
Q U E E N IE  H E T H E R T O N .
By ffirs. fTIary J .  H olm e*, author of “Tempest 

and Sunshine,” " Ethelyn’s Mistake,” “ Forrest 
House,” etc.

“ I  swear it, f a th e r—swear so lem nly th a t  I  
will burn  all le tte rs  w hich m ay  come to you 
w ithou t read ing  th e m ,” R einette  said, frig h t
ened a t the s trange  look in  h is  face, an d  h is  
ev iden t eagerness for h e r reply.

“ God bless you, d a r l in g ! Keep your
prom ise to  y o u r dying fa ther, an d  never try
to  find  '*

H e  d id  n o t say  w hat o r whom , b u t lay  p e r
fectly  qu ie t, w hile overhead on deck th e  
tra m p in g  of feet w as m ore hu rried  an d  noisy, 
an d  th e  sh ip  gave a little  lu rch  as if h ittin g  
against som ething  w hich res isted  its  force 
an d  set it to  rocking again . T h e  m otion
th rew  R einette  backw ard , and  w hen she 
ga thered  herself up  and  tu rn e d  tow ard  the  
w hite  face upon  th e  pillow , she  u tte red  a  wild 
cry  in  F ren ch  :

“ Oh, Pierre, P ie rre , com e quickly, fa the r 
is  dead !” an d  to tte rin g  tow ard th e  door th e  
fell heav ily  ag a in st th e  ta ll custom -house 
officer ju s t  en te ring  th e  state-room .

H e had  come on  board  to do h is  du ty  ; had  
seen th e  b u stlin g  little  F ren ch m an  speak 
h u rried ly  to  th e  girl on deck ; h ad  seen h e r 
d a r t  aw ay, and  fancied she cast a  frigh tened  
look a t  h im . W hen  o th e rs  cam e to declare 
th e  con ten ts  of th e ir  tru n k s  she  h ad  n o t been 
w ith  them .

“ Secreting  h e r  goods an d  ch a tte ls , no 
d o u b t,’’ he  th o u g h t, a n d  m ade h is  way to  the 
state-room , w here he  stood appalled  in  the 
aw ful presence of death .

R ein ette  m igh t have had  th e  w ealth  of all 
P a ris  in  h e r  tru n k s  and  carried  i t  safely 
off, for h e r  tru n k s  were n o t m olested, and  
b o th  passengers, sh ip ’s crew, and  officers 
vied w ith  each o th e r  in  th e ir  care  for an d  
a tte n tio n  to  th is  young g irl, w hose fa th e r 
la y  dead in  h is  b e rth , an d  who w as a ll alone 
in  a  s tran g e  and  foreign  coun try . U n d er 
s tand ing  b u t little  of th e  language, and  te r 
rified  h a lf  o u t of h is  w its a t  th e  s igh t of 
d ea th , P ie rre  w as a lm ost worse th a n  u se 
less, an d  could do n o th in g  b u t c rouch a t  hia 
m is tre ss ’ feet, and  ho ld in g  h e r  h a n d s  in  h is  
gaze in to  h e r  face in  dum b despa ir, as  if a sk 
ing  w hat they  were to  do nex t.

“ C hild ren , b o th  of them . W e m u s t take  
i t  in  h a n d  ourselves,”  th e  cap tain  said to h is  
m a te , a n d  h e  d id  take i t  in  h a n d , and  saw 
th a t  R einette  was m ade com fortable a t the  
A stor, an d  th a t  th e  body was m ade ready for 
buria l.

W h en  asked if she h a d  friends  or re la tives 
expeoting h e r, R einette  replied  :

“  No, no  friends o r re la tives  anyw here. 
P a p a  was all I  had. T h e re ’s only  P ierre  now, 
an d  M r. B eresfcrd , p apa’s agen t. I  am  to 
t ru s t  h im  w ith  every th ing .”

L a te r, when som eth ing  was said to  h e r  of 
te leg raph ing  to  M r. Beresford to com e for her, 
she  answ ered, p ro m p tly :

“  No, th a t  would m ake unnecessary  trouble, 
and  fa the r said I  was n o t to ^o  th a t. P ie rre  
an d  I  can  go alone. I  have trave lled  a  g rea t 
deal, and  w hen p ap a  was sick in  G erm any  and  
P ie rre  could n o t u n d e rs tan d , I  have ta lked  to 
th e  guards and  th e  porters . I  know  w hat to 
do .”

A nd on  th e  pale, te a r s ta ined  face th e re  was 
a  resolu te , self-re lian t look, w hich was in  part 
born  of th ts  te rrib le  shook, and  p a rtly  the  
h a b it of R e in e tte ’s  life.

“  To-m orrow  m o rn ing  I  will te leg rap h ,” she 
added. “  You see u s to  th e  rig h t tra in , an d  I 
can  do th e  re s t. I  can find the  way. I  have 
been study ing  i t  u p .”

A nd she  showed h im  A ppletons’ Railw ay 
G uide, to which she h ad  fled as to  a  friend .

S ince leaving th e  sh ip  she had  n o t shed  a 
te a r  in  th e  presence of any  one, b u t th e  a n 
gu ish  in  h e r  d ry  b rig h t eyes, and  th e  draw n, 
se t look a b o u t h e r a sh en  lips to ld  how  h a rd  
i t  w as for h e r  to  force back th e  wild cry  w hich 
w as co nstan tly  forcing itse lf to  h e r lips u n til 
h e r th ro a t fe lt like bu rs ting  w ith  its  lu m p s of 
p a in . H er fa ther, to  whom  in  life h e r  s lig h t
e s t w ish had  been a law  h ad  said  to h e r  in  
death , “  Don’t  tro u b le  people, no r cry  if you 

^ a n h e lp  it. Be a  w o m a n ;”  aud  now h is  
JKjjyi w as a  law  to  he r, w hich she  would obey

it . Chi 'd r t
“ T  seem  a t a ll like  th e  a iry , m erry -hearted , 
Yaughing g irl she had  been on sh ipboard , bu t 
-l.ke a  wom an w ith  a  w om an’s will an d  a 
w om an’s oapaftity to  act. T h a t she oould go 
to  M errivale alone she was perfeotly sure, 
an d  she convinced th e  cap tain  of it ,  and  
th e n  w ith  a  voice w hioh shook a  little , she 
s a id :

“ M r. B eresford  w ill m eet m e, of course, a t 
th e  s ta tion , a n d  som e o thers , p e rh ap s. I  
do n ’t  qu ite  know  th e  ways of th is  coun try . 
W ill they  bury  h im  a t onoe, do you th in k , o r 
tak e  h im  som ew here first ?”

T h e  c ap ta in  understood  h e r  m ean ing  and 
replied  by  ask in g  if she h ad  friends—relatives 
— in  M errivale.

“ N one,”  she  said. “ Nobody b u t M r. B eres 
ford, fa th e r’s friend  and  law yer.”

“ B u t you have a  house—a hom e—to  w hich 
you a re  going ?”

“ Yes, th e  hom e w here fa th e r lived w hen a 
boy, and  w hich he  w as so anx ious to  see 
once m ore ,” R einette  said , and  th e  cap tain  
r e p lie d :

‘•N aturally , th e n , they  will take  you r fa th e r 
th e re  fo r a  day  o r tw o, a n d  th e n  give h im  a
g ran d  funera l, w ith  ”

“ T hey w o n 't ; th ey  s h a n ’t ,” in te rru p ted  
R einette , h e r  eyes b k i in g  w ith d e te rm in a tio n  
“ I  w on’t  have a g ran d  fu n e ra l, w ith  all th e  
p easan try  and  th e ir  oarts jo in in g  in it. N e ith e r 
will I  have h im  carried  to  th e  old hom e. I  
oould n o t bear to  see h im  th e re  dead w here 
h e  w ished so m uoh to  be alive. I  should 
h a te  th e  place alw ays, and  see h im  w hite , 
and  dead, an d  cold everyw here. H e is m y 
own d a rlin g  fa th e r  to  do w ith  as I  like. 
P ie rre  says I  am  m y ow n m is tre ss , a n d  I  
sh a ll te leg raph  M r. B eresford  to-m orraw  th a t  
fa th e r m u s t be buried  from  th e  s ta tio n , a n d .I  
shall m ake  h im  do i t ."

She was very  decided and  im perious, and 
th e  cap ta in  le t h e r have h e r way, and  sen t off 
for h e r nex t m orn ing  tb e  long te legraph  w hich 
h e  h a d  w ritten , regardless of expense, and. 

w hich so startled  th e  people in  M errivale, 
an d  changed  th e ir  p la n s  so sum m arily .

C H A P T E R  V III .

KEINETTE ARRIVES.
M r. B eresford, to  w hom  th e  te legram  was 

addressed , na tu ra lly  read i t  first, feeling a s  if 
th e  ground  was m oving from  u n d er h is  feet, 
and  leaving  a  chasm  h e  did n o t know  how  to 
span.

“ W h at is  i t  ?” P h il asked, as he  saw how 
w hite M r. B eresford  grew , an d  how  th e  h a n d  
w hich held  th e  te legram  shook.

“ B ead  for yourself,”  M r. B eresford said, 
passing  th e  paper to P h il, to whose eyes th e  
h o t tea rs  sp rang  quiokly, an d  whose h e a r t 
w ent o u t to  th e  desolate young  girl, alone in 
a  s trange  land , w ith  h e r  dead fa th e r beside 
he r.

“ I f  I  h a d  know n it la s t n ig h t I  would have 
gone to  h e r ,” he  said , “ b u t i t ’s too  la te  now 
fo r th a t .  All we can do is to  m ake i t  as  easy 
fo r h e r as possible. Beresford, you see to  the  
grave in  th e  H e th erto n  lot, and  th a t  th e  hearse  
ia a t  th e  s ta tio n  to  m eet th e  body, and  I ’ll 
notify  th em  a t th e  h o m e  to  go on w ith th e  big 
d in n e r th ey  a re  ge tting  up , a nd  I ’ll te ll g ran d 
m other th a t  her flounced m uslin  and  p ink  
ribbons will n o t be needed to  day .”

Shocked and  horrified  as he  w as, P h il 
could n o t re frain  from  a  little  p leasan try  a t  
th e  expense of th e  d ress an d  cap w hich 
g ran d m a  Ferguson  was in ten d in g  to  w ear “ to 
th e  do in ’s ,” as she te rm ed  i t .  T h a t she 
shou ld  aocom pany h e r son-in-law  and  g ran d 
d au g h te r hom e to  d in n e r she did  n o t for a  
m o m en t doubt, and  h e r dress and  cap and 
“ lam m y” shaw l w ere ready , w hile in  tb e  
k itohen  h e r  facto tum , Axie, was w ash ing  and  
iron ing  h e r  best lace collar, which, beoause it 
was “ real B russle  p in t ,” as she said, she  had 
worn u n til  Axie declared i t  “ yaller as  earfon 
an d  n astier th a n  th e  ro t.”  G ran d m a de
ferred  a  good deal to  Axiu’s opin ions, beoause
she  h ad  once lived w iih  M rs. G o v . , in
W orcester, and  knew  “ w hat w as w hat bo 
she  allowed h e r to  w ash  th e  laoe on  condition 
th a t  i t  be rinsed  in coffee, as “ all th e  genu ine  
stuff was yaller,” she said , and  looked as if 
“ washed in  a  m ud-puddle  and  dried o n  the  
g rid iro n .”

I t  was in  th e  m id st of these  p repara tions  
th a t  P h il cam e w ith  th e  news, w hich so 
shocked h is  g ran d m o th e r th a t  for a  m om en t 
she did n o t speak , and  w hen a t  la s t she found 
h e r  voioe h e r  f ir s t rem ark  was wholly c h a r
acteristic  an d  like her.

“ F red  H e th e rto n  dead ! Sarves h im  righ t, 
th e  s tu ck  up  c r itte r  1 B u t I  am  so rry  for the  
girl, an d  we’ll give h im  a big funera l je s t on 
h er account.”

B u t P n il explained th a t  th is  was con tra ry  
to  R e in e tte ’s w ishes ; h e r  fa th e r was to be 
b u ried  from  th e  s ta tion , as R ein ette  would 
n o t h ave  th e  body tak en  to  H e th erto n  
Place.

“  ’F ra id  of sperrits , m ost likely ,”  sa id  M rs. 
F e rguson , th in k in g  to  herself th a t  now  she 
could spend  a  g re a t deal of tim e w ith  h e r 
g randdaugh te r w ho would be lonely  in  h e r 
g rea t house.

T hen , as h e r eye fell upon her m uslin  dress 
and  lace oap, h e r th o u g h ts  took an o th e r  c h an 
nel. O ut of respec t to  R einette , who would 
of course be elad in  th e  deepest m o urn ing  she 
oould find in  New Y ork, she and  h e r d aughter- 
in-law , M rs. T hom , and  A nna, m u s t a t  least 
w ear black  w hen  th ey  f irs t m e t h e r. “ N ot 
th a t  she  cared  for F red  H e th e r to n ,” she said, 
“ who h a d  th o u g h t no  m ore of her th a n  h e  did 
of a  squaw. B u t M argaret’s g irl was differ
e n t ,” and  in  sp ite  of P h il’s p ro te s t again st the  
absu rd ity  of th e  th in g , th e  old lady bustled  
off in  th e  h o t sun  to  consu lt w ith  M rs. Lydia. 
T h e  new s of Mr. H e th e rto n ’s dea th  h ad  p re 
ceded h e r, and  so she h ad  on ly  to  p lunge in to  
business a t  once, and  in s is t th a t  a bom bazine 
w hich she had  never worn since she  le ft off 
h e r  widow’s weeds, and  w hich was now m uoh 
too  sm all for he r, shou ld  be le t ou t an d  m ade 
longer, and  fixed generally , and  she ta lked 
so fa s t and  so decidedly th a t  
M rs. T hom , who had  never had  any  p o si
tive  op in ions of h e r ow n, and  who liked to 
please h e r  m other-in -law  beoause of th e  
m oney she was supposed to  ho ld  in  store for 
A nna, was com pelled to tak e  h e r apprentice  
from  a  piece of work p rom ised  for th e  nex t 
day , and  p u t h e r  upon  th e  bom bazine w hich 
g ran d m a  h a d  b ro u g h t w ith  he r. A gainst 
m o urn ing  for herself, how ever, M iss A nna 
stough tly  rebelled . S he had  tried  th e  effect 
of th e  Swiss m uslin , th e  lovely lace scarf, the  
b lu sh  rose and  w hite parasol, an d  was n o t to 
be persuaded  to  abandon  it, she  said, for 
“ fo rty  dead  H e th e rto n s , w ho, if living, would 
tu rn  th e ir  noses up  a t  h e r .” So th e  young 
lady w as suffered to  do as she liked , b u t th e  
e n tire  village waB ransacked  a f te r  shaw ls, end  
veils,and bonnets,fo r th e  tw o M rs. F ergusons, 
who were to  go up  in  th e  R o s ite r carriage 
an d  appear a s  so rry  and  m iserable a s  the  
deepest black could m ake th em . Mr. Tom . 
F erguson , of w hom  scarcely an y  th in g  hap 
been said , and  who was a  p la in , qu iet, second- 
class grocer, a nd  aB obstina te  in  som e m a t
te rs  as a  m ule, refused  to have an y th in g  to  do 
w ith th e  affair.

“ F red  H e th e rto n  had  never spoken to  o r 
looked a t h im  w hen a  boy, and  he  shou ldn ’t 
go a fte r h im  now ,” he  said . “  H e  should 
stay  a t hom e and  m in d  h is  own business, and  
le t P h il an d  th e  wom en folks ru n  th e  fu n 
e ra l.”

T h is  reso lu tion  A nna in  h e r  seoret h e a r t 
th o u g h t a  very  sensible one. I f  possible she 
was m ore asham ed  of h e r  fa th e r "than of th e  
sign in  h e r  m o th e r’s  w indow . “  H e was so 
codgery and  odd, a n d  never tr ied  to  look any 
how ,” she  th o u g h t, an d  she would fa r  ra th e r  
th a t  handsom e, sty lish  P h il should ride  with 
h e r th a n  h e r  o ld-fashioned fa th e r, w hom  R ein
e tte  was su re  to  take  for a  p easan t. B u t w hen 
th e  carriage oame ro u n d  for th e  m ourn ing  
p a rty  P h il was n o t in  i t ; n o r d id  th e  c*ach- 
m an know  w here his young  m aste r was ; h is  
orders were to  drive th e  lad ies to  th e  s ta tio n , 
and  th a t  was all he  knew, and  A nna , always 
suspicious, fe lt like s trik in g  h im  because of 
th e  in so len t look in  h is  face w hen she bade 
h im  d ism oun t from  h is  box a n d  open th e  c a r
riage door fo r them .

“  H e would n o t dare  tre a t h e r  A u n t Rossi- 
te r  a n d  cousins like t h a t ; n e ith e r would Ph il 
have left th em  to  go u p  a lone ,” she  th o u g h t, 
as she  took h e r sea t pou ting ly , wondering 
where P h il was, and  if he  would keep aloof 
from  th em  a t th e  s ta tio n , ju s t  to show R ein
e tte  th a t  he recognized  th e  difference betw een 
jbim  a a f l " f e -ro la ti?3er~.>— ~ ~ 4 -------------— (

And wiyle she th o u g h t th u s  jealously  of 
P h il, he, w ith  th e  p e rsp ira tio n  s tan d in g  in  
g rea t d rops upon  h is  face, a n d  w ith  h is  cuffs 
pu lled  up  from  h is  w hite w rists , was w ork
ing  like a  beaver in  th e  “ H e th e rto n  lo t,” 
w hich M r. B eresford on  h is  re tu rn  from  select
ing th e  site  fo r th e  grave, had  repo rted  “ a 
perfect sw am p of b rie rs  and  weeds,”  I t  
would never answ er P h il said , to  le t R einette  
te a r h e r  dress on  b rie rs , a n d  get h e r  feet e n 
tang led  in  fleeds. S om eth ing  m u s t be done, 
a lth o u g h  th e re  was b u t little  tim e in  w hich 
to  d o it,  and  he  began  to h u n t  abou t fo r som e 
m an  to  he lp  h im ; b u t no  one was to be found, 
w hile even th e  sex ton  w as busy  w ith  th e  
grave of a  tow n p auper who was to be buried  
th a t  afternoon.

P h il was very  tired , for he  h ad  been busy  
since th e  arriva l of R e in e tte ’s te leg ram —a t 
h is  g ran d m o th er’s, h is  A un t L y d ia ’s, h is  own 
hom e, and  a t H e th erto n  Place,w here he  filled 
th e  room  w ith  flowers b rough t from  th e  Knoll 
gardens and  conservatory , an d  w ith  th e  beau 
tifu l pond lilies w hich he  w ent h im self upon 
th e  river to  prooure. T h e  m ost of these he 
arran g ed  in  R ein e tte ’s cham ber, for th e re  
was a  g rea t p ity  in  P h il’s h e a r t for th e  young 
girl whose hom e-com iug would be so sad. 
Of h im self,o r how he  would im press R ein e tte , 
he never b u t once th o u g h t, an d  th a t  
w hen, chancing  to pass th e  m irro r, caugh t 
s ig h t of h is  h a t, w hich w as ra th e r  th e  worse 
for wear.

“ I  certa in ly  m u s t h onor m y  cousin  w ith  a 
new  h a t, for th is  is unpard o n ab ly  shabby ,” 
he th o u g h t, and  rem em bering  h is  be t with 
A rth u r B eresfo rd , a n d  how  su re  h e  was to 
w in, he  w ent in to  a  h a tte r ’s on  h is  re tu rn  to  
tow n, and  selecting  a  soft, s ty lish  felt, which 
was very becom ing, and  added to  h is  jau n ty  
appearance, he  h ad  i t  charged to  h is  friend, 
an d  th e n  w ent in  q u est of som e labo rer to 
take  w ith h im  to  th e  graveyard.

B u t th e re  was n one  to  be found, and  so he 
set off a lone, w ith  hoe. an d  rake , and  sickle, 
and  waged so vigorous a  w arfare upon  the  
weeds, and  grass, an d  briers, th a t  th e  lot, 
th o u g h  fa r  from  being  p resen tab le , was soon 
g rea tly  changed in  its  appearance. B u t Ph il 
had  m iscalculated  th e  tim e , and  w hile p ru n 
ing  th e  willows w hich drooped over M rs. 
H*.;therton’s grave, he  suddenly  h eard  in  th e  
d istance  th e  w histle  of th e  tra in  n o t over a 
m ile away.

To d rop  h is  knife , don h is  coat, and  wipe 
th e  blood from  a b ram ble  scratch  on  h is  
hand , was th e  work of an  in s ta n t, and  then  
P h il w ent flying across th e  fields th e  sho rtest 
way to  th e  s ta tio n , rac ing  w ith  th e  locom o
tive speeding so sw iftly  across th e  m eadows 
by th e  river side u n til  i t  reached th e  sta tion , 
w here a crowd of people was collected, and 
where g ran d m a an d  M rs. L yd ia  w aited 
in  th e ir  b lack  and  A nna  in  ber 
white, w hile M r. B eresford, who 
h ad  oome u p  in  h is  own carriage, stood a p a rt 
from  th em , nervous and  ex p ec tan t, and  won
dering  w here P h il could b e —poor P h il ! 
tu m b lin g  over stone  w alls, bounding over 
fences, and  leaping over bogs in  h is  great 
baste  to be th e re , an d  only  stopp ing  to  b rea the  
w hen he  ro lled  suddenly  dow n a  b an k  aud  
was obliged to  pick h im self an d  h is  h a t  up , 
an d  wipe th e  d irt from  h is  p a n ts  an d  rub  h is  
grazed ankle . T h en  he w ent on, b u t th e  
tra in  h ad  deposited  its  freigh t, living and  
dead, an d  sh o t away u n d er th e  bridge, leav
ing  upon th e  p la tfo rm  a  young g irl w ith  a 
w hite, scared face, an d  g rea t, b righ t, black 
eves, whioh flashed upon th e  s ta r in g  crowd 
g lances of w onder and  inquiry .

I t  was a n  exquisitely  moJded little  figure, 
w ith  grace in  every m ovem ent ; b u t th e  crape 
whioh G ran d m a Ferguson  had  expected to 
see upon  it was n o t th e re . Indeed , i t  had  
never occurred to  R einette  th a t  m ourn ing  
was needed to  te ll of th e  b itte r  p a in  a t  h e r 
h e a r t ; and  so she wore th e  sam e gray 
cam el’s h a ir  w hich had  done du ty  on  sh ip 
board, an d  w hich, though  very p la in , fitted 
h e r so adm irab ly , and  was so unm istakab ly  
s ty lish  an d  P arisian , th a t  A nna  began to 
th in k  a t once how she would copy it .  R ein 
e tte ’s sailo r h a t  was th e  color of h e r dress, 
and  tw itted  a round  it and  th e n  tied  u n d er her 
ch in  was a long  blue veil, w hile h e r  gloves 
were of em broidered L isle th rea d , a n d  cam e 
fa r up  u n d er th e  deep w hite  cuff, w hich

w as w orn outside h e r close fitting  sleeve. I 
All th is  A nna  no ted  a t a  single glance, as 

she d id  the  da in ty  little  boot, w hich  th e  sho rt 
d ress m ade so visible.

“ She isn ’t  in  black ; you m ig h t have saved 
yourself a ll th a t  b o th e r,” A nna  said , u n d er 
h e r b rea th , w hile h e r  g ran d m o th e r was th in k 
ing  th e  sam e th in g , and  sigh ing  regre tfu lly  
for th e  cool, sprigged m uslin  ly ing  a t  hom e, 
while she was sw eating in  every pore in  her 
heavy bom bazine.

B u t she  m ea n t well, and  secure in  th is  con
sciousness, sh e  pressed  forw ard to  claim  and 
em brace h e r  g randch ild , ju s t  as M r. B eresford 
s tepped up  to th e  young lady.

T h e  crowd of people h ad  confused an d  be
w ildered R einette , an d , for an  in s ta n t, she 
had  th o u g h t of n o th in g  b u t th e  box w hich 
was being  lifted  from  th e  car, and  w hich 
P ierre, h a lf crazed  h im self, was su p erin te n d 
ing , while he jabbered  firs t h is  un in te llig ib le  
F rench , an d  th en  h is  scarcely m ore intellig ib le 
E n g lish . B u t w hen th e  box was carefully  
pu t down and  th e  tra in  had s ta r te d , she threw  
rapid  glances round  h e r in  q u est of th e  only 
one in  w hom  she  fe lt she had  any  c la im , Mr. 
B eresford, h e r  fa th e r’s friend  and  agen t.

H e stood a  little  ap a rt from  th e  o thers , 
eyeing her curiously, and  deciding a t first 
th a t  th o u g h  very fitvlish, she certa in ly  was 
n o t handsom e. B u t w hen, in  th e ir  rap id  
sweep, th e  dark  eyes fell upon  h im  and  
seem ed to re s t th e re  inq u irin g ly  for an  in 
s tan t, he  began to  change  h is  m in d ; 
and  as th e  Ferguson  p a rty  were evi
den tly  w aiting  for h im  to  m ake the  
first advance, an d  P h il was n o t there , 
h e  w alked u p  to  her, and  offering h e r 
h is  hand , said , in  h is  well-bred, gen tlem anly  
way :

“ M iss H e th e rto n , I  believe ?”
In  R ein e tte ’s m ind Mr. B eresford h a d  a l

ways stood as a  gray-haired , m iddle-aged 
m an , as old o r o lder th a n  h e r fa ther, and  she 
h a d  no idea th a t  th is  young, good-looking 
s tranger, w ith  th e  h andsom e tee th  and  pleas 
a n t sm ile and  voice, was he ; so she w ithheld  
h e r h an d  from  h is  offered one, an d  stepping 
back a  little , said , in  perfect E ng lish , b u t w ith 
a very  p re tty  foreign accent :

“ I  am  looking for Mr B eresford. P lease  do 
you know  h im —is he  here  ?”

I t  was such a  sweet m usical voice, and  had  
in  it som eth ing  so tim id  and  appea ling  th a t  
M r. B eresford fe lt h is  pulses quicken as they  
h ad  never done before a t  th e  sound of any 
w om an’s voice.

“ I  am  M r. B eresford ,” he  replied, an d  th e  
ligh tn ing  g lance w hich th e  b rig h t eyes flashed 
in to  h is  face a lm ost b linded h im , for R e in 
e tte ’s eyes w ere w onderful for th e ir  brilliancy 
and  con tinua lly  vary ing  expression, an d  few 
m en ever stood unm oved before th em .

“ Mr. A rth u r B eresfo rd?  A re you Mr. 
A rthu r, fa th e r’s friend ?”  she asksd , and  he 
replied  :

“ Yes, M r. A rthu r, y ou r fa th e r’s fr ien d ,” and 
again  h is  h an d  was extended tow ard  her.

R einette  had  kep t up  h e r  com posure ever 
since th e  m o m en t w hen she knew  h e r  fa th e r 
was dead, and  only  by h e r  self had  she shed 
th e  te a rs  w hich were co n stan tly  w elling up  to 
h e r  eyes, and  were as co n stan tly  forced back. 
She had  even trie d  to seem  cheerful on the  
tra in  an d  had ta lked  of th e  places th ey  were 
passing to  som e people who h ad  been on  th e  
R ussia  w ith  her, and  were on  th e ir  way to 
th e ir  hom e in  B oston . A nd th is  she  had  
done because she fe lt th a t  she m ust, th a t  she 
had  only  herself to  rely  upon, b u t a t s igh t of 
Mr. B eresford, h e r  fa th e r’s friend, th e  m an 
whom she was to  tru s t ,  to go to w ith every 
th in g , her forced calm ness gave way, and  she 
broke down entire ly . T ak ing  both h is  hands  
in hers , she b en t h e r face over th em  an d  sob
bed like  a  little  ch ild .

I t  was a  very novel position  in  w hich th e  
grave old bachelor B eresford  found h im se lf— 
a  girl cry ing  on h is  h an d s , w ith all those  peo
ple looking on ; and  s \ill he ra th e r  liked it, for 
th e re  w as som eth ing  very  touch ing  in  the  
way those  fingers c lung  to  h is , a n d  in  h is  
confusion he  was n e t  qu ite  sure  th a t  he  did 
no t p ress  them  a  little , b u t before he  could 
th in k  w hat to  say o r Ao  G randm a F erguson ’s 
crape and two h u n d red  pounds stood close to 
h im , and  as R ein e tte  lif ted  her 
head  a  p a ir  of la rm s w as th row n  
a ro u n d  h e r  neck , and  voice whioh h e r p a 
tric ian  ears  detected  a£/ once as u n tra in ed  and 
uneducated, exclaim ed :

“  My dear R en n e t,!I  am  so glad to  see m y 
d a u g h te r’s  g irl.”

W ith  a  m otion  as s\Vift and  graceful a s  th e  
m otions of a  k itte n , 'R e in e tte  freed herself 
from  th e  sm o thering  em brace, an d  th e  eyes, 
in w hich th e  tea rs  w ere s till sh in ing , blazed 
w ith  a s to n ish m en t an d  ind igna tion  a t the  
liberty  tak en  by th is  s tran g e  w om an, whose 
tout ensemble she took in  a t  a  glance, and 
who said  again . “  My dear child , I  am  
sorry  for you .”

“ M adam , I  don’t  u n d ers tan d  you ,”  R e in 
e tte  replied draw ing n e a re r to  M r. Beresford, 
an d  ho ld ing  fa s te r to  h is  h is  h an d , as if for 
p ro tection  and  safety.

N either d id  g ran d m a un d ers tan d , b u t M r. 
B eresford did, and  knew  th a t th e  existence 
of the  F ergusons  was wholly unknow n to  
R einette , who, as if to  b rea the  m ore freely, 
un tied  th e  b lue veil, and  tak in g  i t  from  h e r 
neck and  h u t, stood like a  h au n ted  creatu re  
a t  bay  ; w hile M rs. F erguson , n o th in g  
abashed, and  sim ply th in k in g  th a t  th e  g irl 
m igh t be a  litt le  deaf, ra ised  h e r  voice and  
said  :

“ I  am  your g ran d m arm  — y o u r 
m o th e r’s m o th er ; an d  th is ,”  tu rn -  
ng  to  h e r  daughter-in-law , “ is  your 
A’n t L yddy A n n —your U ncle T om ’s w ife ; 
an d  th is  one ,”  nodd ing  to A nna, who u n d er
stood th e  s ta te  of th in g s  b e tte r th a n  her 
g randm other, and  was h o t w ith  resen tm en t 
and  anger, “ th is  is y ou r cousin  A nny .” 

R eleasing  h e r h an d  from  M r. B eresford’s, 
R einette , w ith dexterous rap id ity , wrenched 
off h e r  gloves, as if they , like th e  veil, were 
burdensom e ; an d  A nna, who h a ted  h e r  own 
long, slim  fingers, w ith  the  needle-pricks upon 
th em , saw, w ith  a  pang  of envy, how soft, and  
sm all, and  w hite were h e r cousin’s hands, w ith  
th e  dim ples a t  th e  jo in ts , and  th e  costly  jewels 
sh in ing  on them .

L yd ia  A nn , who fe lt qu ite  overawed in  the  
presence of th is  foreign g irl, d id  n o t speak, 
b u t courtesied  s tra ig h t up  and  d o w n ; while 
A nna, alw ays po litic  a n d  calcu la ting  th e  fu 
tu re , p u t on  a  show of cord iality , and , offer 
ing h e r h an d , m ade a  m ost profound bow, as 
she sa id :

“  I  am  glad, C ousin R einette , to m ake your 
acquain tance, and  you are very welcome to  
A m erica.”

“  T h an k s ,”  m urm ured  R einette , in  h e r soft, 
foreign accent, ju s t as  G randm a Ferguson  
spoke again  :

“ A nd th is  ’ere is  a n o th e r cousin , P h il 
R ossite r—your A’n t  M ary’s boy .”

P h il had  com e a t la st, and  stood looking 
over h is  g ran d m o th e r’s shou lder a t th e  new 
arriva l. H is  face w as very red  w ith  h is  re 
cen t exercise, and  th e  least b it soiled by the  
h a n d s  w hich h a d  com e in  con tact w ith  fences 
and w alls an d  bogs, and th e n  w iped th e  p e r
sp ira tio n  from  i t  so th a t  he  was no t qu ite  as 
ja u n ty  and  handsom e as usual. A t a  glance 
he had  seen how  m atte rs  stood. M iss R einette  
did n o t tak e  k indly  to  h e r new  rela tives, if 
indeed she believed th ey  were h e r re la tives a t 
all. M iss R einette  was n e ith e r an  Am azon 
no r a b londe ; she was pe tite  and a  b rnnette . 
He had  lost h is  bet ; th e  new h a t he wore so 
a irily  was n o t h is, b u t M r. B eresford’s, and 
quick as th o u g h t h e  snatched  i t  from  his 
head  an d  exchanged w ith  h is  friend , ju s t  as 
he was p resen ted  to  R einette  as “  an o th e r 
cousin .”

In s ta n tly  th e  la rge  .b righ t h lack  eyes darted  
tow ards h im  a  perplexed, w ondering look, 
b u t aside from  th a t  th e re  was no response to 
th e  lif ting  of P h il’s old ha t. A nother cousin 
was th e  straw  too  m any , and  R ein ette  fairly  
gasped as she invo lun tarily  said to  
herself in  F ren ch , “  I  believe I  shall 
die th e n , tak ing  th e  sailor h a t  from  h e r 
head , she fanned  herself furiously, w hile th e  
look of a h u n ted , w orried  c reatu re  deepened 
on h e r  dark  flushed face and  shone in  h e r 
flash ing  eyes.

J u s t  th e n  P ie rre  cam e to  th e  rescue, and 
said  som eth ing  to  h e r  in h is  ow n language, 
w hereupon she tu rn e d  sw iftly  to  M r. B eres
ford and  said  :

“ You received m y te legram  ? You will 
bury  h im  s tra ig h t from  h e re  ?”

“ Yes,”  he  answ ered , “ and  I  believe every

th in g  is ready. Sha ll I  tak e  you to y o u r c a r
riage  ?”

“ Yes, y e s! Oh, do!” she replied, and  
p lacing  h e r h a t  on  h e r  h ead  again , she took 
h is  arm , and  A nna  always in s isted  th a t  she 
held  h e r sk irts  back a s  w ith th e  a ir  of a  g rand  
d u c h ess ; she w alked past th em  to  th e  c a r
riage, th e  door of which tlio coachm an he ld  
open w ith  as  m uch  respect as  if she h a d  been 
a  queen.

R einette  m u s t h ave  guessed th e  in ten tio n  
of h e r  new re la tives to  rid e  w ith  he r, for she 
said, rap id ly  and  low, to M r. B eresford :

“ You go w ith  m e, cf course, and  P ie rre  ; 
th a t  is  p ro p e r ; he  low d fa th e r ; he  is  n earer 
to m e now  th a n  any  «ne in  th e  wide w orld .” 

“ W hy, yes ; only I  th in k  your re la tives— 
your g randm other w il n a tu ra lly  expect to  ac
com pany you ,” M r. Beresford answ ered , and  
R einette  said, q u ic k lj :

“ My re la tiv e s! my g ra n d m o th e r! Mr. 
Beresford, he said  I  was to  ask  you every
th ing . Are they  my g randm other. T ell m e 
tru e .”

M r. B eresford could n o t repress a  sm ile a t 
th e  way she p u t th e  question , in  h e r vehem 
ence, b u t he  answered h e r very low and  c a u 
tiously , as  th e  Ferguson p a rty  were close be
h in d  :

“ I  th in k  th ey  are.”
T hen , as  a  sudden idea flashed upon h im , 

he c o n tin u e d :
“ W as your fa ther twice m arried  ?”
“ No, never, never!”
“ Tell m e, then , p lease, you r m o th e r’s 

nam e ?”
“ M argaret Ferguson, and  she died in  Rom e, 

w hen I  was b o rn .”
H e had  h e r  in  the carriage by th is  tim e, 

an d  her eyes were looking s tra ig h t in to  h is  as 
he b e g a n :

“ I f  you r m other was M argaret Ferguson ,
and  lived in  Rome, I  am  a fra id  ”

H e d id  n o t go on, fo r som eth ing  in  th e  
black eyes stopped h im  suddenly, an d  w arned 
h im  th a t  if these people w ere indeed h e r 
g ran d m o th e r’s she w ould suffer no in s in u 
a tions again st them . S he was like Ph il in  
th a t  re s p e c t; w hat was h e rs  she would de
fend and , w hen M rs. F e rguson ’s red  face ap 
peared a t  th e  door, R ein ette  m oved to  the  
o th e r side of the  seat, an d  s a id :

“ H ere, g randm other, s it by  m e p lease .”
She h ad  acknowledged h e r by nam e, a t 

least, an d  R einette fe lt b e tte r, and  only 
clenched h e r  hands h a rd  as L ydia  A nn  and  
A nna disposed of them selves on  th e  soft 
cushions opposite, th e  young lady  stepp ing  in 
an d  te a rin g  her long lace scarf, an d  u tte rin g  
th e  exclam ation :

“ My gracious, how  aw kward !”
“ You d id n ’t o rte r w ear i t .  Such jim cracks 

a in ’t  for funerals. R enne t h a in ’t  got on 
none ,” grandm a said , w hile A nna frowned 
in so le n tly ; and  R ein ette  looked on  an d  
shivered, and  held h e r h an d s  tig h te r toge ther, 
a n d  th o u g h t how dreadful i t  all was, and  how 
could i t  be th a t  th ese  people belonged to  her, 
who a t  h e a rt w as th e  veriest a ris toc ra t ever 
born.

P h il did  no t come n ear them , b u t kep t 
close to Mr. B eresford’s cairiage  a n d  to 
P ierre, to  whom he spoke in  F rench , thereby  
so delighting  the  old m an  th a t  he  began  to 
jabber so rap id ly  a n d  gesticu la te  so v ehem 
en tly  th a t  P h il lo s t th e  th re a d  en tire ly , and 
shook h is  bead in  token  th a t  he  did no t 
u nders tand . W ith o u t exactly  know ing w hy 
P h il fe lt uncom fortable  and  asham ed , and  
th e  Ferguson  blood h a d  never seem ed so d is
ta ste fu l to h im  as now. R einette  h ad  seen 
th em  firs th an d  so ignored  h im , and  he  did 
n o t like i t  a t  all. H ad  th e re  been no  step- 
g randm other, n o r a u n t, n o r C ousin A nna, he  
could have com e up  by  h im self, he  th o u g h t, 
h is  fa th e r’s handsom e carriage, w ith  th e  high- 
s tepp ing  bays, and  th e  coachm an, who w ith 
ou t th e  a id  of livery , looked so respectable 
and  dignified upon th e  box, and  i t  would have 
been so different. B u t now  he  fe lt snubbed, 
and  overlooked, and  shabby, an d  th e re  was 
a soiled spot on  th e  knee of h is  p an ts , an d  
h is  h an d s  were cu t w ith  b rie rs  an d  d irty , too. 
and  th e re  was n o th in g  a iry  o r exquisite  about 
h im  as he en tered  M r. B eresford’s barouche 
w ith  th a t  gen tlem an  an d  P ie rre , an d  followed 
th e  o th e r carriage w here R einette  sa t s ilen t 

♦and m otionlesg, w ith  h e r  b lue veil tied  closely 
over h e r face, as if  to  h id e  i t  from  th e  ejfes 
opposite scann ing  h e r so curiously .

Never once d id  she  look from  th e  carriage  
w indow, o r evince th e  s lig h test in te re s t in 
any  th in g  a round  h e r, and  w hen, as they  
reached th e  village and  tu rn ed  in to  th e  m a in  
s treet, M rs. Ferguson  m otioned w ith  h e r h an d  
to  th e  rig h t, an d  said  :

“ T here , R en n e t—w ay dow n th e re  under 
th em  m aple  trees is th e  house  w here I  live, 
and  w here y ou r m o th e r was b o rn ,” she  n ever 
tu rn ed  h e r head , n o r gave a  sign th a t  she heard ; 
only th e  h an d s  locked m ore tig h tly  toge ther, 
worked a  little  m ore nervously , an d  th e re  was 
an  invo lun ta ry  sh rug  of h e r  shou lders, w hich 
A nna resen ted  hotly .

A t last, as th e  silence becam e unbearab le  to  
G randm a, who liked  no th in g  b e tte r  th a t  ta lk 
ing , she said to  R ein ette  :

“ I  s’pose you do n ’t  rem em ber your m o th e r.” 
R einette  shook h e r head , and  g ran d m a con

tin u ed  :
“  How old was you w hen  she died ?”
“  I  do n ’t know .”
“  D on’t  know how  old you was w hen your 

m o ther d ied?  T h a t’s curis. D idn ’t  your 
fa th e r never te ll you ?”

“  No, m ad a m .”
“  W all, now. D on’t  you  th in k  th a t ’s singu 

la r  ?” and  g ran d m a looked a t h e r  daugh ter- 
in-law  an d  A nna, th e  la tte r  of whom  seized 
th e  o p portun ity  to  let ou r h e r venom , and  
s a id :

“  N ot s ingu lar a t  all, an d  if I ’s you, g ra n d 
m a, I  w ouldn’t bo ther R einette  w ith  tro u b le 
som e questions, for I ’ve no  idea th a t  she had  
ever h eard  of u s  t i l l  to -day , let alone her 
know ing how  old she  was w hen h e r m o ther 
d ied .”

A nna spoke spitefu lly , an d  h a d  th e  s a tis 
faction  of seeing th e  black  eyes unclose and  
flash  a t  h e r  ju s t once, w hile g randm a re p lie d : 

“  N ever heard  of u s  till  to -d a y ! Never 
h eard  she had  a  g ra n d m o th e r! B e you crazy, 
A nny ? D o you s’pose F red  -d o  you s’pose 
her fa th e r never to ld  h e r  of h e r  m o th e r’s 
folks? R ennet, do you h e a r  th a t  ? I  hope you 
can con trad ict i t . ”

T h u s  appealed te  R einette  roused herself, 
and  iu  a  voice choking w ith  sobs, s a id :

“  Oh, please, p lease—d on’t  worry m e now  ; 
by and  by I can  ta lk  w ith you, b u t now — oh, 
fa ther, fa th e r, why d id  you die and  leave m e 
he re  a lone .”

T h e  sob was now  a w ailing, heart-b roken  
cry, and  th e  little  h an d s  were upra ised  and 
b eat th e  a ir in  a  paroxysm  of nervous pain  
fo r a n  in s ta n t, th e n  dropped help lessly , and  
R einette  never m oved again u n til  they  tu rn ed  
in to  th e  cem etery  and stopped before th e  
H etherton  lo t. T hen  she started , and  th row 
ing  back h e r vail, said, hu rried ly  :

“  W h a t is i t?  Are we th e re  ?”
G ran d m a Ferguson , who, since R ein e tte ’s 

p itifu l ou tbu rst, had been cry ing  softly to  h e r
self, wiped h e r eyes, and  s a id :

“ Yes, darling , th is  is  th e  place , th is  is 
the  H e th e rto n  lo t. I t  has been left to  ru n  
down th is  m any  a  year, b u t will look be tte r 
by an d  by. H a d n ’t  you b e tte r stay  
in  th e  carriag e?  You can  if you w ant 

N o,no,oh,no. I  m u s t be w ith  fa th e r ,”  R ein 
e tte  said, and  opening th e  door herself, she 
sp rang  to  th e  g round, an d  w as firs t a t  th e  
open grave, w here she stood  im m ovable du r
ing  the  sh o rt p rayer and  th e n  th e y  began  to 
lower th e  body. T hen  she exclaim ed :

“ Oh. a re  th e re  no  flowers for h im  ? D id  no 
one bring  a  flower, w hen he  loved th em  so 
m uch  ? ” and  h e r eyes flashed rebukingly 
upon those who h ad  b ro u g h t no  flowers for 
th e  dead m an.

T h en  she was qu ie t again  u n til 
th e re  was a  creaking bou n d  in  the
ropes and  th e  coffin slipped a  little
w hen, w ith  a  cry of a larm , she sprang
forw ard and  ben t over the  grave as if to see
th a t  no h a rm  was com ing to  h e r  fa th e r. 
T here  was danger in  h e r  posion, a n d  P h il 
w ent quickly to h e r  side, and  lay ing  h is  h and  
on h e r shou lder, said  to  h e r  very qu ie tly  : 

“ P lease s tan d  back. T here  is quicksand 
here , and  th e  e a r th  m ig h t c rum ble .”

She never looked a t h im , b u t she stepped 
backw ard a  few paces and  d id  n o t move again  
u n til th e  house was filled, and  h e r  fa th e r— 
he  who had  so longed to^ come hom e th a t  
he  m ig h t begin  anew anjl m ake am ends in 
p a rt for h is  p a s t life—w as h idden over from

s igh t w ith  all th e  dark  catalogue of s in s  u n 
confessed save as h e  h ad  w hispered  th em  in  
th e  ear of th e  M ost H igh  w hen d ea th  sa t on 
h is  brow and  coun ted  h is  heart-bea ts .

M eanw hile P h il, w ith  h is  u su a l fo rethought, 
had  interview ed h is  g ran d m o th e r in  an  aside 
and suggested to  h e r  th a t  as R ein e tte  w ould 
undoubted ly  p refer going a lone w ith  M r, 
B eresford  to  h e r  new  hom e, th e  lad ies should  
re tu rn  to  tow n in  th e  carriage of th e  la tte r  
and  call on  h is  consin  th e  following day.

G randm a, whose h e a r t w as set upon  going 
to  H e th e rto n  Place, w here she had  n o t been 
since she had  tu rn e d  from  its  door by its  e n 
raged m aster, would have d em u rred  a t  th is  
a rran g em en t were i t  n o t th a t  h e r  heavy 
crape was w eighing h e r dow n, an d  m ak in g  
h e r long for th e  coolness of h e r  own house 
an d  h e r  th in  “ sprigged m u s lin .” As i t  
was, she m ade no objection, an d  when i t  was 
tim e to  go, she w ent to  R ein e tte  and  said  : 

“ P h il th in k s  you’d ru th e r  be alone th e  fu s t 
n ig h t here, a n d  I  guess h e  is rig h t, so if 
you’ll excuse y ou r A’n t  L iddy, an d  m e and  
A nny, we’ll come over te-m orrow  an d  see you, 
and  have a long ta lk  ab o u t you r m o ther. 
Good-by, and  H eaven b less you, ch ild .”

W hile  she w as speak ing  R ein e tte  looked 
steadily  in  h e r  face, and  som eth ing  in  i ts  ex
pression  a ttra c ted  m ore  th a n  i t  repelled  her. 
It^was a  good, k ind , h o n est face, an d  had  
seen h e r m o ther, and  R e in e tte ’* lip quivered  
as^she he ld  ou t h e r  h a n d  and  s a id :

“ T h a n k  you, i t  w iil be b e tte r s o ; good-by.” 
T h ere  w as an o th e r u p  an d  dow n courtesy  

from  A’n t  L ydia, a n o th e r cold, s ta te ly  bow 
from  M iss A nna, whose tu rn ed -u p  h a t,  cream  
feather, and  long lace scarf, R einette  no ted  a 
second tim e , a n d  th e n  th e  ladies w alked to  th e  
B eresford carriage w here P h il was w aiting  for 
them .

“ W ell, we’ve seen th e  g rea t sigh t. P ray , 
w hat do you th in k  of h e r  ?” A nna  asked  h im  
w hen th ey  left th e  cem etery  an d  tu rn e d  in to  
th e  highw ay.

P n il d id  n o t like th e  to n e  of h e r voice, and  
was on h is  g u ard  a t once.

“ I ’ve n o t seen enough of h e r  ye t to  have an 
op in ion ,” h e  said  ; “ n o r  can  she appear h e r
self. She is in  g rea t troub le, an d  a ll  alone in  
a s trange  coun try . W e m u st m ake every a l
lowance for h e r .”

“ Yes, of c o u rs e ; I  knew you would s tan d  up 
for h e r, ju s t  beeause sh e ’s a  H e th e rto n  and  
ric h ,”  A nna  replied . “ F o r m y  p a rt, I  h a te  
h e r  !”

T h is  w as A nna’s favorite  expression  if 
she did  n o t like a  person, an d  she  w ent on : 

“ I f  we h a d  been th e  low est people living she 
could h o t have show n m ore con tem pt for us. 
I  know  she h ad  never heard  of a  soul of us 
till  to  day, an d  I  ju s t  w ish you could have 
seen h e r  w hen g ran d m a  claim ed h e r as  a 
g randch ild . W here were you, P h il ? W h a t 
w as keeping you !”

H e explained w here he  was, and  she con 
tin u ed  :

“  You m ig h t h ave  spared  yourself th e  
troub le. I  do n ’t  believe she’ll th a n k  you. 
S he ju s t  th rew  h e r h ead  back and  sta red  a t 
g randm a in  such  an  im p e rtin e n t way th a t  I  
w anted  to  box h e r ears, especially  w hen  she 
said so h au gh tily , ‘M adam , I  d o n ’t  u n d e r
s tan d  you .’ She m ig h t have added, ‘and  I  
do n ’t  believe you e ith e r ; m y m o th e r never 
cam e from  such  s tock .’ T h a t’s w hat she 
m ean t, an d  w hat h e r  eyes an d  voice express
ed. I  d o n ’t  believe she looked a t  m a  or m e, 
th o u g h  she did ju s t touch  th e  tip s  of m y fin 
gers. Sl/e h ad  tak en  off h e r  veil a t  g randm a, 
an d  to rn  off h e r  gloves for u s —cotton , they  
were too ; an d  w hen  you cam e, and  g ran d m a  
said, ‘H ere ’s an o th e r  cousin ,’ she  snatched  
off h e r  sailor h a t  and  fanned herself rap id ly , 
as if you were th e  s traw  too m an y . Yes, I  
h a te  her, and  I  th in k  h e r ju s t as  hom ely  as 
she can  be, w ith h e r  tu rn -u p  nose and  lip . 
S he’s as black, too, as th e  ace of spades, and  
those  g rea t big s ta r in g  eyes a re  as  in so 
le n t an d  p roud  a s  th ey  can be, bu t I  dare  
say  you and  M r. B eresford a re  bo th  in  love 
w ith  h e r .”

P h il d id  n o t w ish to  discuss th e  m a tte r 
w ith  h is  u n reasonab le  cousin, who ra ttle d  on 
u n til  th e  carriage stopped a t  M rs. F e rg u so n ’s 
door. G lad  of th e  chance to  escape from  
A nna’s tirade, P h il said  he would w alk hom e, 
an d  so th e  carriage  drove on , leaving h im  
s tand ing  by th e  ga te  w ith  h is  g randm other, 
who said  :

“  Such a  tongue  as A nny’s go t—h u n g  in 
th e  m iddle I  do believe. S he m u s t g it i t  
from  th e  R ices, for th e  F e rg u so n ’s a in ’t  an 
a to m  backbity . Of course R en n e tt a in ’t  
exactly  w hat I  th o u g h t M argaret’s g irl would 
be, b u t—th e n —every th ing  is s trange  and  
new to  he r. S he’s a ll H e th erto n , an d  th e  
very im age of th e  old lady , F re d ’s m o ther. 
B u t you an d  I ’ll s tan d  by h e r, P h il. Poor 
little  lonesom e c ritte r ! how I  p ity  h e r, alone 
in  th a t g re a t house, w ith  h e r  fa th e r dead in  
th e  grave-yard, and  h e r  m o th e r dead  over th e  
seas !”

T here  were te a rs  in  g ran d m a ’s eyes, 
and  P h il fe lt a  lum p  in  h is  own th ro a t as he 
walked rap id ly  away, repeating  h e r w ords to 
h im self :

“ Poor little  g i r l ! A lone in  th a t  g rea t 
heuse , w ith  h e r  fa th e r dead in  th e  grave-yard , 
and  h e r  m o th er dead over th e  sea .”

P h il was s till a  little  sore and  d isappointed. 
H e h a d  m ade no  im pression  upon R einette , 
except i t  w ere one of d isgust. A nd every
th in g  h ad  tu rn e d  o u t so d ifferently  from  w hat 
he  had  hoped. E v en  R einette  was w holly 
d ifferent from  h is  idea of he r. T h e  ta ll 
A m azon, w ith  p in k  and  w hite com plexion 
and  yellow ha ir , h a d  proved to  be a  wee little  
creatu re , w ith  dark  eyes, and  h a ir  ,and face, 
b u t s till w ith  som eth ing  indescribab ly  be
w itching  and  graceful in  every tu rn  of h e r 
head  an d  m otion  of h e r  body, w hile th e  clear, 
bell-like tones of h e r  voice, w ith  its  p re tty  
accent, ra n g  con tinually  in  h is  ears, and  he 
began to  envy M r. B eresford th e  p leasu re  of 
hav ing  h e r  a ll to  h im self fo r an  indefin ite  
len g th  of tim e.

W h at would she pay to  h im  ? W ould  she 
thaw  o u t, and  ta lk  like  any  girl, and  ask  h im  
“ who th e  deuce th e  F ergusons  w ere,” and  
w ho “ th e  long legged spooney w ith  th e  d irty  
face and  h an d s  and  th e  g rass s ta in s  on h is  
p an ts .”  P h il h ad  reached  hom e by th is  tim e, 
an d  h ad  seen in  th e  glass th a t  h is  pe isonal 
appearance was n o t as  p repossessing  as i t  
m ig h t be.

“ U pon m y  w ord,” he  said, a s  he  con tem 
plated  h im self in  th e  m irro r, “ I am  a  beauty . 
Look a t th a t  s treak  of d ir t upon m y forehead 
to m y  ch in , and  th a t  spot on m y nose, and  
th a t  blood s ta in  u u d e r m y eye, and  to  crown 
a ll, B eresford’s old h a t. I  look fo r a ll  th e  
world like a prize-fighter, and  m igh t be own 
son to m y step  g ran d m o th e r’s b ro th e r, th e  
M artins. I, who fancied  th e re  w as som eth ing  
so distingue  and  h igh -toney  abou t m e th a t  
R einette  would see i t  a t  once, and  she never 
even bowed to  m e, b u t sa id  she fe lt like 
dy ing .”

H ere  th e  ludicrousness of th e  w hole affair 
cam e over P h il so forcibly th a t  he  b u rs t in to  
a  loud, m erry  laugh, w hich was like th u n d e r 
on  a  su ltry  day. I t  cleared th e  atm osphere, 
an d  P h il was h im self again , o r would be a fter 
th e  long ride on  horseback w hich h e  d e te r
m ined  to take  in to  th e  country .

C alling  Jo h n , th e  stab le  boy, h e  bade him  
saddle P lu to , h is  rid ing  horse , and  was soon 
galloping off a t  a  fu rious ra te , going eastw ard 
first u n til  he  cam e to  a  fork in  th e  road, 
w here he  tu rn e d  and  rode in  th e  direction  of 
H e th erto n  Place. H e h ad  no  in te n tio n  of 
s topping  th e re— no expectation  of seeing R ein 
ette , un less  Providence shou ld  in te rfere , he 
th o u g h t. B u t P rovidence did no t in terfere, and  
he did  n o t see R ein ette  or any  sign  of h u m an  
life about th e  house.

T h e  windows of R e in e tte ’s cham ber were 
open and  in  one of th e m  sa t M rs. Speckle, 
th e  cat, ev idently  absorbed in  som ething 
going on in s id e—th e  gam bols of h e r  th ree  
k itten s , pe rhaps.

T he R ossite r carriage was n o t in  tho  yard , 
a n d b y  th a t  token P h il knew th a t  M r. Beres- 
fo ra  m u s t have re tu rn ed  to tow n, and  
th a t  he  h ad  m issed m eeting  h im  by hav
ing  m ade th e  c ircu it of w hat was called the  
F la tiro n .

P h il did n o t qu ite  u n d e rs tan d  w hy he  felt 
glad to  know  th a t  h is  friend  h a d  n o t m ade a 
long s tay  w ith  R einette , b u t he  was glad, and  
rode on qu ite  cheerfully  for th re e  o r four 
m iles, w hen h e  tu rn e d  an d  cam e back m ore 
slowly, reach ing  H e th e rto n  ju s t as  th e  sun 
was going ou t of s igh t in  th e  west.

As before, every th ing  w as quiet, and  no

one was to  be seen  u n til  he  cam e opposit e a 
g rea t ledge of rocks on th e  hill-side  h ig h e r u p  
th a n  th e  house  itse lf, an d  com m anding  a  s till 
b e tte r view of th e  su rro u n d in g  coun try . T h is  
ledge, w hich covered q u ite  a  space of g round  
an d  was in  som e places as level as  th e  floor, 
p resen ted  in  o th e r sections a  b roken , uneven 
appearance, like a  succession  of little  room s, 
an d  one n iche  in  p a rticu la r was (jailed the  
“ L a d y ’s C h air,” from  its  pecu liar fo rm ation  
of sea t, sides and  back. H ere , w ith  th e  fad 
ing  su n lig h t fa lling  upon  it ,  sa t a  little  figure 
in  g ray  w ith  th e  b lue veil tw isted  round  the  
h a t, an d  th e  h a n d s  folded to g e th e r an d  lying 
upon  th e  lap , rem in d in g  P h il of th a t  p ic tu re  
of E vangeline  s ittin g  by  th e  river and  w atch 
ing th e  d is ta n t boa t. P ie rre  was kneeling 
upo n  th e  rock beside h is  m is tre ss, and  
s tre tched  a t  h e r feet w as th e  w atch  dog, King, 
w ith  w hom  she  h a d  a lready  m ade  friends. 
T h e  th re e  m ade  a  very p re tty  p ic tu re  fa r  up  
th e  h ill-side, w ith  th e  w estern  sky betw een 
them , and  P h il, w ithou t know ing w h e th e r he 
was seen o r no t, in v o lu n ta rily  ra ised  h is  h a t. 
B u t th e  courtesy  w as n o t acknow ledged and  
he  b it h is  lip  w ith  vexation  as he  galloped 
rap id ly  on , th in k in g  to  h im s e lf :

“ H ang  th e  girl, I  believe A nna  is  half 
r ig h t. She is p roud  as L ucifer, a n d  m eans 
to  c u t u s  a ll. W ell, le t h e r . M aybe sh e ’ll 
find som e day th a t  a  R ossite r is qu ite  as  good 
as a  H e th e rto n  1”

I n  P h i l’s e s tim a tio n  R ein e tte  was n o t a l 
to g e th e r a  success, b u t th e n  he  did  n o t know 
her.

C H A P T E R  IX .

REINETTE AT H3ME.
W hen  P h il envied M r. B eresford  h is  oppor

tu n ity  fo r being  alone w ith  R einette  and  
lis ten ing  to  h e r  conversation , he  m ade a m is 
take, for d u rin g  th e  first of th e  drive from  the  
cem etery  to  H e th e rto n  P lace she scarcely 
spoke to  h im , b u t s a t  w ith  closed eyes a n d  
locked h an d s , lean ing  back in  a corner of th e  
carriage, as m otion less as  if she  h ad  been 
asleep. Once, how ever, w hen th ey  were 
crossing th e  riv e r, she  looked ou t an d  asked : 

“ I s n ’t  th is  th e  Chicopee ?” and  on being 
to ld  i t  was, she said  to  P ierre, in  F ren ch  : 

“ T h is  is th e  river, P ierre , w here p ap a  used  
to  g a th e r th e  pond  lilies w hen he  was a  boy. 
I t  em pties in to  the  C onnecticu t as th e  Seine 
does in to  th e  sea. You know  you looked it 
o u t on  the  m ap  for m e .”

P ie rre  nodded, an d  R einette , a lthough  she 
now k ep t h e r  eyes open , d id  n o t speak  again  
u n til  th ey  reached th e  long h ill w hich wound 
up  to  th e  house. T h en , as she saw to  h e r 
left a  lovely little  sheet of w ater, sp ark lin g  in  
th e  su n lig h t, she s ta r ted  up , exclaim ing : 

“ T h a t m u s t be L ake  P e tit, w here fa th e r 
u sed  to  keep h is  boa t, th e  W aif.”

“ Y es,” said  M r. B eresford, su rprised  a t  h e r 
know ledge of th e  neighborhood . “ Your 
g ran d m o th er, M rs. H e th e rto n , called i t  L ake 
P e tit  I  believe, b u t to  m ost of th e  people here  
i t  is  th e  M ill P o n d .”

R ein e tte  sh rugged  h e r  shoulders, and  
asked :

‘•Isn ’t  i t  on p a p a ’s la n d ? ”
“ Yes, i t  belongs to  th e  H e th e rto n  esta te ,” 

was th e  reply, and  she continued, in  a  decisive 
to n e :

“ T h en  i t  is  never any  m ore to  be M ill Pond. 
I t  is  L ake P e tit  forever.”

T hey  were h a lf way up th e  h ill by  th is  
tim e, an d  as they  reached h e ig h t a fte r heigh t, 
an d  one a fte r an o th e r views of th e  su rro u n d 
ing  co u n try  greeted  R e in e tte ’s w ondering  
gaze, h e r de ligh t knew no  bounds, and  fo r
g e tting  fo r a  m om en t th e  load of p a in  a t  her 
h eart, sh e  gave ven t to  h e r  d e ligh t in  tru e  
g irlish  fash ion , u tte rin g  little  scream s of s u r
p rise  and  gladness, and  occasionally  seizing 
P ie ire  by th e  shou lder an d  shak ing  him  hard  
to m ake h im  see w ha t she was seeing, and  
appreciate  it, too.

“ I t ’s b e tte r th a n  Sw itzerland, b e tte r th a n  
F ra n c e —b e tte r th a n  a n y th in g  ! I  like 
A m erica ,” she cried, b u t P ie rre  shook h is  head, 
an d  gave a  sigh for “ L a  Belle F ran ce ,” th e  
best coun try  in  th e  w orld, w here he  devoutly 
w ished he  had  staid , adhering  to  h is  o p in 
ion  in  sp ite  of all h is  m is tre ss  sa id  in  oppo
sition .

M r. B eresford could n o t u n d e rs tan d  th em , 
b u t he  knew  th a t  som e alte rcation  was going 
on  betw een th em , and  was a ston ished  to  see 
th e  d ifferen t expressions w hich passed in  an  
in s ta n t over R ein e tte ’s face, an d  how  b e a u ti
ful she grew a s  th e  b rig h t color cam e and  
w e n t ; an d  she spark led , an d  flashed* and  
laughed, an d  frowned, an d  shook up  th e  
stup id  P ie rre  all in  th e  sam o b rea th . T hey  
were driv ing  up  to th e  house by  th is  tim e, 
and  th e  m om en t th e  carriage stopped she 
sprang  to  th e  ground  an d  began to look abou t 
her, gesticu la ting  rapid ly , and  ta lk in g  now  in  
F ren ch  an d  now  in  E n g lish , now to Mr. B eres
ford and  now to  P ie rre , who 
was a lm o st as  excited as she 
was. T he chateau , as sh e  called it, was 
so m uch  la rger and  fresher th a n  she supposed, 
and  th e  g rounds m ore p re ten tious , an d  “ oh, 
th e  flowers !” she cried, d a rtin g  in  am ong 
th em  like a  little  hum m ing-b ird , and  filling 
h e r  h an d s  w ith  th e  sweet sum m er p inks, 
w hich she pressed to  h e r lips an d  k issed  as if 
th ey  h a d  been  living th in g s  an d  sh arers  of 
joy.

“  T h e  flowers a re  th e  sam e every w here,and 
I  love th em  so m uch , and  th e  w orld is so 
b righ t, ju s t  like a  p ic tu re  u p  here  w here i t  is  
so h igh , so n ear h eaven ,and  I  am  so h ap p y ,” 
she exclaim ed, as she  hopped abou t ; th e n  
suddenly  as a cloud passes over th e  sun  on 
an  A pril day , a  shadow  cam e over h e r and  
g rea t tea rs  rolled down h e r cheeks as, tu rn 
ing  to  Mr. B eresford, she said , “ W h at m u s t 
you th in k  of m e to be so gay, and  he  dead 
over in  th e  grave yard . B u t i t  is  one p a rt 
of m e ; th e re ’s tw o of m e, a n d  I  c a n ’t  h e lp  it, 
th o u g h  all th e  tim e  I ’m  m issing  h im  so m uch, 
an d  th e re ’s a  p a in  in  m y h e a rt an d  a  
lu m p  in  m y  th ro a t till i t  feels a s  if i t  
would b u rs t. A nd s till I  m u s t love the  
b rig h tn ess  even though  i t ’s a ll dark  w here 
he  lies a lone. Oh, fa th e r, if you, too, were 
here  !”

She was sobbing now b itte rly , a n d  P ierre  
w as crying, too, even w hile h e  tr ied  io  com 
fo rt h e r. Suddenly  a t  som eth ing  he  said h e r 
sobbing ceased, and  dash ing  th e  tea rs  from  
h e r  eyes she  sm iled b righ tly  a t  M r. Beresford, 
an d  said  :

“  Forgive m e, do, for tro u b lin g  you w ith  
a n  exh ib ition  of m y grief. I  forgo t m yself. 
F a th e r  to ld  m e n o t to cry  before people, and  
I  will n o t again . Come, le t us go in to  th e  
cha teau  ; it looks so cool an d  in v itin g  w ith 
th e  doors and  windows open and  th e  m uslin  
c u rta in s  blow ing in  and  o u t, an d  the  scent of 
clover and  new h ay  everyw here. T he  w orld is 
very  b rig h t and  fu ll of sweet odors an d  I  m ean 
to  be h a p p y .”

D uring  th is  scene in  th e  grounds M rs. 
Je rry , th e  housekeeper, h a d  been inspecting  
th e  little  lady from  beh ind  th e  k itchen  b linds, 
and now  as th e  p a rty  en tered  th e  wide hall, 
she cam e forw ard to  m eet h e r in  h e r  n ea t 
calico dress and  clean  lin en  collar, w ith  h e r 
snowy h a ir  com bed sm oothly  back  from  h e r 
frank , open brow. S he knew  she was 
th e re  o "  tr ia l, sub ject to  M iss R e in e tte ’s fancy, 
and  as she liked  th e  place, an d  was dt iiro u s  
of keeping it, she n a tu ra lly  fe lt som e anx iety  
w ith  regard  to  th e  im pression  she should 
m ake upon  th e  girl. She was no t long  kept 
in suspense, for som eth ing  in  h e r face a ttrac ted  
R einette  a t once, and  w ithout th e  least h a u te u r  
in  h e r m a n n e r she w ent forw ard w ith o u t
s tre tched  han d s, and  said  :

“  M rs. Je rry , I  am  so g lad  you are here . I  
know  I  shall like you, and  you m u s t like mo 
in  a ll m y m oods, for I  am  n o t alw ays alike. 
T h e re ’s  tw o of m e, th e  good and  th e  b a d — 
though  I  m ean  to  6hut th e  bad one ou t of 
doors in  th is , m y  new hom e. A nd now, please, 
take these  flowers and  p u t th em  in  w a ter for 
m e, an d  always have flowers s tan d in g  about. 
I  d o n ’t  w ish any one to show m e over the  
house.”

T u rn in g  now to  M r. B eresford  :
“  I ’d ra th e r  find m y way alone and  guess 

w hich is m y room  an d  w hich  was m e an t for 
h im ” —here h e r  lip  began to  quiver, b u t she 
k ep t up  bravely  an d  w ent on  : “ you will come 
and  see m e to-m orrow  and  I  shall ask you so 
m an y  th in g s . F a th e r  said  I  was to  tru s t  you 
a n d  go to  you for everyth ing . B y and  by, 
though , I  shall tak e  care  of m yself. And now , 
good-by till  to-m orrow  afte rn o o n .”

She gave h im  h e r  han d , a n d  he  h ad  no  a l
te rn a tiv e  b u t to  go. a lthough  h e  would so
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gladly have lingered longer, so deeply  in te r
ested  was he  already in  th is  s tran g e  little  g irl 
w ith  th e  tw o n a tu re s , one p roud , cold, sco rn 
fu l an d  p a ss io n a te ; th e  o ther een tle , an d  soft, 
and  sw eet as  th e  flowers she loved so dearly . 
He m ig h t h ave  been m ore in te rested  s till h ad  
h e  seen h e r  s tan d in g  in  th e  door w ith  th e  
g rea t fears d ropp ing  from  h e r long eyelashes 
as she w atched h im  going down th e  h ill a n d  
felt th a t  now, indeed, she  was alone in  h e r 
d eso lation  w ith  h e r  new  life all before h e r.

“ I  like h im  because he was fa th e r’s friend, 
an d  because h e  seem s a  gen tlem an ,” she 
th o u g h t ; and  th e n  as she  rem em bered those 
o th e r people who h ad  claim ed her for th e ir  
own, and  who were n o t like  Mr. Beresford, 
she shuddered  and  fe lt h e r  o th e r  self master-^ 
ing  h e r  again .

J u s t  th e n  M rs. Je r ry  appeared , asking if 
she  could do an y th in g  for h e r, and  if Bhe 
w ould n o t like  to  go to h e r  room .

“ No, n o - g o  a w a y !”  R ein e tte  answered, 
a lm ost ang rily  ; “ I  w an t n o th in g  b u t to be 
le t alone. I  can  find m y  way. I  m u s t work 
i t  o u t m yself.”

So M rs. J e r ry  w ent back to  th e  k itchen , 
an d  P ierre , who knew th e  first approaches of 
h is  m is tre ss ’ m oods, s a t down upon  th e  grass 
q u ie tly  w aiting  th e  p rogress of events.

R ein e tte ’s face was very  w hite, and , as was 
usual w hen she was try in g  to  repress h e r 
feelings, h e r  h an d s  w ere locked toge ther as 
she stood looking  abou t h e r  a t th e  trees under 
w hich h e r fa th e r h a d  played w hen  a  
boy, an d  in  th e  honeysuckle w hich grew  over 
th e  tre llis-w ork , and  w hich m u s t have b los
som ed for h im , a n d  m ore th a n  a ll a t  h is  
in itia ls  cu t by  h im se lf on  th e  door post. 
T h en  w ith  a  Jittle  sm o thered  cry she  tu rn ed  
sudden ly , and  ra n  up  s ta irs  to  th e  room  w hich 
she  h ad  heard  described so o ften , and  w hich 
a t  a  glance she knew  was hers .

[to b e  c o n t in u e d .]

MTODER BYXMOB.
A  S t r a n g e r  S to H r d  to  D e a t h  l o r  P l u c k i n g  

a  C l u s t e r  o l  ( i i r n p e s  O v e r h a n g i n g  t h e  
H ig h w a y .

T h e  following is a  fu ller accoun t of th e  o u t
rage  briefly m en tioned  in  o u r d ispatches of 
yeste rday  :

P it t s b u r g , P a ., Aug. 17.—An unknow n 
m an  was m urdered  by a  m ob yesterday  a t  
Agnew S ta tio n , on  th e  P ittsb u rg  an d  F o rt 
W ayne road , abou t tw en ty  m iles from  th is  
city . A Mrs. R hoder owns a  farm  beside th e  
ra ilroad . S he h a s  a  n u m b er of g rape v ines, 
som e ©f w hich p ro jec t beyond h e r  fence. 
T ram p s  and  o th e rs  have been  stea ling  grapes 
in  th is  neighborhood la te ly , and  th e  fa rm ers 
have th rea ten ed  to  shoo t any  m arauders  who 
a re  detected . Y esterday  a t noon a  m an  
ab o u t fo rty  years  old, d ressed  in  a  black su it, 
black fe lt h a t, navy b lue sh irt,  an d  who was 
q u ite  respectable, took  a  bunch  of g rapes 
from  M rs. R h o d er’s v ine as h e  stood in  th e  
road . On seeing h im  M rs. R hoder shou ted  
to  h im  to  leave, w hich  h e  proceeded to  do, 
m aking  tow ards th e  river, w hich  is ju s t  be
low. M rs. R hoder a t  th e  sam e tim e s ta rted  h e r  
boy and  a  dog afte r th e  fleeing m an . She 
th e n  ra n  to  th e  gang of section  ra ilroad  m en 
who were eating  th e ir  d in n e r n ea r by, to ld  
th em  of th e  th e ft apd  asked th em  to  give 
chase. T hese  section m en  w ork u n d er Jo h n  
H olland . M essrs. M errim an, B altz, M artin , 
L u s te r  and  o th e rs  s ta r te d  in  p u rs u it. In  th e  
m ean tim e , th e  dog an d  th e  boy had  chased 
th e  unknow n m an  in to  th e  riv e r, w hen the 
do?, satisfied  w ith  h is  w ork, re tired  from  th e  
scene.

attacked w it h  s t o n e s .
T he m an  th e n  cam e o u t of th e  w a ter again  

an d  w as abou t to proceed down th e  riv e r on 
th e  beach w hen th e  section  m en  cam e in  
view, and  som e of th em  com m enced throw ing 
stones a t h im . H e  was forced to take  to  the  
w ater again , as  th e  m issiles were th row n a t 
h im  from  every direction  on th e  beach. H e 
w ent o u t and  com m enced to  swim tow ard  th e  
opposite  shore , th e  volley of stones never 
ceasing, b u t he  a lm ost im m ediate ly  tu rn ed  
back and  w aded tow ard  h is  assa ilan ts  u n til  it 
was only w aist deep. T h e re  he  pleaded fo r a 
cessation  of h o stilitie s , saying  he  w as suffer
ing . I t  is  supposed h e  h a d  been h i t  w ith  tho  
stones w hile in  th e  w ater an d  fe lt th a t  he  
would n o t be able  to  swim to  th e  
o th e r shore . B u t th o re  was no  m ercy 
fo r h im  T h e  te rrib le  fusilade  of stones 
never ceased. T he  m an , th e n  grow ing des
pera te , ta rr ied  fo r an  in s ta n t, endeavoring1 to  
p u ll off h is  shoes w hich clogged h im  bad ly  in  
sw im m ing. H e  only  succeeded in  rem oving 
one, w hen th e  a tta ck  had  becom e so h o t th a t  
he  could rem ain  no  longer an d  he  s tru ck  o u t 
for Neville Is lan d .

KILLED IN THE WATER.
H is  first few s trokes w ere vigorous, an d  he  

sped th ro u g h  th e  w a ter w ith  th e  n ea tn ess  
an d  quickness of a  good sw im m er. H e  had  
n o t, how ever, gone far w hen he  suddenly  
cried  for help . “  H elp  m e! ” “  Save m e ! ”
he  cried twice and  th e n  sank. H e  cam e up  
again , b u t probab ly  could n o t speak, as  no  
sound  cam e from  h im . H e  th e n  w ent dow n 
again . A second tim e th e  body rose to  th e  
surface and  floated on its  back fo r a sh o rt d is
tance, w hen  i t  w ent down a  th ird  tim e  and  
was seen  no  m ore. T he  body h as  n o t been 
found. T h e  ind ignation  a gainst th e  m u rd e r
ers  of 1 he  poor fellow  is ru n n in g  h igh , and  
th e  au th o ritie s  w ill cause an  in v estig atio n . 
T h e  affa ir w as w itnessed  by a  la rg e  nu m b er 
of persons who w ere n o t n ear en ough  to  p ro 
te c t th e  m  an or save h is  life.

R 1 B 1 , E § A N D  I  I I E I R  T I T L E S ,

S t r a n g e  E d i t i o n *  o f t h e  S c r i p t u r e s  R e c e n t  
ly  E x h i b i t e d  i n  J L o n d o u .

An in te res tin g  collection of B ibles w as r e 
cen tly  exh ib ited  in  L ondon , w hich com prised  
copies of a ll th e  ed itions th a t ,  because of 
pecu liar e rro rs  of th e  p rin te rs , o r som e o th e r 
reason , have been know n by strange  nam es. 
A m ong th e  B ibles on  exh ib ition  were th e  fol
lowing :

T h e  G utenberg  B ib l e .— T he earlie st 
book know n. P r in te d  from  m ovable type  ; is 
th e  L a tin  B ible issued  by G utenberg , a t 
M entz, A. D . 1450.

T h e  B ug B ib l e .—W as so called  from  its  
rendering  of P sa lm  xci., 5 ; “ A fraid of B ugs 
by  N ig h t.” Our p resen t version  reads, “ T e r
ro r by  N ig h t.”  A. D . 1562.

T he  Breec h es  B ib l e .— T he  G eneva V er
sion is th a t  popu larly  know n as th e  B reeches 
B ible, from  its  rendering  of G enesis iii, 7 : 
(M aking T hem selves B reeches ou t of F ig- 
leaves). T h is  tra n s la tio n  of th e  S c rip tu re s— 
th e  re su lt of th e  labors of th e  E n g lish  exiles 
a t  G eneva—was th e  E n g lish  fam ily  B ible 
du ring  th e  re ign  of Q ueen E lizab e th , and  
u n til  supp lan ted  by th e  p re sen t au tho rized  
version of K ing Jam es  1.

T h e  P lace makers’ B ib l e .— F rom  a  re 
m arkab le  typograph ica l e rro r w hich occurs in  
M atthew , v. 9 :  “ B lessed are th e  Place-
m ak e rs,” in s tead  of Peace m akers. A. D . 
1562.

T h e  T reacle B ib l e .—F rom  its  rendering  
of Je rem iah  viii., 2 2 : “ Is  th e re  no  treacle
(instead  of B alm ) in  G ilead ?” A. D . 1568.

T h e  Rosin B ib l e .—F rom  th e  sam e tex t, 
b u t tra n s la ted  “ R osin”  in  th e  D ouay version, 
A. D . 1609.

T he  H e  and Sh e  B ib l e s .—F rom  th e  re 
spective re n d e rin g s  of R u th  iii, 15— one 
read ing  th a t  “ S he w ent in to  th e  c ity .” The 
o th e r h a s  i t  th a t  ‘H e w en t,” A. D. 1611.

T h e  W icked  B ib l e .—F io m  th e  fact th a t  
th e  negative  has been left o u t of th e  Seven th  
C om m andm ent (E xodus xx, 14), for w hich  the  
p rin te r  was fined £300 . A. D . 1531.

T he  T humb B ib l e .—B eing  one inch  square 
a n d  ha lf an  inch  th ick , w as pub lished  a t A ber
deen. A. D . 1670.

T h e  V inegar  B ib l e .— S o nam ed  from  th e  
headline  of th e  20 th  ch ap ter of L uke, wrhich  
reads as ‘ T h e  P arab le  of th e  V inegar,” in 
stead  of th e  V ineyard. A. D. 1717.

T h e  P r in t er s’ B ib l e .— W e are to ld  by 
C otton  M ather tb a t  in  a  B ible p rin ted  p rio r 
to  1702, a b lun d erin g  typographer m ade 
K ing D avid exclaim  th a t  “ P rin te rs  (instead  of 
p rinces) persecu ted  h im  w ith o u t a  c au se .” 
See P sa lm s  cxix. 161.

T h e  Mu rd erers’ B ib l e .— So called from  
a n  e rro r in  th e  s ix teen th  verse  of th e  E p istle  
of Ju d e , th e  word “ M urderers” being used, 
in s tead  of “ M urm ure rs .” A. D . 1801.

T h e  Caxton Memorial B ib l e . —W holly  
p rin ted  and  bound in  12 hours, b u t on ly  100 
copies s tru ck  off. A. D . 1877.


