

and I would see to Kathie. He demurred at first,

but I insisted, so he left us to cross the bridge alone.

We walked in silence almost across the bridge, and

then I asked her what kept bumping against me as I

held her up.
" It 's rocks in my pocket," she answered, quite in a

matter-of-fact way.
" I put 'em there to sink me."

I could have shaken her on the spot, so uncharitable

was my mood, but I managed to answer her in a per-

fectly cool tone.
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" Then you had better take them out," I said.

She got her hand into her pocket and fished out

three or four pebbles, which all together would n't

have sunk a three-days-old-kitten ;
and when these

had been thrown over the bridge we proceeded on our

drabbled way. My doubts of the genuineness of the

whole performance grew in spite of me. I do not

know exactly why I am coming so strongly to feel that

Kathie is not wholly ingenuous, but I cannot get rid

of the idea.

"
Kathie," I asked,

" did you see Mr. Weston

coming when you jumped in ?
'

She looked up at me with eyes so honest I was

ashamed of myself, but when she answered unhesitat-

ingly that she had seen him, I went on ruthlessly to

ask if she did not know he would save her.

" I thought if he was coming I 'd got to hurry," she

returned, as simply as possible.

I was more puzzled than ever, and I am puzzled still.

Whether she really meant to take her life, or whether

she only thought she meant it, does not, I suppose,
make any great difference ; but I confess I have been

trying to make out ever since I left her. I would

like to discover whether she is consciously trying to

fool me or endeavoring as much to cheat herself, or is

honest in it all
;
but I see no way in which I am ever

likely to be satisfied.

I asked her to say nothing at home about how her

ducking happened, and I satisfied her mother by re-

peating what George had said. To-morrow I must

have it out with Mr. Thurston somehow or other ; al-

though I am still completely in the dark what I shall

say to him. I hope the old fairy-tales are right when

they say
" the morning is wiser than the evening."
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August 21. The morning is wiser than the even-

ing, for I got up to-day with a clear idea in my mind
what I had better do about Kathie. It is always a

great comfort to have a definite plan of action mapped
out, and I ate my breakfast in a cheerful frame of

mind, intending to go directly to see Mr. Thurston

while I should be fairly sure of finding him. I reck-

oned without Kathie, however, who presented herself

at the dining-room window before I had finished my
coffee, and begged me to come out.

" I can't come in without breaking my word," she

said.

I could not argue with the absurd chit in that situ-

ation, so I went out into the garden with her and sat

down on the bench by the sun-dial. The big red roses

Father was so fond of are all in blossom, and in

the morning air were wonderfully sweet. It was an

enchanting day, and the dew was not entirely dried,

so the garden had not lost the freshness it has when
it first wakes up. I was exhilarated by the smell

of the roses and the beauty of everything, and the

clearness of the air. Rosa held baby up to us at

the nursery window above, and I waved my hand to

her, smiling from pure delight in everything. Kathie

watched me with her great eyes, and when I sat down
on the bench she threw herself at full length on the

grass, and burst out sobbing.
" You do love her better than me !

'

she wailed.
" I came to say how sorry I was, but I 'm sorry now
that I did n't stay in the water."

I took her by the shoulder, and spoke to her so

sternly that I startled her.
" You are not to talk in that way anymore, Kathie,"

I said. " I am fond of you and I am fond of baby ;
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but if baby were big enough and talked this silly way
about you, do you suppose I would allow it ? Sit up
and stop crying."

I have always been careful not to hurt her feelings ;

perhaps I have been too careful. She sat up now, and

then rose to her feet in a dazed sort of way. I deter-

mined to see if anything was to be made out of her

mood.
"
Kathie," said I,

" how much of that performance

yesterday was real, and how much was humbug? Tell

me the truth."

She grew a little paler and her eyes dilated. I

looked her straight in the face, half minded to force

her if need be to give me some guidance in what I

should do.
" I really meant to drown myself," she answered

solemnly,
"
only when I saw the water and thought of

hell I was afraid."

She stopped, and I encouraged her to go on.
" I saw Mr. Weston, and I was scared of him and

and everything, and so I jumped in."

I reflected that very likely the child was more of

a puzzle to herself than she was to me, and in any
case I had more important ends to gain than the satis-

fying of my curiosity, so I asked her as gently as I

could if she really believed she would be eternally

lost if she killed herself.

"
Oh, yes, Miss Ruth!" she cried with feverish

eagerness.
" Then why do you do it ?

'

I went on. " How
do you dare to do it ?

'

She looked at me with a growing wildness in her

face that was certainly genuine.
" I 'm lost, anyway," she burst out. " I know I have
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been too wicked for God to forgive me. I have com-

mitted murder in my heart, and I know I was never

meant to be saved."
"
Stop !

'
I commanded her. " You are a little,

foolish girl, too young even to know what you are talk-

ing about. How dare you decide what God will do ?
'

She regarded me with a look of stupefaction as if

I were a stranger whom she had never seen ; and in-

deed I can well believe I seemed one. Then the per-

versity of her mind came back to the constant idea.

" That 's just it," she declared. " That 's just my
wickedness."

After this I refused to go into the subject any fur-

ther. I got up and asked her if I should find her

father at home. She begged me not to go to see him,
and then said with an air of relief that he had gone
out to Connecticut Mills to visit a sick woman. I

did not stay with her longer. I said I must go into

the house, and as she refused to come, I left her, a

forlorn little figure, there among the roses, and went

in. It seemed hard to do it, but I had made up my
mind she had better not indulge in any more talk this

morning.

August 22. Cousin Mehitable, in a letter which

came this morning, pities me because of my colorless

existence ;
but I begin to feel that life is becoming

too lurid. I have to-day bearded no, Mr. Thurston

has n't any beard ;
but I have had my interview with

him, and I feel as if I had been leading a cavalry

charge up a hill in the face of a battery of whatever

kind of guns are most disconcertingly destructive.

I am somewhat confused about the beginning of our

talk. I got so excited later that the tame beginnings
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have slipped away ; but I know I said I had come

to make a proposition about Kathie, and somehow I

led up to the child's mad performance the other day.

I showed him the note and told him the story, but not

until I had made him promise not to mention the mat-

ter to the child. When he had finished he was as

pale as my handkerchief, his thin, bloodless face posi-

tively withered with pain.
" I cannot keep silence about this," he said when I

had finished. " I must withdraw my promise, Miss

Privet. My Kathie's soul is in danger."
I am sure that I am not ill-tempered, but over Kathie

and her father I find myself in a state of exaspera-

tion which threatens to destroy all my claims to be

considered a sane and temperate body. I had to

struggle mightily to keep myself in hand this morn-

ing, but at first, at least, I succeeded.
" Mr. Thurston," I said,

" I cannot release you. I

should never have told you except on your promise,
and you cannot honestly break it. Now listen to me.

I have no right to dictate, but I cannot stand by and

see dear little Kathie going to ruin. I am sure I

know what is good for her just now better than you
do. She is a good child, only she has gone nearly
wild brooding over theologic questions she should

never have heard of until she was old enough to judge
them more reasonably."
He tried to interrupt me, but I put up my hand to

stop him, and went on.

"You know how nervous and high-strung she is,

and you cannot think her capable of looking fairly at

the awful mysteries with which a creed deals."
" But I have only instructed her in those things on

which her eternal salvation depends," he broke in.
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" Her eternal salvation does not depend on her be-

ing driven into a madhouse or made to drown herself,"

I retorted, feeling as if I were brutal, but that it

could n't be helped.
" The truth is, Mr. Thurston, you

have been offering up Kathie as a sacrifice to your
creed just as the fathers and mothers of old made
their children pass through the fires to Moloch." He

gasped, and some thin blood rushed to his face, but I

did not stop.
" I have no doubt they were conscien-

tious, just as you are ; but that did n't make it any
better for the children. You have been entirely con-

scientious in torturing Kathie, but you have been tor-

turing her."

His face was positively gray, and there was a look

of anguish in his eyes which made me weak. It would

have been so much easier to go on if he had been

angry.
" You don't understand," he said brokenly.

" You
think all religion is a delusion, so of course you can't

see. You think I don't love my child, and that I

am so wrapped up in my creed I can't see she suf-

fers. You won't believe it hurts me more than it does

her."
" Do you think then," I asked him, doing my best

to keep back the tears,
" that it can give any plea-

sure to a kind Heavenly Father ? I do understand.

You have been so afraid of not doing your duty to

Kathie you have brought her almost to madness, al-

most
"

" Don't ! Don't !

' he interrupted, putting out his

hand as if I had struck him. "
Oh, Miss Privet, if

she had "

I saw the real affection and feeling of the man as I

have never realized them. I had been hard, and per-
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haps cruel, but it was necessary to save Kathie. I

spoke now as gently as I could.

" No matter for the things that did n't happen, Mr.

Thurston. She is safe and sound."
" But she meant to do it," he returned in a tone so

low I could hardly catch the words.

"Meant?" I repeated.
" She is n't in a condition

to mean anything. She was distraught by brooding
over things that at her age she should never even

have heard of. I beg your pardon, Mr. Thurston, but

does n't what has happened prove she is too high-

strung to be troubled with theology yet? I am not

of your creed, but I respect your feeling about it.

Only you must see that to thrust these things on

Kathie means madness and despair
"

" But she might die," he broke in.
" She might

die without having made her peace with her Maker,
and be lost forever."

There was anguish in his face, and I know he meant

it from the bottom of his heart ; but in his voice was

the trace of conventional repetition of phrases which

made it possible for me to be overcome by exaspera-
tion. I looked at him in that mingled fury of impa-
tience and passionate conviction of my ground which

must have been the state of the prophets of old when
the spirit of prophecy descended upon them. I realize

now that to have the spirit of prophecy it is necessary
to lose the temper to a degree not altogether com-

mendable in ordinary circumstances. I blazed out

on that poor, thin-blooded, dejected, weak-minded, lov-

ing Methodist minister, and told him he insulted the

God he worshiped ;
I said he had better consider the

text " I will have mercy and not sacrifice ;

'

I flung
two or three other texts at him while he stood dazed
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with astonishment ;
I flamed at him like a burning-

bush become feminine flesh
; and fortunately he did

not remember that even the Old Nick is credited with

being able to cite Scripture for his purposes. I

think the texts subdued him, so that it is well Father

brought me up to know the Bible. At least I reduced

Mr. Thurston to a state where he was as clay in the

hands of the potter.

Then I presented to his consideration my scheme to

send Kathie away to boarding-school for a year. I

told him he was at liberty to select the school, if only
it was one where she would not be too much troubled

about theology. Of course I knew it would be hope-
less to think of her going to a school entirely unsec-

tarian, but I have already begun to make inquiries

about the relative reasonableness of Methodist schools,

and I think we may find something that will do. To

put the child into surroundings entirely new, where

her mind will be taken away from herself, and where

a consciousness of the keenly discerning eyes of girls

of her own age will keep her theatrical tendencies in

check, should work wonders. I made Mr. Thurston

give his consent, and before I left the house I saw Mrs.

Thurston. I told her not to trouble about Kathie's

outfit, and so I hope that bother is pretty well straight-

ened out for the present.

i

August 24. George has taken a violent cold from

his ducking, and is confined to the house. I hope
that it is nothing serious. It is especially awkward

now, for Mr. Longworthy is coming over from Frank-

lin in a day or two to go over his accounts as trustee.

Kathie came over this morning while I was at break-

fast, and tapped on the dining-room window. She was
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positively shining with happiness. I never saw a child

so transformed.
"
Oh, Miss Ruth," she cried out, as soon as I turned,

"
oh, won't you come out here ? I do so want to kiss

you !

"

I asked her to come inside, but she said she had

promised not to, and rather than to get into a dis-

cussion I went out to her. She ran dancing up to me,

fairly quivering with excitement.
"
Oh, Miss Ruth," she said,

"
it is too good to be

true! You are the most loveliest lady that ever

lived ! Oh, I am so happy !

'

I had to laugh at her demonstrativeness, but it was

touching to see her. She was no more like the mor-

bid, hollow-eyed girl she had been than if she had

never had a trouble. It is wonderful that out of the

family of a Methodist parson should come a nature

so exotic, but after all, the spiritual raptures and ex-

cesses which have worn Mr. Thurston as thin as a

leaf in December must have their root in a tempera-
ment of keenly emotional extremes.

" I always wanted to go to boarding-school," Kathie

went on, possessing herself of my hand, and covering
it with kisses ;

" but Mother always said we could n't

afford it. Now I am going. Oh, I shall have such

a beautiful time !

'

I laughed at her enthusiasm, but I tried to moder-

ate her extravagance a little by telling her that at

boarding-school she would have to work, and to live

by rule, so that she must give up her wild ways.
"
Oh, I '11 work," she responded, her ardor un-

dainpened.
" I '11 be the best girl you ever heard of.

I beg your pardon for everything I 've done, and I '11

never do anything bad again."
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This penitence seemed to me rather too general to

amount to much, but that she was so much pleased
was after all the chief thing, so I made no allusion

to particular shortcomings, I did not even urge her

to come into the house, for I felt this was a point
for her to work out in her own mind. We walked in

the dewy garden, discussing the preparations for her

leaving home, and it was droll and pathetic to find

how poverty had bred in her fantastic little pate a cer-

tain sort of shrewdness. She said in the most matter-

of-fact way that it would be nice for her father to

have one less mouth to fill, and that she supposed her

smaller sisters could have her old clothes. I confess

she did not in talking exhibit any great generosity of

mind, but perhaps it was not to be expected of a child

dazzled by the prospect of having a dream come true,

and of actually being blessed with more than one new
frock at a time. I am not clear what the result of

sending her among strangers will be, and I see that a

good deal of care will be necessary in choosing the

school. I do believe good must come of it, however;
and at least we are doing the best we can.

August 25. I went over to George's this morning
to find out whether he is able to see Mr. Longworthy.
He was in bed, but insisted upon seeing me. I have

had a terrible day. I left him completely broken

down with his confession. O Mother ! Mother !

August 26. Childishly I cried myself to sleep last

night. It is so terrible to feel that a friend has done

wrong and proved himself unworthy. I could not

help shivering to think of George, and of how he has

had night after night to go to sleep with the know-
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ledge of his dishonesty. I settled in my own mind

what I could do to cover his defalcation, which for-

tunately is small enough for me to provide for by

going to Boston and selling some of the bonds Aunt
Leah left me, and which Mr. Longworthy has nothing
to do with. Then I lay there in the dark and sopped

my pillow, until somehow, I found myself in the mid-

dle of a comforting dream.

I dreamed that I was a little girl, and that I was

broken-hearted about some indefinite thing that had

happened. I had in my dream, so far as I can recall,

no idea what the trouble was, but the grief was keen,
and my tears most copious. I was in the very thick-

est of my childish woe when Father came behind me,

picked me up like a feather, and set me down in his

lap. I had that ineffable sense of companionship
which can be named but never described, and I clung
to him with a frantic clasp. He kissed me, and wiped

away my tears with soothing words, and then at last

he whispered in my ear as a precious secret something
so infinitely comforting that my sorrow vanished ut-

terly. I broke into smiles, and kissed him again and

again, crying out that it was too good to be true,

and he had made me happy for my whole life. So
keen was my joy that I awoke, and lay in bed half

dreaming still, saying over and over to myself his

enchanting words as if they would forever be a safe-

guard against any pain which life might bring. Grad-

ually I became sufficiently wide awake to realize what
this wonderful message of joy was, and found myself

ecstatically repeating :
"
Pigs have four feet and one

tail !

' Of course I laughed at the absurdity, but the

comfort stayed with me all the same, and all day I

have gone about with a peaceful mind, cheered by the
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effect of this supernaturally precious fact of natural

history.

I went to Boston and came back without seeing

anybody but business men. I saw George a moment
on my way from the station, and now everything is

ready for Mr. Longworthy to-morrow. Both George
and I may sleep to-night in peace.

All the way to and from Boston I found myself

going over my whole acquaintance with George, ques-

tioning myself about what he has been and what

he is. To-night I have been reading over what I

have written of him in my diary, and the picture I

find of him this year has gone to my heart. I am
afraid I have not been kind, perhaps have not been

just; for if what I have been writing is true George
is he is not a gentleman. It does not startle me
now to write this as it would have done two days ago.

I am afraid it will be years before I am able to

get out of my remembrance how he looked when he

confessed. It seems almost as if I should never be

able to think of him again except as I saw him then,

his face almost as colorless as his pillow, and then red

with shame. He looked shrunken, morally as well as

physically. I do not know whether I blamed him

more or less because he was so eager to throw the

whole blame on his wife's extravagance ;
I only know

that it can hardly have been more cruel for him to

tell me of his dishonor than it was for me to hear.

If he had asked me I would have lent him money,
or given it to him, for that matter, and done it gladly
rather than to have him troubled. To think how he

must have been teased and bothered for this pitiful

sum, just two or three hundred dollars, before he

could have made up his mind to borrow it on my
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securities! He might have got it honestly, it was

so little ; but he did not wish anybody to know he

needed it. Pride, and folly, and vanity, I am so

hurt that I begin to rail. I will put the whole thing
out of my mind, and never think of it again if I can

help it.



IX

SEPTEMBER

SEPTEMBER 15. At last Kathie is gone. What
with having dressmakers and seeing to her, and doing
the shopping, and corresponding with the principal

of the school, and all the rest of it, I have had my
hands full for the last three weeks. I have enjoyed

it, though ; I suppose it is always a pleasure par-

taking of the moral for a woman when she can con-

scientiously give her whole mind up to the making
of clothes. I do not doubt the delight of sewing

fig-leaves together went for the moment far toward

comforting Eve for leaving Paradise. I cannot now

help smiling to see how entirely Kathie's fine scruples

about breaking her vow not to come into the house

were forgotten when I had a dressmaker here waiting
to fit her frocks.

I feel a little as if I were trying to be Providence

and to interfere in her life unwarrantably now she

is gone and there is nothing more to do about it

but to await the result. I have done what I thought

best, though, and that is the whole of it. As Father

used to say, it is not our duty to do the wisest thing,
for we cannot always tell what it is, but only to be

honest in doing what seems to us wisest. I hope she

will do well, and I believe she will.

September 17. Cousin Mehitable writes me from
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Rome that she is sure I am tired of baby, and had

better come over for a couple of months. I cannot

tell whether she means what she says, or is only trying
to carry her point. She has never had a child near

her, and can hardly know how completely a baby takes

possession of one. There are many things in the

world that I should enjoy, and I should certainly

delight in going abroad again, but baby has so taken

the first place in my heart and life that everything
else is secondary. I wonder sometimes whether after

a woman has a child of her own she can any longer

give her husband her very warmest love. Perhaps
the law of compensation comes in, and if men grow
less absorbed in their wives the wives have an equal
likelihood of coming to feel that the husband is less a

part of their lives than the child. Only if a woman

really loved a man

September 18. It is a childish habit to break off in

the middle of a sentence because one does not know how
to finish it. I have been turning over the leaves of

this book to see if I had done it often, and I have

been amused and humiliated to find so many places
where I have ended with a dash, like an hysterical

schoolgirl. Yet I do not see just what one is to do

when suddenly one finds a subject hopelessly too deep.
Last night when I got to a place where I was balan-

cing the love of a mother for her husband and for her

child, I naturally realized suddenly that I had never

had a child, and very likely never really loved a man.

The love I had for George seems now so unreal that

I feel completely fickle ; although I believe I am gen-

erally pretty constant. I could not bear to think I

am not loyal in my feelings. I have come to be so
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sure the George I was fond of never existed, though,

that I can hardly have the same feelings I had

before.

This is the sort of subject, however, which is sure

to end in a dash if I go on with it, so it seems wiser

to stop before such a catastrophe is reached.

September 19. To-day is Father's birthday. It is

always a day which moves me a good deal. I can never

be reminded of an anniversary like this without find-

ing my head full of a swarm of thoughts. I cannot

think of the beginning or the ending of Father's life

without looking at it as a whole, and reckoning up
somehow the effect of his having lived. This is the

real question, I suppose, in regard to any life. He
was to me so wonderful, he was so great a man, that

I have almost to reason with myself to appreciate why
the world in general does not better remember him.

His life was and is so much to me that I find it hard

to realize how narrow is the circle which ever even

knew of him at all. His books and his decisions

keep his name still in the memory of lawyers some-

what, and those who knew him will not easily forget ;

but after all this is so little in comparison to the fame

he might have had.

How persistent is an old thought ! I should have

supposed this idea might have died long ago. Father

himself answered it when he told Cousin Mehitable

he was entirely satisfied if his part in the progress of

humanity was conducted decently and in order ; he

was not concerned whether anybody knew he lived or

did not know. " The thing is that I live as well as

I can," he said,
" and not that it should be known

about. I shan't mind, Cousin Mehitable, whether
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anybody takes the trouble to praise me after I am

dead, but I do think it may make some tiny differ-

ence to the race that I did my level best while I was

alive."

I can see him now as he stood by the library fire

saying this, with his little half whimsical smile, and

I remember thinking as he spoke how perfectly he

lived up to his theories. Certainly the best thing a

man can leave to his children is a memory like that

which I have of Father : a memory half love and

half respect.

Father's feeling about the part of the individual in

the general scheme of things was like certain oriental

doctrines I have read since his death ; and I suppose
he may have been influenced by the writings of the

East. He seemed to feel that he was part of a pro-

cess, and that the lives of those who sometime would

come after him might be made easier and happier if

he lived well and wisely. I am sure he was right.

I do not know how or where or when the accounts of

life are settled, or whether it makes any difference

to the individual as an individual or not
;
but I am

sure what we do is of consequence, and I wish my
life might be as fine, as strong, as noble as was

Father's.

September 20. Aunt Naomi came in this forenoon

with her catlike step, and seated herself by the south

window in the sunshine. The only eye which could be

seen clearly was bright with intention, and it was

evident at a glance that she had things to say, She
was rather deliberate in coming at it. Aunt Naomi
is an artist in gossip, and never spoils the effect of

what she has to tell by failing to arouse expectation
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and interest. She leads one on and stirs up curiosity

before she tells her news, and with so much cleverness

does she manage, that a very tiny bit of gossip will

seem a good deal when she has set it forth. It is a

pleasure to see anything well done, even gossip ; so

Aunt Naomi is an unfailing source of amusement to

me, which is perhaps not to my credit.

She made the usual remarks about the weather and

asked after baby ; she observed that from the way
Miss Charlotte breathed when she was asleep in

prayer-meeting last night she was afraid she had

taken cold ; she told me Ranny Gargan's divorced

wife was at death's door again, and tried to get from

me some sort of information of Rosa's feelings toward

the possible widower ; then she gradually and skill-

fully approached her real subject.
" It 's strange how folks get over being in love

when once they are married," she said, hitching her

chair into the sunlight, which had moved a little from

her while she talked.

I knew by her careless tone, too careless not to be

intentional, that something was coming, but I would

not help her. I simply smiled vaguely, and asked

where the sewing-circle was to be next week. She

was not disconcerted by the question, but neatly

turned it to her uses.

" At Mrs. Tobey's," she answered. " I hope we

shan't see anything unpleasant across the road."
" What do you mean ?

'

I asked, rather startled

at this plain allusion to George's house.
"
They say George Weston and his wife do rather

queer things sometimes."

I asked her at once to say exactly what she meant,

and not to play with it. I added that I did not see
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why George and his wife should be so much dis-

cussed.
"
They are talked about because they deserve it,"

Aunt Naomi returned, evidently delighted by the

effect she had produced.
" If they will quarrel so

all the neighborhood can hear and see, of course

people will talk about it. Why should n't they ?

We ought to take some interest in folks, I should

think."

I was silent a minute. I wanted to know why she

said this, and what George and his wife had been

doing to make the village comment, but I would not

go on gossiping about them, and I dropped the sub-

ject altogether. I made a remark about the Willey-
ville Fair. Aunt Naomi chuckled audibly, but she

did not persist in talking about the Westons.

September 22. Rosa is once more in a state of excite-

ment, and the household is correspondingly stirred.

Hannah goes about with her head in the air and an

expression of the most lofty scorn on her face ; Rosa

naturally resents this attitude, both of mind and of

body ; so I have to act as a sort of buffer between

the two.

The fuss is about Ranny again. I begin to feel

that I should be justified in having him kidnapped
and carried off to some far country, but I hardly see

my way clear to measures so extreme. I am aston-

ished to find that Aunt Naomi did not know all the

facts about the illness of Ranny's wife ; or perhaps
she was too much occupied with the affairs of the

Westons to tell the whole. Ranny seems this time to

have got into real difficulty, and apparently as the

result of his latest escapade is likely to pay a visit to
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the county jail.
It seems that while he was pretty

far gone in liquor ex-Mrs. Ranny came to plead with

him to take her back and marry her over again. She

having had the greatest difficulty in getting divorced

from him in the first place, one would think she

might be content to let well enough alone ; but she is

evidently madly fond of Gargan, who must be a good
deal of an Adonis in his own world, so completely
does he sway the hearts of the women, even though

they know him to be brutal, drunken, disreputable,

and generally worthless. On this occasion Ranny
behaved worse than usual, and met his former wife's

petition by giving her a severe beating with the first

thing which came to hand, the thing unluckily being
an axe-handle. The poor woman is helpless in her

bed, and Ranny has been taken possession of by the

constable.

Rosa refuses to see anything in the incident which

is in the least to the discredit of Ranny. I was in

the garden this morning, and overheard her defending
her lover against Hannah's severe censures upon him

and upon Rosa for siding with him.
" Why should n't he beat his own wife when she de-

served it," Rosa demanded,
" and she nothing but a

hateful, sharp-nosed pig ?
'

"She isn't his wife," Hannah retorted, apparently
not prepared to protest against a doctrine so well

established as that a man might beat his spouse.
"
Well, she was, anyhow," persisted Rosa ;

" and

that 's the same thing. You can't put a man and his

wife apart just by going to law. Father O'Rafferty
said so."

"
Oh, you can't, can't you ?

' Hannah said with

scornful deliberation. " Then you 're a nice girl to be



SEPTEMBER 251

talking about marrying Ranny Gargan, if he 's got
one wife alive already."

This blow struck too near home, I fear, for Rosa's

voice was pretty shrill when she retorted.
" What do you know about marrying anyhow, Han-

nah Elsmore ? Nobody wants to marry you, I '11 be

bound."

It seemed to be time to interfere, so I went nearer

to the window and called to Rosa to come out to baby
and me.

"
Rosa," I said, when she appeared, flushed and an-

gry,
" I wish you would n't quarrel with Hannah."

"Then what for 's she all the time twitting me
about Ranny Gargan ?

" demanded the girl with angry
tears in her eyes.

" She don't know what it is to care

for a man anyhow, and what for does she be taking
me up short when I 'm that bad in my mind a'ready
I can't stand it ? Ranny Gargan's old beast of a

wife 's got him into a scrape, but that don't make any
difference to me. I ain't going back on him."

I established myself on the grass beside the sun-

dial, and took baby, sweet and lovely, into my arms.
" I am sorry, Rosa," I said when we were settled

comfortably.
" I hoped you 'd got over thinking about

Ranny Gargan. He is certainly not the sort of man
to make you happy, even if he were free. He 'd never

think of sparing you or letting you have your own

way."
" Who 's wanting to have their own way, Miss

Privet ?
' '

demanded my astonishing handmaid ; and

then went on in her usual fashion of striking me
breathless when she comes to discourse of love and

marriage.
" That ain't what women marry for, Miss

Privet. They 're just made so they marry to be beat
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and broke and abused if that 's what pleases the men ;

and that 's the way they 're best off."

"
But, Rosa," I put in,

"
you always talk as i

you 'd be meekness itself if a husband wanted to abuse

you, but I confess I never thought you would be at

all backward about defending yourself."

A droll look came into her rosy Irish face, and a

funny little touch of brogue into her voice.
" I 'd think if he loved me the way he ought to,

Miss Privet, he 'd be willing to take a whack himself

now and then, just in the way of love. Besides," she

added,
" I 'd come it round Ranny when it was any-

thing I really wanted. Any man 's soft enough if a

woman knows how to treat him right."

I abandoned the discussion, as I am always forced

to abandon a talk of this sort with Rosa. I suppose
in her class the crude doctrine that it is the right

of the man to take and the duty of the woman to give
still exists with a good deal of simplicity and force,

but it almost stops my breath to hear Rosa state

it. It is like a bit of primeval savagery suddenly
thrust into my face in the midst of nineteenth-cen-

tury civilization. The worst of it all is, moreover,

to feel the habits of old generations buzzing dizzily

in my ears until I have a confused sensation as if

in principle the absurd vagaries of Rosa might be

right. I am tinglingly aware that fibres which be-

longed to some remote progenitress, some barbaric

woman captured by force, perhaps, after the marriage
customs of primitive peoples, retain the instinct of

submission to man and respond to Rosa 's uncivilized

theories. I have a sort of second sense that if a man
I loved came and asserted a brutal sovereignty over

me, it would appeal to these inherited instincts as
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right and proper, according to the order appointed

by nature. I know what nonsense this is. The

sense of justice has in the modern woman displaced

the old humiliating subjection, although if one

loved a man the subjection would not be humiliating,

but just the highest pleasure. I can conceive of a

woman's being so fond of a man that to be his abject

slave would be so much the happiest thing in the

world that to serve him to her very utmost would be

so great a delight as almost to be selfishness.

How Father would have shouted over a page like

this ! I would not have supposed even Rosa could

have spurred me into such an attempt at philosophy,

and I hardly believed I knew so many long words.

After all I doubt if Rosa and I are so far apart in

our instincts ; only she has the coolness to put them

into words I only imitate, and cannot pretend to

rival.

September 24. It is delightful to see how really fond

Tom is becoming of baby. I came home from a walk

this afternoon, and there in the parlor was Tom down
on the floor with Tomine, shaking his head at her like

a bear, and making her laugh. Rosa beamed from

the background with the most complete approval.
He sprang up when I appeared, but I ignored all the

strangeness, and only said how glad I was to see him.

I think he liked my taking as a matter of course his

being there, and very likely this was what made him
confess he had been in two or three times to play with

baby when he knew that I was not at home.
" I saw you going down the other side of the river,"

he said,
" so I came to keep Thoinasine from being

lonesome.'
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I returned that it was not very complimentary to

tell me he had tried to avoid me, but that I appre-
ciated how much more fascinating baby was than I,

so he need not apologize ;
and the end of it was that

after this nonsense had broken the ice we sat on the

floor together to entertain her ladyship. She was

pleased to be in the most sunny mood imaginable,
and responded to our fooling most graciously. With

truly feminine preference, however, she bestowed

most of her attention upon the man. She is a more

entrancing creature every day ; and she certainly has

her father's eyes. I compared them this afternoon.

September 26. The reading-room seems really at

last to be coming into being. I have found a place
for it. It is a kind of square box over the post-office,

but with furniture and pictures it can be made rather

attractive. I have made out a list of periodicals, and

sent to Boston for framed photographs for the walls.

To-day I went to talk over the plan with Deacon

Richards.

The mill was fragrant with its sweet mealy smell,

and Deacon Daniel was as dusty as a moth-miller.

As I stood in the doorway waiting for him to come

down from the wheel, where he was doing something
or other about the hopper, I fell to humming the old

rhyme we sang as children when we went by the

mill :

" '

Miller, miller, musty-poll,

How many bags of wheat you stole ?
'

' One of wheat and one of rye.'
' You naughty miller, you must die !

'

" That is n't very polite," Deacon Daniel said, com-

ing up behind me before I knew he had left his perch.
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I turned and greeted him smilingly, repeating the

last line :

" You naughty miller, you must die !

"

" I suppose I must," he assented ;

" but it won't be

for stealing, Miss Ruth."

I love the old mill, with its great beams and its con-

tinual sound of dashing water and the chirruping of

the millstones grinding away at the corn like an in-

satiate monster that can never have enough. The
smell of the meal, too, is so pleasant, and even the

abundant dust is so clean and fresh it seems to be-

long there. The mellow light through the dim win-

dows and the shadows hiding in every corner have

always from childhood appealed to my imagination.
I find there always a soothing and serene mood.

" I want your advice, Deacon Richards," I said.

" So as not to follow it ?
"
he demanded. " That 's

what women generally want of advice."

I assured him I was ready to follow his advice if it

were good, and so we talked about the reading-room.
I told him it seemed to me that if it was to go on

properly it should have a head ; somebody to manage
it and be responsible for the way in which it was car-

ried on.
" But you will do that yourself," he said.

I answered that it must be a man, for it was non-

sense to think of a woman's running a reading-room
for men. He looked at me for a moment with his

droll grin, and then he was pleased to say that for a

woman I had a remarkable amount of common sense.

I thanked him for the compliment to my sex, and then

asked if he would undertake the business, and promise
not to freeze the readers out the way he did the

prayer-meetings.
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" I 'm not the sort of person you want," he an-

swered, chuckling at my allusion to the fire question.
" I 've sense enough to know that without being a

woman. Why don't you ask Tom Webbe? '

I confessed that I had thought of Tom, but And
there I stuck, for I could hardly tell the deacon how
I thought gossip had already said enough about Tom
and myself without my giving folk any more to talk

about.
" I don't know what that 4 but

'

means," he re-

marked, grinning more than ever, as if he did know

perfectly.
"
Anyway, there 's nobody in town who

could do it so well. All the men and boys like him,
and he has a level head. He 's the only one of the

young fellows that 's been to college, and he ought to

know more about books than any of the rest of them.

Besides, he needs something to take up his mind."

I felt the deacon was right, and I began to ask my-
self whether my personal feelings should be allowed

to count in such a matter. Still I could hardly make

up my mind to Hke. the responsibility of putting Tom
at the head of a reading-room I had started. If no-

thing else were to be considered I did not want my
connection with the plan to be too prominent, and

gossip about Tom would be just the thing to keep my
name always to the front.

" I hope you are sensible enough to do one thing,"

Deacon Daniel went on,
" and that is to have every-

body who uses the room pay for it. It need n't be

much, but they '11 respect it and themselves more if

they pay something, and it '11 give them the right to

grumble."
" I don't want them to grumble," I returned.
"
Oh, nobody cares much for anything he can't
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grumble about," was his reply, with a laugh ;

" but

really they are twice as likely to grumble if you pay
for everything than if they help. That 's the way we
are made."

I told him that he was an old cynic, but I saw in a

moment he was right about the value that would be

put on a thing which was paid for. If the men feel

they are helping to support the reading-room they will

take a good deal more interest in it.

" Tom Webbe will manage them all right," the dea-

con declared. " He '11 let them grumble just enough,
and make them so contented they '11 think they 're

having their own way while he 's going ahead just the

way he thinks best. He 's the only man for the

place."

Perhaps he is
;
and indeed the more I think about

it, the more I see the deacon is right. It would cer-

tainly be good for Tom, and that is a good deal. I

wonder what I ought to do ?

What Deacon Daniel said about the way in which

Tom would manage the men has been running through

my mind, I wonder that I, who have known Tom so

well, never thought before of how great his power is

to control people. It showed itself when he was a

boy ; and if he had carried out his plan to study law

it would have been I do wonder if Tom is work-

ing by himself, and if that is the reason he borrowed

those law-books?

September 27. Old lady Andrews has solved the

question for me. I am so glad I thought to go to her

for advice. She suggests that we have a committee,
and make Deacon Richards chairman. Then Tom can

be put on, and really do the work.
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" It would n't do at all for you to put Tom Webbe
at the head alone, my dear," she said.

" It would

make talk, and Aunt Naomi would have you married

to him a dozen times before the week was over ; but

this way it will be all right."

I asked her if committees did not usually have three

on them, and she answered that Deacon Richards

would know.
" I belong to an old-fashioned generation, my dear,

and I never can feel that it 's quite respectable for a

woman to know about committees and that sort of

thing. I 'in sure in my day it would n't have been

thought well-bred. But Deacon Daniel will know.

He r

s always on committees at church conferences and

councils."

Once more I visited the mill, and told Deacon

Daniel of old lady Andrews' suggestion. He agreed
at once, and declared the plan was better than that

of having one man at the head.
" It '11 be much the same thing as far as managing

the reading-room goes," he observed, stroking his chin

thoughtfully,
" but somehow folks like committees,

and they generally think they have a better show if

three or four men are running things than if there 's

only one. Of course one man always does manage,
but a committee 's more popular."
Deacon Daniel was very sure that the committee

should have three on it, and when I asked who should

be the other man he said :

" If it were anybody else but you, Miss Ruth, I

should n't think it was any use to say it, but you '11

see what I mean. I think Cy Turner is the man for

the third place."
" The blacksmith ?

"
I asked, a good deal surprised.
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" I 'm afraid I don't see what you mean. I don't

even know him."

The deacon grinned down on me from his height,

and made me a characteristic retort.

" He does n't look as if he 'd kept awake nights on

that account."

The blacksmith's jolly round face and twinkling

eyes as I had seen him on the street now and then

came up before my mind, and I felt the full force of the

deacon's irony. I told him that he was impertinent,

and asked why he named Mr. Turner.
"
Because," he answered seriously,

" what you want

is for the folks that have n't any books at home and

don't have a chance to read to get interested in the

reading-room. If Cy Turner takes hold of it, he '11 do

more than anybody else in town could do to make it

go among just those folks. He 's shrewd and good-

natured, and everybody that knows him likes him.

He '11 have all the boys in the reading-room if he has

to take them there by the collar, and if he does they 11

think it 's fine."

I could see at once the wisdom of the deacon's idea.

I asked how Tom and the blacksmith would work to-

gether, and was assured that Mr. Turner has a most

unlimited admiration for Tom, so that the two would

agree perfectly. I made up my mind on the spot,

and decided to go at once to interview the black-

smith, from whose shop I could hear above the whir-

ring of the mill the blows on the anvil. I had no

time on the little way from the mill to the blacksmith

shop to consider what I should say to Mr. Turner,
and I passed the time in hoping there would be

no men about. It made no difference ; he was so

straightforward and simple, so kindly and human,
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that I felt at ease with him from the first. He was

luckily alone, so I walked in boldly as if I were in

the habit of visiting the forge every day of my life.

He looked surprised to see me, but not in the least

disconcerted. The self-respecting coolness of a New

England workingman is something most admirable.

Mr. Turner was smutty and dressed in dirty clothes,

leather apron and all, but his manners were as good
as those of the best gentleman in the land. There is

something noble in a country where a common work-

ingman will meet you with no servility and without any
self-consciousness. I liked Mr. Turner from the mo-

ment I saw his face and heard his voice, rich and

cheery, and I was won by his merry eyes, which had

all the time a twinkling suggestion of a smile ready to

break out on the slightest occasion. I went straight

to my errand, and nothing could have been better

than the way in which he received my proposition.

He had no false modesty, and no over-assurance. He

evidently knew that he could do what was required,

he was undisguisedly pleased to be asked, and he was

troubled by no doubts about social proprieties or im-

proprieties.
" I suppose Mr. Webbe will do most of what work

there is to do," I said,
" but he will be an easy person

to work with on a committee, I should think."

"Yes, marm, he will," the blacksmith responded

heartily.
" There ain't a squarer fellow alive than

Tom Webbe. Tom 's been a bit wild, perhaps; but

he 's an awful good fellow just the same, if you know
him. I 'm pleased to be on the committee with him,

Miss Privet ; and I '11 do my best. I think the boys '11

do about as I want 'em to."

I had only to see Mr. Turner to understand why
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Deacon Daniel had chosen him. I think the com-

mittee but "
oh, good gracious mercy me," as the

old woman in the story says, it just occurs to me that

I have not said a word to Tom about the whole

business !

September 28. It is strange that my only diffi-

culty in arranging about the reading-room should

come from Tom, on whom I had counted as a mat-

ter of course ; but it is fortunate that I had assumed

he would serve, for this is what made him consent.

When I saw him to-day, and told him what I had

done, he at first said he could not possibly have any-

thing to do with the whole matter.
" I thank you, Ruth," he said,

" but don't you see

I had better not give folks any occasion to think of

me at all just now? The gossips need only to be

reminded of my being alive, and they will begin all

over again."
"
Tom," I asked him desperately,

" are you never

going to get over this bitter feeling ? I can't bear

to have you go on thinking that everybody is talking
about you."

u I don't blame them for talking," was his answer.

I assured him he would have been pleased if he

could have heard the way in which Mr. Turner spoke
of him yesterday.

"
Oh, Cy ! he is too good-hearted to fling at any-

body."
"But Deacon Richards was just as friendly," I in-

sisted.

"
Yes, he would be. It is n't the men, Ruth

; they
are ready to give a fellow a chance ; but the wo-

men '
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Pie did not seein to know how to finish his sen-

tence, and I reminded him that I too was a woman.
"
Oh, you," responded Tom,

"
you 're an angel. You

might almost be a man."

I laughed at him for putting men above angels, and

so by making him smile, by coaxing him, and appeal-

ing to his friendliness to back me up now I had com-

mitted myself, I prevailed upon him to serve. I am
sure it will be good for the reading-room, and I am

equally sure it will be good for Tom. Why in the

world this victory should have left me a little inclined

to be blue, I do not understand.



OCTOBER

OCTOBER 5. I went this afternoon to walk on the

Rim road. The day was beyond words in its beauty,

crisp, and clear, and rich with all that vitality which

nature seems so full of in autumn, as if it were filling

itself with life to withstand the long strain of the win-

ter. The leaves were splendid in their color, and shone

against the sky as if they were full of happiness. Per-

haps it was the day that made it possible for me to

see the red house without a pang, but I think it was

the sense of baby at home, well and happy, and learn-

ing, unconsciously of course, to love me with every

day that goes over her small head. A thin thread of

smoke trickled up from the chimney, and I thought I

ought to go in to see if the old grandmother was

there. I wonder if it is right not to try if the blessed

granddaughter might not soften her old heart, bat-

tered and begrimed if it .be. Nobody answered my
knock, however, and so I did not see Mrs. Brownrig,
for which I was selfishly glad. She has not been very

gracious when I have sent her things, so I was not, I

confess, especially anxious for an interview. I went

away smiling to myself over a saying of Father's :

" There is nothing so pleasant as a disagreeable duty

conscientiously escaped."

October 6. I really know something which has
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escaped the acuteness of Aunt Naomi, and I feel

greatly puffed up in consequence. Deacon Richards

has been here this evening, and as it was rather cool

I had a brisk, cheery fire.

" I do like to be warm," he said, stretching out his

hand luxuriously to the blaze. " I never could under-

stand why I feel the cold so. I should think it was

age, if it had n't always been so from the time I was a

boy."
I thought of the cold vestry, and smiled to myself

as I wondered if Deacon Daniel had ascetic ideas of

self-torture.

" Then I should think you would be fond of big

fires," I observed.
" I am," he responded,

"
only they make me sleepy.

I 'm like a kitten ; I go to sleep when I get warmed

through."
I laughed outright, and when he asked me what I

was laughing at I told him it was partly at the idea of

his being like a kitten, and partly because I had found

him out.

" It is all very well for you to keep the vestry as

cold as a barn so that you can keep awake," I added ;

" but don't you think it is unfair to the rest of the

congregation to freeze them too ?
'

He looked rather disconcerted a moment, and then

grinned, though sheepishly.
" Heat makes other people sleepy too," he said de-

fensively.

I chaffed him a little, and told him I should send a

couple of loads of wood to the vestry, and that if ifc

were necessary I would give him a bottle of smelling-

salts to keep him awake, but certainly the room must

be warmer. I declared I would not have dear old lady
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Andrews exposed to the danger of pneumonia, even if

he was like a kitten. It is really quite as touching as

it is absurd to think of his sitting in prayer-meeting

shivering and uncomfortable because he feels it his

duty to keep awake. In biblical times dancing be-

fore the Lord was a legitimate form of worship ; it is

almost a pity that sleeping before the Lord cannot be

put among proper religious observances. Dear Miss

Charlotte always sleeps devoutly, I am sure at

every prayer-meeting, and then comes out declaring it

has been a beautiful meeting. I have no doubt she

has been spiritually refreshed, even if she has nod-

ded. Father used to say that no religion could be

permanent until men were able to give their deity a

sense of humor
;
and I do think a supreme being which

could not see the humorous side of Deacon Richards'

pathetic mortification of the flesh in his frosty vestry

could hardly have the qualifications necessary to man-

age the universe properly.

October 12. Ranny Gargan has settled the ques-

tion of marriage for the present at least. He has

remarried his first wife to prevent her from bringing
suit against him. As Miss Charlotte rather boldly

said, he has legitimized the beating by marrying the

woman.

Rosa takes the matter coolly. She says she is glad
to have things so she can't think of Ranny, for now
she can take Dennis, and not bother any more about

it.

" It 's a comfort to any woman not to have to

decide what man she '11 marry," she remarked with

her amazing philosophy.
" Then you 'd like to have somebody arrange a mar-
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riage for you, Rosa," I said, rather for the sake of

saying something.

"Arrange, is it?" she cried, bristling up suddenly.
" What for would I have somebody making my mar-

riage ? I 'd like to see anybody that would dare !

'

The moral of which seems to be that if Rosa is so

much of a philosopher that she sometimes seems to

me to be talking scraps out of old heathen sages, she

is yet only a woman.

October 20. Aunt Naomi had about her when she

came stealthily in this afternoon an air of excitement

so evident as almost to be contagious. I could see by
the very hurry of her sliding step and the extra tight-

ness of her veil that something had stirred her greatly.
" What is it, Aunt Naomi ?

"
I asked at once. " You

fairly bristle with news. What 's happened ?
'

She smiled and gave a little cluck, but my saluta-

tion made her instantly moderate her movements. She

sat down with a composed and self-contained air, and

only by the unusually vigorous swinging of her foot

showed that she was not as serene as on ordinary occa-

sions.

" Who said anything had happened ?
'

she de-

manded.

I returned that she showed it by her looks.
"
Something is always happening, I suppose."

I know Aunt Naomi well enough to understand that

the quickest way of coming at her tidings was to pre-

tend indifference, so I asked no more questions, but

made a careless remark about the weather.
" What made you think anything had happened ?

'

persisted she.

" It was simply an idea that came into my head,"
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was my reply.
" I hope Deacon Daniel keeps the

vestry warm in these days."
Aunt Naomi was not proof against this parade of

indifference, and in a moment she broke out with her

story.
"
Well," she declared,

" Tom Webbe seems bound

to be talked about."
" Tom Webbe !

"
I echoed. " What is it now ?

"

I confess my heart sank with the fear that he had

become desperate with the pressure of weary days, and

had somehow defied all the narrow conventionalities

which hem him in here in this little town.
" It 's the Brownrig woman," Aunt Naomi an-

nounced. " If you get mixed up with that sort of

creatures there 's no knowing what you '11 come to."

" But what about her ?
'

I demanded so eagerly
that I became suddenly conscious of the keen curiosity

which my manner brought into her glance.
" What

has she been doing?" I went on, trying to be cool.

It was only by much questioning that I got the story.

Had it not been for my real interest in Tom I would

not have bothered so much, but as it was she had me
at her mercy, and knew it. What happened, so far

as I can make out, is this : The Brownrig woman has

been worse than ever since Julia's death. She has

been drunk in the streets more than once, and I am
afraid the help she has had from Tom and others

has only led her to greater excesses. Once Deacon
Richards came upon her lying in the ditch beside the

road, and she has made trouble more than once, be-

sides disturbing the prayer-meeting.
Last evening Tom came upon a mob of men and

boys down by the Flatiron Wharf, and in the midst

of them was Mrs. Brownrig, singing and howling.
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They were baiting her, and saying things to provoke
her to more outrageous profanity.

"
They do say," observed Aunt Naomi with what

seemed to me, I am ashamed to say, an unholy relish,

"her swearing was something awful. John Deland

told me he never heard anything like it. He said

no man could begin to come up to it."

" John Deland, that owns the smoke-houses ?
'

I

put in.
" What was he doing there ? I always thought

he was a decent man."
" So he is. He says," she returned with her droll-

est smile,
" he was just passing by and could n't help

hearing. I dare say you could n't have helped hear-

ing if you 'd been passing by."
" I should have passed pretty quickly then ; but

what did Tom Webbe do ?
"

She went on to say that Tom had come upon this

disgraceful scene, and found the crowd made up of all

the lowest fellows in town. The men were shouting

with laughter, and the old woman was shrieking with

rage and intoxication.

" John Deland says as soon as Tom saw what was

going on and who the woman was, he broke through
the crowd, and took her by the arm, and told her to

come home. She cursed him, and said she would n't

go ; and then she cried, and they had a dreadful time.

Then somebody in the crowd John says he thinks

it was one of the Bagley boys that burnt Micah

Sprague's barn. You remember about that, don't

you? They live somewhere down beyond the old

shipyard
"

" I remember that the Spragues' barn was burned,"

answered I ;

" but what did the Bagley boy do last

night?"
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" He called out to Tom Webbe to get out of the

way, and not spoil the fun. Then Tom turned on the

crowd, and I guess he gave it to them hot and heavy."
" I 'm sure I hope he did !"' I said fervently.
" He said he thought they might be in better busi-

ness than tormenting an old drunken woman like that,

and called them cowards to their faces. They got mad,
and wanted to know what business it was of his, any-

way. Then he blazed out again, and said
'

I do not know whether the pause Aunt Naomi made
was intentionally designed to rouse me still further, or

whether she hesitated unconsciously ; but I was too

excited to care.

" What did he say?
"
I asked breathlessly.

" He told them she was his mother-in-law."!
" Tom Webbe said that ? To that crowd ?

"
cried

I, and I felt the tears spring into my eyes. It was

chiefly excitement, of course, but the pluck of it and

the hurt to Tom came over me in a flash.
" What

did they do ?
"

"
They just muttered, and got out of the way.

John Deland said it was n't two minutes before Tom
was left alone with the old woman, and then he took

her home. It 's a pity she would n't drink herself to

death."
" I think it is, Aunt Naomi," was my answer ;

though I wished to add that the sentiment was rather

a queer one to come from anybody who believes as

she does.

I do not know what else Aunt Naomi said. Indeed

when she had told her tale she seemed in something
of a hurry to leave, and I suspect her of going on to

repeat it somewhere else. Tom's sin has left a trail

of consequences behind it which he could never have
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dreamed of. I cannot tell whether I pity him more

for this or honor him for the courage with which he

stood up. Poor Tom !

October 24. An odd thing has happened to the

Westons. A man came in the storm last night and

dropped insensible on the doorstep. He might have

lain there all night, and very likely would have died

before morning, but George, when he started for bed,

chanced to open the door to look at the weather. He
found the tramp wet and covered with sleet, and at

first thought that he was either dead or drunk. When
he had got him in and thawed out by the kitchen fire,

the man proved to be ill. George sent for Dr. Went-

worth, and had a bed made up in the shed-chamber,
but when he told me this morning he said it seemed

rather doubtful if the tramp could live.

" What did Mrs. Weston say ?
"

I asked.

I do not know how I came to ask such a question,

and I meant nothing by it. George, however, stif-

fened in a moment as if he suspected me of something
unkind.

" Mrs. Weston did n't like my taking him into the

house," he said.
" She thought I ought to have sent

him off to the poor-farm."
" You could hardly do that last night," I returned,

wondering how I could have offended him. " I am
afraid the tramp's looks set her against him."

" She has n't seen him. She 'd gone to bed before

I found him last night, and this morning he is pretty
sick. Dr. Wentworth says he can't be moved now.

He 's in a high fever, and keeps talking all the

time."

It is so very seldom we hear of tramps in Tuska-
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muck that it is strange to have one appear like this,

and it is odd he chose George's house to tumble

down at, as it is a little out of the road. Tramps
have a law of their own, however, and never do what

one would expect of them. I hope his illness will

not be serious. I offered to do what I could, but

George said they could take care of the man for the

present. Then he hesitated, and flushed a little as

if confused.
" I am sorry," he said,

"
it should happen just now,

for Gertrude ought not to be troubled when when

she is n't well."

It is a pity, and I hope no harm will come of it,

but if Mrs. Weston has not seen the tramp and has

not been startled, I do not see why any should.

October 26. If I could be superstitious, I think I

should be now ; but of course the whole thing is non-

sense. People are talking in forty-eight hours !

How gossip does spring and spread ! as if there

were something peculiar about that tramp. There is

nothing definite to say except that he came to George's

house, which is a little off from the main street, and

that in his delirium he keeps calling for some person
he says he knows is there, and he will surely find, no

matter how she hides. The idea of the sick in a

delirium is always painful, and the talk about this

man makes it doubly so. I am afraid the fact that

Mrs. Weston's servants do not like her has some-

thing to do with the whispers in the air. Dislike will

create suspicion on the slightest excuse, and there can

be nothing to connect her with this dying tramp.
What could there be ? I wish Aunt Naomi would

not repeat such unpleasant things.
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October 27. I have been with Tom hanging the

pictures in the new reading-room, and everything is

ready for the opening when the magazines and the

books come. Next Wednesday is the first of the

month, and then we will have it opened. Tom has

already a list of over twenty men and boys who have

joined, and lame Peter Tobey is to be janitor. It is

delightful to see how proud and pleased he is. He
can help his mother now, and the poor boy was pa-

thetic in the way he spoke of that. He only men-

tioned it, but his tone touched me to the quick.

Tom and I had a delightful afternoon, hanging

pictures, arranging the furniture, and seeing that

everything was right. Mr. Turner and Deacon

Richards came in just as we finished, and the three

men were so simple in their interest, and so hearty
about it, that I feel as if everything was going for-

ward in just the right spirit. Mr. Turner saw where

a bracket was needed for one of the lamps, and said

at once he would make one to-morrow. It was charm-

ing to see how pleased he was to find there was some-

thing he could furnish, and which nobody else at hand

could have supplied. We are always pleased to find

we are not only needed, but we are needed in some

particular way which marks our personal fitness for

the thing to be done. Deacon Daniel brought a big

braided rug that an old woman at the Rim had made

by his orders. He was in good spirits because he had

helped the old woman and the reading-room at the

same time. Tom was happy because he was at work,

and in an atmosphere that was friendly ;
and I was

happy because I could not help it. And so when we
locked the room, and came home in the early twilight,

I felt at peace with all the world.
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Tom came in and had a frolic with Tomine, and

when he went he held my hand a moment, looking
into my face as if to impress me with what he said.

" Thank you, Ruth," were the words ;

" I think

you '11 succeed in making me human again. Good-

night."

If I am helping him to be reconciled with the world

and himself I am more glad than I can tell.

October 28. The earthquake always finds us un-

prepared, and to-night it has come. I feel dazed and

queer, as if life had been shaken to its foundations,

and as if it were trembling about me.

George came in suddenly My hand trembles so

that I am writing like an old woman. If the chief

object of keeping a journal is to help myself to be

sane and rational, I must have better control over my
nerves.

About seven o'clock, as I sat sewing, I heard Han-
nah open the front door to somebody. I half ex-

pected a deacon, as it generally is a deacon in the

evening, but the door opened, and George came rush-

ing in. His hurry and his excited manner made me
see at once that something unusual had happened.
His face was pale, his eyes wild, and somehow his

whole air was terrifying.
" What is the matter ?

'

I cried, jumping up to

meet him.

He tried to speak, but only gave a sort of choking

gasp.
" Has anything happened ?

'

I asked him. " Your
wife

"

" I have n't any wife," he interrupted.

The shock was terrible, for I thought at once she
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must be dead, and I made some sort of a horrified

exclamation. Then we stared at each other a minute.

I supposed something had happened to her, and that

he had from the force of old habit come to me in

hope of comfort.
" I never had a wife," he went on, almost angrily,

and as if I had disputed him.

I do not know what we said then or how we said it.

It was a long time before I could understand, and

even now it seems like a bad dream. Somehow he

made me understand that the tramp who was sick at

their house had kept calling out in his delirium for

Gertrude and declaring he had found her, that she

need not hide, for he would surely find her wher-

ever she hid. The servants talked of it, and George
knew it a day or two ago. I do not know whether

he suspected anything or not. Very likely he could

hardly tell himself. Finally one of the girls told

Mrs. Weston, and she acted very strangely. She

wanted to have a description of the man, and at last

she insisted on going herself to peep at him, to see

what he was like. George happened to come home

just at the time Mrs. Weston had crept up to the

door of the shed-chamber. Some exclamation of hers

when she saw her husband roused the sick man, who
sat up in bed and screamed that he knew his wife's

voice, and he would see her. George caught her by
the arm, pushed the door wide open with his foot, and

led her into the chamber. She held back, and cried

out, and the tramp, half wild with delirium, sprang
out of bed, shouting to George :

" Take your hands

off of my wife !

'

George declares that even then he should not have

believed the tramp was really speaking the truth if
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Gertrude had n't confirmed it. He thought the man
was out of his head, and the worst of his suspicion

was that the stranger had known Mrs. Weston some-

where. As soon as the tramp spoke, however, she

fell down on her knees and caught George's hand,

crying over and over :
" I thought he was dead ! I

thought he was dead !

'

It must have been a fearful

thing for both of them ; and then Gertrude fainted

dead away at George's feet. The girl who had been

taking care of the tramp was out of the room at the

moment, but she heard George calling, and came in

time to take her mistress away ; while George got the

tramp back to bed, and soothed him into some sort of

quiet. Then he rushed over here. I urged him to

go back at once, telling him his wife would want him,

and that it might after all be a mistake.
" I don't want ever to set eyes on her again," he

declared doggedly.
" She 's cheated me. She told

me I was the first man she ever cared for, and I never

had a hint she 'd been married. She made a fool of

me, but thank God I 'm out of that mess."
" What do you mean ?

'

I asked him. " You are

talking about your wife."
" She is n't my wife, I tell you," persisted he.

" I '11 never live with her again."

He must have seen how he shocked me, and at last

he was persuaded to go home. I know I must see

him to-morrow, and I have a cowardly desire to run

away. I have a hateful feeling of repulsion against

him, but that is something to be overcome. At any
rate both he and his poor wife need a friend if they
ever did, and I must do the best I can.

I cannot wonder George should be deeply hurt

by finding that Mrs. Weston had a husband before
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and did not tell him. She can hardly have loved him

or she must have been honest with him. It may have

been through her love and fear of losing him that she

did not dare to tell ; though from what I have seen of

her I have n't thought her much given to sentiment.

How dreadful it must be to live a life resting on

concealment. I have very likely been uncharitable in

judging her, for she must always have been uneasy
and of course could not be her true self.

October 29. Some rumor of the truth has flown

about the town, as I was sure when I saw Aunt
Naomi coming up the walk this forenoon. Sometimes

I think she sees written on walls and fences the things
which have happened or been said in the houses which

they surround. She has almost a second sight ; and

if I wished to do anything secret I would not venture

to be in the same county with her.

She seated herself comfortably in a patch of sun-

shine, and looked with the greatest interest at the

mahonia in bloom on the flower-stand by the south

window. She spoke of the weather and of Peter's silli-

ness, told me where the sewing-circle was to be next

week, and approached the real object of her call with

the deliberation of a cat who is creeping up behind a

mouse. When she did speak, she startled me.
" I suppose you know that tramp over to the Wes-

tons' died this morning," she remarked, so carelessly

it might have seemed an accident if her eye had not

fairly gleamed with eagerness.
" Died !

"
I echoed.

"Yes, he's dead," she went on. "He had some

sort of excitement yesterday, they say, and it seems

to have been the end of him."
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She watched me as if to see whether I would give

any sign of knowing more of the matter than she did,

but for once I hope I baffled her penetration. I made
some ordinary comment, which could not have told

her much.
" It 's very queer a tramp should go to that par-

ticular house to die," observed Aunt Naomi, as if she

were stating an abstract truth in which she had no

especial interest.

I asked what there was especially odd about it.

"
Well, for one thing," she answered,

" he asked

the way there particularly."
I inquired how she knew.
" Al Demmons met him on the Rim road," she

continued, not choosing, apparently, to answer my
question directly,

" and this man wanted to know
where a man named Weston lived who 'd married a

woman from the West called something Al Dem-
mons could n't remember. Al Demmons said that

George Weston was the only Weston in town, and

that he had married a girl named West. Then the

man said something about 4 that used to be her name.'

It 's all pretty queer, I think."

To this I did not respond. I would not get into a

discussion which would give Aunt Naomi more mate-

rial for talk. After a moment of silence, she said :

"
Well, the man 's dead now, and I suppose that 's

the end of him. I don't suppose Mrs. Weston 's likely

to tell much about him."
" Aunt Naomi," I returned, feeling that even if all

the traditions of respect for my elders were broken

I must speak,
" does n't it seem to you harm might

come of talking about this tramp as if he were some

mysterious person connected with Mrs. Weston's life
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before she came to Tuskamuck? It is n't strange

that somebody should have known her, and when once

a tramp has had help from a person he hangs on."

She regarded me with a shrewd look.

" You would n't take up cudgels for her that way if

you did n't know something," she observed.

After that there was nothing for me to say. I sim-

ply dropped the subject, and refused to talk about the

affairs of the Westons at all. I am so sorry, how-

ever, that gossip has got hold of a suspicion. It was

to be expected, I suppose, and indeed it has been in

the air ever since the man came. I am sorry for the

Westons.

October 30. After the earthquake a fire, I won-

der whether after the fire will come the still, small

voice ! It is curious that out of all this excitement

the feeling of which I am most conscious after my
dismay and my pity is one of irritation. I am ashamed

to find in my thought so much anger against George.
He had perhaps a right to think as he did about

my affection for him, though it is inconceivable any

gentleman should say the things he said to me last

night. Even if he were crazy enough to suppose

I could still love him, how could he forget his wife ;

how could he be glad of an excuse to be freed from

her ;
how could he forget the little child that is com-

ing ? Oh, I am like Jonah when he was so sure he

did well to be angry ! I am convinced I can have no

just perception of character at all, for this George
Weston is showing himself so weak, so ungenerous, so

cruel, that he has either been changed vitally or I did

not really know him. I was utterly deceived in him.

No ;
I will not believe that. We have all of us pos-
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sibilities in different directions. I wish I could re-

member the passage where Browning says a man has

two sides, one for the world and one to show a woman
when he loves her. Perhaps one side is as true as the

other ; and what I knew was a possible George, I am
sure.

He came in yesterday afternoon with a look of hard

determination. He greeted me almost curtly, and

added in the same breath :

" The man is dead. She 's confessed it all. He
was her husband, and she was never my wife legally

at all. She says she thought he was dead."
" Then there 's only one thing to do," I answered.

" You can get Mr. Saychase to marry you to-day.

Of course it can be arranged if you tell him how the

mistake arose, and he won't speak of it."

He laughed sneeringly.
" I have n't any intention of marrying her," he said.

"No intention of marrying her?" I repeated, not

understanding him. " If the first ceremony was n't

legal, another is necessary, of course."
" She cheated me," he declared, his manner becom-

ing more excited. " Do you suppose after that I 'd

have her for my wife ? Besides, you don't see. She

was another man's wife when she came to live with

me, and '

I stared at him without speaking, and he began to

look confused.
" No man wants to marry a woman that 's been liv-

ing with him," he blurted out defiantly.
" I suppose

that isn't a nice thing to say to you, but any man
would understand."

I was silent at first, in mere amazement and indisr-o
nation. The thing seemed so monstrous, so indelicate,
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so cruel to the woman. She had deceived him and

hidden the fact that she had been married, but there

was no justice in this horrible way of looking at it, as

if her ignorance had been a crime. I could hardly
believe he realized what he was saying. Before I

could think what to say, he went on.
"
Very likely you think I 'm hard, Ruth ; and per-

haps I should n't feel so if it had n't come about

through her own fault. If she 'd told me the

truth
"

"
George !

"
I burst out. "You don't know what

you are saying ! You did n't take her as your wife for

a week or a month, but for all her life."

" She never was my wife," he persisted stubbornly.

I looked at him with a feeling of despair, not un-

mixed, I must confess, with anger. Most of all, how-

ever, I wanted to reach him ; to make him see things

as they were ;
and I wanted to save the poor woman.

I leaned forward, and laid my ringers on his arm. My
eyes were smarting, but I would not cry.

" But if there were no question of her at all," I

pleaded, "you must do what is right for your own

sake. You have made her pledges, and you can't in

common honesty give them up."
" She set me free from all that when she lied to me.

I made pledges to a girl, not to another man's wife."
" But she did n't know. She thought she was free

to marry you. She believed she was honestly your
wife."

" She never was, she never was."

He repeated it stubbornly as if the fact settled

everything.
" She was !

'

I broke out hotly.
" She was your

wife ; and she is your wife ! When a man and a
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woman honestly love each other and marry without

knowing of any reason why they may not, I say they
are man and wife, no matter what the law is."

"
Suppose the husband had lived ?

"
he demanded,

with a hateful smile. " The law really settles it."

" Do you believe that?
"
I asked him. " Or do you

only wish to believe it ?
'

He looked at me half angrily, and the blood sprang
into his cheeks. Then he took a step forward.

" She came between us !

'

he said, lowering his

voice, but speaking with a new fierceness.

I felt as if he had struck me, and I shrank back.

Then I straightened up, and looked him in the eye.
" You don't dare to say that aloud," I retorted.

" You left me of your own accord. You insult me to

come here and say such a thing, and I will not hear

it. If you mean to talk in that strain, you may leave

the house."

He was naturally a good deal taken aback by this,

and perhaps I should not Yes, I should ; I am

glad I did say it. He stammered something about

begging my pardon.
" Let that go," interrupted I, feeling as if I had en-

dured about all that I could hear. " The question is

whether you are not going to be just to your wife."
" You fight mighty well for her," responded George,

" but if you knew how she
"

" Never mind," I broke in.
" Can't you see I am

fighting for you? I am trying to make you see you
owe it to yourself to be right in this ; and moreover

you owe it to me."
" To you ?

'

he asked, with a touch in his voice

which should have warned me, but did not, I was so

wrapped up in my own view of the situation.
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"
Yes, to me. I ain your oldest friend, don't you

see, and you owe it to me not to fail now."

He sprang forward impulsively, holding out both

his hands.
"
Ruth," he cried out,

" what 's the use of all this

talk ? You know it 's you I love, and you I mean to

marry."
I know now how a man feels when he strikes an-

other full in the face for insulting him. I felt myself

growing hot and then cold again ; and I was literally

speechless from indignation.
" I went crazy a while for a fool with a pretty face,"

he went rushing on
;

" but all that
"

" She is your wife, George Weston !

"
I broke in.

" How dare you talk so to me !

'

He was evidently astonished, but he persisted.
" We ought to be honest with each other now, Ruth,"

he said. " There 's too much at stake for us to beat

about the bush. I know I 've behaved like a fool and

a brute. I 've hurt you and and cheated you, and

you 've had every reason to throw me over like a sick

clog ;
but when you made up the money I 'd lost and

did n't let Mr. Longworthy suspect, I knew you cared

for me just the same !

'

" Cared for you !

"
I blazed out. " Do you think I

could have ruined any man's life for that? I love you
no more than I love any other man with a wife of his

own !

"

" That 's just it," he broke in eagerly.
" Of course

I knew you could n't own you cared while she
'

The egotism of it, the vulgarity of it made me fran-

tic. I was ashamed of myself, I was ashamed of him,
and I felt as if nothing would make him see the truth.

Never in my whole life have I spoken to any human
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being as I did to him. I felt like a raging termagant,
but he would not see.

"Stop!" I cried out. "If you had never had a

wife, I could n't care for you. I thought I loved you,

and perhaps I did ; but all that is over, and over for-

ever.'

u You 've said you 'd love me always," he retorted.

Some outer layer of courtesy seemed to have cracked

and fallen from him, and to have left an ugly and vul-

gar nature bare. The pathos of it came over me.

The pity that a man should be capable of so exposing
his baser self struck me in the midst of all my indig-

nation. I could not help a feeling, moreover, that he

had somehow a right to reproach me with having

changed. Thinking of it now in cooler blood I can-

not see that since he has left me to marry another

woman he has any ground for reproaching me
;
but

somehow at the moment I felt guilty.
"
George," I answered,

" I thought I was telling

the truth ;
I did n't understand myself."

The change in his face showed me that this way of

putting it had done more to convince him than any
direct denial. His whole manner altered.

"You don't mean," he pleaded piteously, "you've

stopped caring for me ?
'

I could only tell him that certainly I had stopped

caring for him in the old way, and I begged him to

go back to his wife. He said little more, and I was

at last released from this horrible scene. All night Io

thought of it miserably or I dreamed of it more miser-

ably still. That poor woman ! What can I do for

her ? I hope I have not lost the power of influencing

George, for I might use it to help her.
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NOVEMBER

NOVEMBER 3. How odd are the turns that fate

plays us. Sometimes it seems as if an unseen power
were amusing himself tangling the threads of human
lives just as Peter has been snarling up my worsted

for pure fun. Only a power mighty enough to be

able to do this must be too great to be so heartless. I

suppose, too, that the pity of things is often more in

the way in which we look at them than it is in the turn

which fate or fortune has given to affairs. The point
of view changes values so.

All this is commonplace, of course ; but it is cer-

tainly curious that George's wife should be in my
house, almost turned out of her husband's. When I

found her on the steps the other night, wet with the

rain, afraid to ring, afraid of me, and terrified at what

had come upon her, I had no time to think of the

strange perversity of events which had brought this

about. She had left George's house, she said, because

she was afraid of him and because he had said she was

to go as soon as she was able. He had called her a

horrible name, she added, and he had told her he was

done with her ; that she must in the future take care

of herself and not expect to live with him. I know,
after seeing the cruel self George showed the other

day, that he could be terrible, and he would have less

restraint with his wife than with me. In the evening,
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as soon as it was really dark, in the midst of the storm,

she came to me. She said she knew how I must hate

her. that she had said horrid things about me, but she

had nowhere else to go, and she implored I would

take her in. She is asleep now in the south chamber.

She is ill, and I cannot tell what the effects of her ex-

posure will be. Dr. Wentworth looks grave, but he

does not say what he thinks.

What I ought to do is the question. She has been

here two days, and her husband must have found out

by this time what I suppose everybody in town knows,
where she is. I cannot fold my hands and let things

go. I must send for George, much as I shrink from

seeing him. How can I run the risk of having an-

other scene like the one on Friday ? and yet I must do

something. She can do nothing for herself. It should

be a man to talk with George ; but I cannot ask Tom.
He and George do not like each other, and he could

not persuade George to do right to Gertrude. Per-

haps Deacon Richards might effect something.

November 5. After all my difficulty in persuading
Deacon Richards to interfere, his efforts have come

to nothing. George was rude to him, and told him to

mind his own affairs. I suppose dear old Deacon

Daniel had not much tact.

" I told him he ought to be ashamed of himself,"

the Deacon said indignantly,
" and that he was a dis-

grace to the town ; but it did n't seem to move him

any."
" I hope he treated you well," I answered dolefully.

" I am sorry I persuaded you to go."
" He was plain enough," Deacon Daniel responded

grimly.
" He did n't mince words any to speak of."
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I must see him myself. I wish I dared consult Tom,
but it could not do any good. I must work it out alone ;

but what can I say ?

November 6. Fortunately, I did not have to send

for George. He appeared this afternoon on a singu-

lar errand. He wanted to pay me board for his wife

until she was well enough to go away. I assured him

he need not be troubled about board, because I was

glad to do what I could for his wife ; and I could not

help adding that I did not keep a lodging-house.
" I 'm willing to be as kind to her while she 's here

as I can," he assured me awkwardly,
" and of course I

shall not let her go away empty-handed."
" She is not likely to," I retorted, feeling my cheeks

get hot. " Dr. Wentworth says she cannot be moved

until after the baby comes."

He flushed in his turn, and looked out of the win-

dow.
" I don't think, Ruth," was his reply,

" we can dis-

cuss that. It is n't a pleasant subject."

There are women, I know, who can meet obstinacy
with guile. I begin to understand how it may be a

woman will stoop to flatter and seem to yield, simply

through despair of carrying her end by any other

means. The hardness of this man almost bred in me
a purpose to try and soften him, to try to bewitch him,

somehow to fool and ensnare him for his own good ;

to hide how I raged inwardly at his injustice and

cruelty, and to pretend to be acquiescent until I had

accomplished my end. I cannot lie, however, even in

acts, and all that sort of thing is beyond my power as

well as my will. I realized how hopeless it was for

me to try to do anything with him, and I rose.
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"
Very likely you are right," I said.

" It is evi-

dently useless for us to discuss anything. Now I can

only say good-by ; but I forbid you to come into my
house again until you bring Mr. Saychase with you to

remarry you to Gertrude."

He had risen also, and we stood face to face.

" Do you suppose," he asked doggedly,
" now I am

free I 'd consent to marry any woman but you ? I '11

make you marry me yet, Ruth Privet, for I know per-

fectly well you love me. Think how long we were

engaged."
I remembered the question he asked me when he

came back from Franklin after he had seen her :

44 How long have we been engaged ?
'

44 1 shall keep your wife," was all I said,
44 until she

is well and chooses to go. George, I beg of you not

to let her baby be born fatherless."

A hateful look came into his eyes.
44 1 thought you were fond of fatherless babies," he

sneered.
44
Go," I said, hardly controlling myself,

44 and don't

come here again without Mr. Saychase."
44 If I bring him it will be to marry you, Ruth."

Something in me rose up and spoke without my vo-

lition. I did not know what I was saying until the

words were half said. I crossed the room and rang-o
the bell for Rosa, and as I did it I said :

44 1 see I must have a husband to protect me from

your insults, and I will marry Tom Webbe."
Before he could answer, Rosa appeared.
44

Rosa," I said, and all my calmness had come back,
44 will you show Mr. Weston to the door. I am not

at home to him again until he conies with Mr. Say-
chase."
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She restrained her surprise and amusement better

than I expected, but before she had had time to do

more than toss her head George had rushed away
without ceremony. By this time, I suppose, every

man, woman, and child in town knows that I have

turned him out of my house.

November 7.
" And after the fire a still, small

voice !

'

I have been saying this over and over to

myself ; and remembering, not irreverently, that God
was in the voice.

I have had a talk with Tom which ha^ moved me
more than all the trouble with George. The very fact

that George so outraged all my feelings and made
me so angry kept me from being touched as I might
have been otherwise ; but this explanation with Tom
has left me shaken and tired out. It is emotion and

not physical work that wears humanity to shreds.

Tom came to discuss the reading-room. He is de-

lighted that it has started so well and is going on so

swimmingly ;
and he is full of plans for increasing the

interest. I was, I confess, so preoccupied with what

I had made up my mind to say to him I could hardly
follow what he was saying. I felt as if something
were grasping me by the throat. He looked at me

strangely, but he went on talking as if he did not no-

tice my uneasiness.
"
Tom," I broke out at last, when I could endure

it no longer,
" did you know that Mrs. "Weston is

here, very ill ?
'

"
Yes," was all he answered.

"
And, Tom," I hurried on,

"
George won't remarry

her."
" Won't remarry her ?

"
he echoed. " The cur !

"
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" He was here yesterday," I went on desperately,
" and he said he is determined to marry me."

Tom started forward with hot face and clenched

fist.

" The blackguard ! I wish I 'd been here to kick

him out of the house ! What did you say to him ?
'

" I told him he had insulted me, and forbade him
to come here again without Mr. Saychase to remarry
them," I said. Then before Tom's searching look I

became so confused he could not help seeing there

was more.
44 Well ?

"
he demanded.

He was almost peremptory, although he was courte-

ous. Men have such a way in a crisis of instinctively

taking the lead that a woman yields to it almost of

necessity.
"
Tom," I answered, more and more confused,

" I

must tell you, but I hope you '11 understand. I had

a frightful time with him. I was ashamed of him and

ashamed of myself, and very angry ; and when he said

he 'd make me marry him sometime, I told him '

" Well ?
" demanded Tom, his voice much lower than

before, but even more compelling.
" I told him," said I, the blood fairly throbbing in

my cheeks,
" that I should marry you. You 've asked

me, you know !

'

He grew fairly white, but for a moment he did

not move. His eyes had a look in them I had never

seen, and which made me tremble. It seemed to me
that he was fighting down what he wanted to say, and

to get control of himself.
"
Ruth," he asked me at last, with an odd hoarse-

ness in his voice,
" do you want George Weston to

marry that woman ?
'
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" Of course I do," I cried, so surprised and relieved

that the question was not more personal the tears

started to my eyes.
" I want it more than anything

else in the world."

Again he was still for a nionieiit, his eyes looking
into mine as if he meant to drag out my most secret

thought. These silences were too much for me to

bear, and I broke this one. I asked him if he were

vexed at what I had said to George, and told him the

words had seemed to say themselves without any will

of mine.
" I could only be sorry at anything you said, Ruth,"

he returned,
" never vexed. I only think it a pity

for you to link your name with mine."

I tried to speak, but he went on.
" I 've loved you ever since I was old enough to

love anything. I 've told you that often enough, and

I don't think you doubt it. I had you as my ambi-

tion all the time I was growing up. I came home
from college, and you were engaged, and all the good
was taken out of life for me. I 've never cared much
since what happened. But if I 've asked you to love

me, Ruth, I never gave you the right to think I 'd be

base enough to be willing you should marry me with-

out loving me."

Again I tried to speak, though I cannot tell what

I wished to say. I only choked and could not get out

a word.
" Don't talk about it. I can't stand it," he broke

in, his voice husky.
" You need n't marry me to make

George Weston come up to the mark. I '11 take

care of that."

I suppose I looked up with a dread of what might

happen if he saw George, and of course Tom could
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no't understand that my concern was for him and not

for George. He smiled a bitter sort of smile.
" You need n't be afraid," he said. " I '11 treat him

tenderly for your sake."

I was too confused to speak, and I could only sit

there dazed and silent while he went away. It was not

what he was saying that filled me with a tumult till my
thoughts seemed beating in my head like wild birds in a

net. Suddenly while he was speaking, while his dear,

honest eyes full of pain were looking into mine, the

still, small voice had spoken, and I knew that I cared

for Tom as he cared for me.

November 8. I realize now that from the morning
when Tom and I first stood with baby in my arms be-

tween us I have felt differently toward him. It was

at the moment almost as if I were his wife, and though
I never owned it to myself, even in my most secret

thought, I have somehow belonged to him ever since.

I see now that something very deep within has known
and has from time to time tried to tell me ; but I put

my hands to the ears of my mind. Miss Fleming used

to try to teach us things at school about the difference

between the consciousness and the will, and other dark

mysteries which to me were, and are, and always will

be utterly incomprehensible, and I suppose some kind

of a consciousness knew what the will would n't recoo--o
nize. That sounds like nonsense now it is on paper,
but it seemed extremely wise when I began to write it.

No matter ;
the facts I know well enough. It is won-

derful how a woman will hide a thing from herself, a

thing she knows really, but keeps from being con-

scious she knows by refusing to let her thoughts put
it into words.
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To myself I seem shamefully fickle, and yet it

seems also as if I had never changed at all, but that it

was always Tom I have been fond of, even when I

fully believed it was George. Of course this is only
a weak excuse ;

but at least I have been fond of Tom
as a friend from my childhood. He has always com-

manded me, too, in a way. He has done what I wished

and what I thought best ; but I have always known
he could be influenced only so far, and that if I

wanted what he did not believe in he could be as stub-

born as a rock. The hardness of his mother shows

itself in him as the stanch foundation for the gentle-

ness he gets from his father.

Miss Charlotte came in for a moment to-day, and

by instinct she knew that something had made me

happy. She was full of sympathy for a moment, and

then, I think, some suspicion came into her dear old

head which she would not have there.

" Ruth, my dear," she said in her rough way,

"you look too cheerful for the head of a foundling

asylum and a house of refuge. I hope you 've made

George Weston promise to marry his own wife,

though if I made the laws it would n't be necessary
for a man to marry a woman more than once. I 've

no idea of weddings that have to come round once in

so often like house-cleaning."

She was watching me so keenly as she spoke that I

smiled in spite of myself.
"
No," I told her,

" I have n't been able to make
him

; but Tom Webbe has undertaken to bring him

round, so I believe it will be all right."

Whether she understood or not I cannot tell, but

from the loving way in which she leaned over and

kissed me I suspect she had some inkling of it.
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November 9. They are married. Just after dusk

to-night I heard the doorbell, and Rosa came in with a

queer look on her face to say that Mr. Saychase and

Mr. Weston were in the hall. I went out to them at

once, and tried to act as if everything had been ar-

ranged between us. George was pale and stern. He
would not look at me, and I did not exchange a word

directly with him while he was in the house, except to

say good-evening and good-by. I kept them waiting

just a moment or two while I prepared Gertrude, and

then I called them upstairs. She behaved very well,

acting as if she were a little frightened, but accepting

everything without a word. I suspect she is too ill

really to care for anything very much. The ceremony
was over quickly, and then George went away with-

out noticing his wife further except to say good-night.
Tom came in for a moment, later, to see that every-

thing was well, and of course I asked him how he had

brought George to consent. He smiled rather grimly.
" I did it simply enough," he said. " I tried easy

words first, and appealed to him as a gentleman,

though of course I knew it was no use. If such a

plea would have done any good, I should n't have been

there. Then I said he would n't be tolerated in Tusk-

amuck if he did n't make it right for his wife. He
said he guessed he could fix that, and if other people
would mind their own business he could attend to his.

Then I opened the door and called in Cy Turner. I

had him waiting outside because I knew Weston
would understand he meant business. I asked him
to say what we 'd agreed ; and he told Weston that

if he did n't marry the woman before midnight we 'd

have him ridden out of town on a rail. He weakened
at that. He knew we 'd do it.'
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I could not say anything to this. It was a man's

way of treating the situation, and it accomplished its

end ;
but it did affect me a good deal. I shivered at

the very idea of a mob, and of what might have hap-

pened if George had not yielded. Tom saw how I

felt, I suppose.
" You think I 'm a brute, Ruth," he said,

" but I

knew he 'd give in. He is n't very plucky. I always
knew that."

He hurried away to go to the reading-room, where

he had to see to something or other, and we said

nothing about our personal relations. I wonder if I

fancied that he watched me very closely to see how
I took his account, or if he really thought I might
resent his having browbeaten George. He need not

have feared. I was troubled by the idea of the mob,
but I was proud of Tom, and I could not help con-

trasting his clear, straightforward look with the way
George avoided my eyes.

November 12. Now there are two babies in the

house, and Cousin Mehitable might think her predic-

tion that I would set up an orphan asylum was com-

ing true in earnest. In spite of Mrs. Weston's ex-

posure everything is going well, and we hope for the

best. I sent George a note last night to tell him, and

he came over for a minute. He behaved very well.

He had none of the bravado which has made him so

different and so dreadful, and he was more like his old

self. He was let into his wife's chamber just long

enough to kiss her, but that was all. I suppose to be

the father of a son must sober any man.

November 20. Tom never comes any more to see
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me or baby. When I discovered I cared for him

I felt that of course everything was at last straight-

ened out ; and here is Tom, who only knows that he

cares for me, so the case is about as it was before ex-

cept that now he will never speak. I must do some-

thing ; but what can I do ? When I thought only of

getting out of the way of George's marriage it was

bad enough to speak to Tom, and now it seems impos-
sible. I can't, I can't, I can't speak to him again !

November 23. Cousin Mehitable and her telegram
arrived this time together, for the boy who drove her

from the station brought the message, and gave it

to her to bring into the house. She was full of

indignation and amazement at what she found, and

insisted upon going back to Boston by the afternoon

train.

" I never know what you will do, Ruth," she said,
" so of course I ought not to be surprised ; but of all

the wild notions you could take into your head, I

must say to have Mrs. Weston come here to have her

baby is the most incredible."
" You advised me to have more babies, as long as

I had one," I interposed.
" I 've a great mind to shake you," was her re-

sponse.
" This is a pretty reception when I have n't

seen you since I came home. To think I should be

cousin to a foundling hospital, and that all the family
I have left !

"

I suggested that if I really did set up a foundling

hospital, she would soon have as large a family as

anybody could want, and she briskly retorted that she

had more than she wanted now. She had come down
to persuade me to go to Boston for the winter, to
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make up, she said, for my not going abroad with her,

and she brought me a wonderful piece of embroidered

crepe for a party dress. She was as breezy and em-

phatic as ever, and she denounced me and my doings
in good round terms.

" I suppose if you did come to Boston," she said,
"
you 'd be mixed up in all the dreadful charities

there, and I should never see you."
" But you know, Cousin Mehitable," I protested,

"
you belong to two or three charitable societies your-

self."

" But those are parish societies," was her reply.
" That is quite different. Of course I do my part in

whatever the church is concerned in ; but you just do

things on your own hook, and without even believing

anything. I think it 's wicked myself."
I could only laugh at her, and it was easy to see

that her indignation was not with any charitable work

I did, but only with the fact I would not promise
to leave everything and go home with her.

Before she went home I told her I had a confession

to make. She commented, not very encouragingly,
that she supposed it was something worse than any-

thing had come yet, but that as she was prepared
for anything I might as well get it out.

" If you 've decided to be some sort of a Mormon
wife to that horrid Mr. Weston," she added,

" I

should n't be in the least surprised. Perhaps you '11

take him in with the rest of his family."
I said I did indeed think of being married, but

not to him.
" Let me know the worst at once, Ruth," she broke

out, rather fiercely.
" At my age I can't stand sus-

pense as I could once. What tramp or beggar or
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clodhopper have you picked out ? I know you too

well to suppose it's anybody respectable."
When I named Tom, she at first pretended not to

know him, although she has seen him a dozen times

in her visits here, and once condescended to say that

for a countryman -he was really almost handsome.
" I know it 's the same name as that baby's father's,"

she ended, her voice getting icier and icier,
" but of

course no respectable woman would think of marrying
him."

" Then I 'm not a respectable woman," I retorted,

feeling the blood rise into my face,
" for I 'm thinking

of it."

We looked for a moment into each other's eyes, and

I felt, however I appeared, as if I were defying any-

thing she could say.
4 ' So he has taken advantage of your mothering his

baby, has he ?
'

she brought out at last.

I responded that he did not even suspect I meant

to marry him. She stared, and demanded how he

was to find out. I answered that I could think of no

way except for me to tell him. She threw up her

hands in pretended horror.
" I dare say," she burst out,

" he only got you
to take the baby so that you 'd feel bound to him. I

should think when he 'd disgraced himself you might
have self-respect enough to let him alone. Oh, what

would Cousin Horace say !

'

Then she saw she was really hurting me, and her

eyes softened somewhat.
" I shan't congratulate you, Ruth, if that 's what

you expect ;
but since you will be a fool in your own

obstinate way, I hope it '11 make you happy."
I took both her hands in mine.
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" Cousin Mehitable," I pleaded,
" don't be hard on

me. I know he 's done wrong, and it hurts me more

than I can tell you. I am so sorry for him, and I

really, really love him. I 'm all alone now except for

baby, and I am sure if Father were alive he would

see how I feel, and approve of what I mean to do."

The tears came into her eyes as I had never seen

them. She drew her hands away, but first she pressed
mine.

"
Ruth," she said,

" never mind my tongue. If

you 've only baby, I 've nobody but you, and you
won't come near me. Besides, you are going to have

him. I can't pretend I like it, Ruth ; but I do like

you, and I do dearly hope you'll be happy. You
deserve to be, my dear ; and I 'm a selfish, worldly
old woman, with a train to catch. Now don't say an-

other word about it, or I '11 disinherit you in my will."

So we kissed each other, and she went away with

my secret.

November 25. Kathie has come home for her

Thanksgiving vacation, and I never saw a creature so

transformed. She is so interested in her school, her

studies, her companions, that she seems to have for-

gotten that anybody ever frightened her about her

soul ; and she is just a merry, happy girl, bright-eyed
and rather high-strung, but not in the least morbid.

She hugged me, and kissed Tomine, and the nonsense

of her jealousy, as of her having committed the un-

pardonable sin, was forgotten entirely. It is an

unspeakable comfort to me that the experiment of

sending her away has turned out so well.

Miss Charlotte came in while Kathie was here, and
watched her with shrewd, keen eyes as she rattled on
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about the things she is studying, the games she plays,

and the friends she has made. When she had gone,
Miss Charlotte looked at me with one of her friendly

regards.
" She 's made over, like the boy's jackknife that had

a new blade and a new handle," was her comment.
" I think, my dear, you 've saved her soul alive."

I was delighted that she thought Kathie so much

improved, though of course I realized I had not

done it.

November 26. I have invited George to Thanks-

giving dinner. I do hope Gertrude will be able to

come downstairs; if she is not I shall have to get

through as best I can without her. Miss Charlotte

will come, and that will prevent the awkwardness of

our being by ourselves.

George conies every day to see his wife, and I think

his real feelings, his better side, have been called

out by her illness. She is the mother of his son, and

she is so extremely pretty and pathetic as she lies

there, that I should not think any man could resist

her. She is so softened by what she has gone through,
and so grateful for kindness,' she seems a different per-

son from the over-dressed woman we have known
without liking very much.

She told me yesterday a good deal about her former

life. She has been an orphan from her early girl-

hood, largely dependent upon an aunt who wanted to

be rid of her. It was partly by the contrivance of

her aunt, and partly because she longed to escape
from a position of dependence, that she married her

first husband. She did not stop, I think, to consider

what she was doing, and she found her case a pretty
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hard one. Her husband abused her, and before they
had been married a year he ran away to escape a

charge of embezzlement. Word was sent to her soono
after that he was drowned. She took again her

maiden name, and came East to escape all shadow of

the disgrace of her married life. She earned her

living as a typewriter, until she saw George at

Franklin, where she was employed in the bank. She

confessed that she came here to secure him, and she

wept in begging my pardon for taking him away from

me.

If she can keep to her resolutions and if George
will only be still fond of her, things may yet go well

with them. Aunt Naomi dryly observed yesterday
that what has happened will be likely to prevent Mrs.

Weston for a long time to come from trying to make
a display, and so it may be the best thing that could

have befallen her. So much depends upon George,

though !

November 30. The dinner went off much better

than I could have hoped. Dr. Wentworth allowed

Gertrude to leave her room for the first time, and

George brought her down to dinner in his arms. She

was given only a quarter of an hour, but this served

for the topic of talk, and George was so tender with

his wife that Miss Charlotte was quite warmed to

him.

The two babies of course had to be produced, but it

was rather painful to see how thin and spindling the

little Weston baby looked beside my bonny Thomas-

ine. Tomine has grown really to know me. She will

come scrambling like a little crab across the floor to-

ward me if I appear in the nursery. Hannah and
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Kosa are both jealous of me, and I triumph over them

in a fashion little less than inhuman.

I am glad Thanksgiving is over, for in spite of all

any of us might do to seem perfectly at ease, some

sense of constraint and uncomfortableness was always
in the background. On the whole, however, we did

very well ;
and Miss Charlotte sat with me far into the

twilight, talking of Mother.



XII

DECEMBER

DECEMBER 1. I dreamed last night a dream which

affected me so strongly that I can hardly write of it

without shivering. I dreamed that George came with

Mr. Saychase to remarry, as I thought, Gertrude.

When we all stood by the side of her bed, however,

George seized my hand, and announced that he had

come to marry me, and was resolved to have no other

wife. Gertrude fell back on her pillow in a faint. I

struggled to pull away the hand George had taken,

but I was powerless. I tried to scream, but that hor-

rible paralysis which sometimes affects us in dreams

left me speechless. I felt myself helpless while Mr.

Saychase went on marrying me to George before the

eyes of his own wife, in spite of anything I could

do to prevent it. The determination to be free of this

bond struggled in me so strongly against the helpless-

ness which held me that I sprang up in bed at last,

awake and bursting into hysterical crying.

The strange thing about it all is that I seem to

have broken more than the sleep of the body. It is

as if all these years I had been in a drowse in my
mind, and had suddenly sprung up throbbingly awake.

I am as aghast at myself as if I should discover I

had unconsciously been walking in the dark on the

edge of a ghastly precipice, yes, a precipice on the

edge of a valley full of writhing snakes ! My very
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flesh creeps at the thought that I could by any possi-

bility be made the wife of any man but Tom. I look

back to-day over the long years I was engaged, and

understand all in a flash how completely George spoke
the truth when he used to complain I was an iceberg
and did not know what it was to be in love. He was

absolutely right ;
and he was right to leave me. I

can only wonder that through those years when I en-

dured his bodily presence because I thought I loved

his mental being, he could endure me at all. He could

not have borne it, I see now, if he had been really in

love with me himself. I am wise with a strange new
wisdom ; but whence it comes, or why it has opened
to me in a single night, from a painful dream, is more

than I can say. I understand that George never loved

me any more than I did him. He will go back to Ger-

trude, indeed I do not believe he has ever ceased to

be fond of her, even when he declared he was tired

of her and wanted me to take him back. He was

angry with her, and no human being understands

himself when he is angry.
Last night after I waked I could not reason about

things much. I was too panic-stricken. I lay there

in the dark actually trembling from the horror of my
dream, and realized that from my very childhood Tom
has stood between me and every other man. Now at

last I, who have been all these years in a dull doze,

am awake. I might almost say, without being in the

least extravagant, that I am alive who was dead ; I,

who have thought of love and marriage as I might have

thought about a trip abroad, know what love means.

My foolish dream has changed me like a vision which

changes a mere man into a prophet or a seer.

I cannot bear that Tom should 20 on suffering
1

. Io o
must somehow let him know.
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December 2. Fortune was kind to me this morning,
and Tom knows. I had to go to take some flannel to

old Peggy Cole, and as I crossed the Foot-bridge Tom
came out of Deacon Daniel's mill. He flushed a lit-

tle when he saw me, and half hesitated, as if he were

almost inclined to turn back. I did not mean to let

him escape, however, and stood still, waiting for him.

We shook hands, and I at once told him I had wanted

to see him, so that if he were not in a hurry I should

be glad if he would walk on with me.

He assented, not very willingly I thought, and we
went on over the bridge together. The sun was shin-

ing until the snow-edges glistened like live coals, and

everywhere one looked the air fairly shimmered with

light. The tide was coming up in the river, and the

cakes of ice, yellowed in patches by the salt water

until they were like unshorn fleeces, were driven against

the long sluice-piers, jostling and pushing like sheep

frightened into a corner. The piers themselves, and

every spar or rock that showed above the water, were

as white as snow could make them. It was one of those

days when the air is a tonic, so that every breath is a

joy ; and as Tom and I walked on together I could

have laughed aloud just for joy of the beautiful winter

day.
" How cold the water looks," Tom said, turning his

face away from me and toward the Rim. " It is fairly

black with cold."
" Even the ice-cakes seem to be trying to climb out

of it," I returned, laughing from nothing but pure de-

light.
" I suppose that is the way you feel about me,

Tom. You have n't been near Tomine or me for ten

days, and you know you wanted to get away from me
this morning."
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He did not answer for a minute. Then he said in

a strained voice :

" It 's .no use, Ruth ; I shall have to go away. I

can't stand it here. It was bad enough before, but

now I simply cannot bear it."

" You mean," I returned, full of fun and mischief,
" that the idea of my offering myself to you was too

horrible ? You had a chance to refuse, Tom ; and you
took it. I should think I was the one to feel as if it

was n't to be borne."

He stopped in the street and turned to face me.
"
Don't, Ruth," he protested in a voice which went

straight to my heart. " If you knew how it hurts me

you would n't joke about it."

I wanted to put my arms about his neck and kiss

him as I used to do when we were babies ; but that

was manifestly not to be thought of, at least not in

the street in plain sight of the blacksmith shop.
" It is n't any joke," said I.

" Just walk along so

the whole town need not talk about us, please."

He walked on, and I tried to think of a sentence

which would tell him that I really cared for him, yet

which I could say to him there in the open day, with

the sun making a peeping eye of every icy crystal on

fence or tree-twig.
" Well ?

"
he cried after a moment.

" O Tom," I asked in despair,
"
why don't you help

me? I can't say it. I can't tell you I
"

I did not dare to look at him, and I came to a stop
in my speech because I could feel that he was press-

ing eagerly to my side.

" You what, Ruth ?
"
he demanded, his voice quiv-

ering.
" Be careful !

'

Perhaps his agitation helped me to master mine.
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Certain it is for the moment I thought only that

he must not be kept in suspense, and so I burst out

abruptly :

" Tom, you are horrid ! I 've offered myself to you

once, and now you want me to protest in the open
street that I can't live without you ! Well, then ;

I

can't !

"

" Ruth !

"

It was all he said ; just my name, which he has

said hundreds and hundreds of times ever since he

could say anything ; but I think I can never hear my
name again without remembering the love he put
into it. I trembled with happiness, but I would not

look at him. I walked on with my eyes fixed on the

snowy hills beyond the town, and tried to believe

I was acting as if I had said nothing and felt no-

thing unusual. I remember our words up to this

time, but after that it is all a joyful blur. I know
Tom walked about and waited for me while I did

my errand with Peggy Cole
;
the droll old creature

scolded me because the flannel was not thicker, and

I beamed on her as if she were expressing gratitude ;

then he walked home with me, and could n't come in

because as we turned the corner we saw Aunt Naomi
walk into the house.

One thing I do remember of our talk on the way
home. Tom said suddenly, and with a solemnity of

manner that made me grave at once :

" There is one thing more, Ruth, we must be frank

about now or we shall always have it between us.

Can you forgive me for being baby's father ?

He had found just the phrase for that dreadful

thing which made it most easy for me to answer.
"
Tom, dear," I answered,

"
it is n't for me to for-
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give or not to forgive. It is in the past, and I want

to help you to forget utterly what cannot now be

helped."
" But baby," he began,

" she
"

"
Baby is ours," I interrupted.

" All the rest may
go."
He promised to come in to-night, and then I had

to face Aunt Naomi. She looked me through and

through with eyes that seemed determined to have

the very deepest secrets of my soul. Whether I

concealed anything from her or not I cannot tell ;

but after all why should I care ? The clay has been

lived through, and it is time for Tom to come.

December 3. If I could write But I cannot, I

cannot ! Ever since Rosa rushed in last night, crying
out that Tom was drowned, I have seen nothing but

the water black with cold, and the flocks of ice cakes

grinding Oh, why should I torment myself with

putting it down ?

December 5. We buried him to-day. Cousin Me-

hitable sent a wreath of ivy. Nobody else knows our

secret. If he remembers, it is sweet for him to know.

December 13. The stars are so beautiful to-night

they make me remember how Tom and I in our child-

hood used to play at choosing stars we would visit

when we could fly. To-night he may be exploring

them, but for me they shine and shine, and my tears

blur them, and make them dance and double.

December 19. I have been talking with Deacon

Richards and Mr. Turner. They both think I can



308 THE DIARY OF A SAINT

take Tom's place on the reading-room committee with-

out coming forward too much. Nothing need be said

about it, only so I can do most of Tom's work. Of
course I cannot go to the room evenings as he did;

but Mr. Turner will do that. Tom was so interested

in this that I feel as if I were continuing his work and

carrying out his plans. I remember all he had told

me, and it almost seems like doing it with him. Al-

most !

December 20. Now I know all about Tom's death

that anybody knows. I could not talk about it be-

fore. Aunt Naomi and dear Miss Charlotte both tried

to tell me, but I would not let them. To-night Mr.

Turner came to talk about the library, and before he

went away we spoke about Tom. He was so homely
in his speech, so honest, so kindly, that I kept on, and

could listen to him even when he told how Tom died.

That night Tom had been down on the other side of

the river, and was coming up - -
coming to me - -

past
the Flatiron wharf. Mrs. Brownrig was on the wharf,

crazy with drink, and threatening to throw herself

overboard. Two or three of the people who live near

there, men and women, were trying to get her away,
and when Tom appeared they asked him to see what

he could do. As he came near her the old woman
shrieked out that he had killed her daughter and

would murder her
;
and before they realized what she

was doing she had jumped into the water. Tom ran

to the edge, unfastening his overcoat as he went, and

just paused to tear it off before he leaped in after

her. The tide was running out, and the water was full

of ice. He had a great bruise on his forehead where

he had evidently been struck by a block. Mrs. Brown-
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rig pinioned his arms too, so he had no chance any-

way. It was a mercy that the bodies were recov-

ered before the tide drifted them out.

" Tom was an awful good fellow," the blacksmith

concluded,
" an awful good fellow."

I could not answer him.

December 23. Deacon Webbe has been here to-

day. He was so bowed and bent and broken I could

hardly talk to him without sobbing ; and I had to tell

him I was to have been his daughter, and that if he

would let me, I would be so still. He was greatly

touched, and he will keep our secret.

December 24. More than the death of Father,

more, even, than that of Mother who had been my
care and comfort so long, the death of Tom seems to

leave me alone in a wide, empty universe. I cannot

conceive of a future without him ; I cannot believe

the bonds which bound us are broken. I have his

child, and I cannot take baby in my arms without feel-

ing I am coming closer to Tom. All my friends

have been very dear. I do not think any one of them,

except perhaps Miss Charlotte, suspects how much the

loss of Tom means to me, but they at least realize

that we were life-long comrades, and that I must feel

the death of the father of baby very keenly. How-
ever much or little they suspect, no one has betrayed

any intimation that Tom and I were more than close

friends. Even Aunt Naomi has said nothing to make

me shrink. People are so kind in this world, no mat-

ter what pessimists may say.

December 31. I have been very busy with all the
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Christmas work for my poor people, the things Tom
wanted done for the reading-room, and the number-

less trifles which need to be attended to. To-night
I think I am writing in my diary for the last time.

The year has been full of wonderful things, some of

them terrible to bear, and yet, now I look back, I

see it has brought me more than it has taken away.
Tom is mine always, everywhere, as long as we two

have any existence in all the wide spaces between

the stars we used to choose to fly to ; and his baby is

left to comfort me and to hearten me for the work I

have all around me to do. I cannot keep the tears

back always, and heartache is not to be cured by any
sort of reasoning that I know ; yet as long as I have

his love, the memory of Father and Mother, and dear

baby, I have no right to complain. Just to be in

one's place and working, to go on growing, dying
when the time comes, what a priceless, blessed thing
life is !






