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“ Oh, how lovely i t i s  !”  she cried , as  she 

en tered  th e  room  and  took i t  a ll in  as  rap id ly  
as P h il h im self could have done. “ W h a t per- 
ect ta ste  Mr. Beresford m u s t have I”  she 

continued. “ I t  is ju s t as  I  would have ex
cept th e  blue ribbons, w hich do no t su it my 
black face. B u t I  c in  soon change them , and  
th e n  everyth ing  will be fau ltless  ; a n d —o h — 
oh— th e  cats !” *ha scream ed, as  she caught 
s igh t of M rs. Speckle, who, w ith  h e r th ree  
children , was p u rr in g  con ten ted ly  in  the  
cushioned a rm ch a ir by the  window. “ C ats ! 
an d  I  love th em  so m uch  ; h e  h a s  rem e m 
bered  everyth ing  !” an d  bounding across 
th e  floor, R einette  k n e lt by  th e  ch a ir  and  
bu ried  h e r  face in  th e  soft fu r  of th e  k itten s , 
w ho, tru e  to  th e ir  feline in s tin c ts , recognized 
in  h e r  a  friend , and  began a t once to  p lay  
w ith  h e r flowing curls, an d  pa t h e r neck and  
ears w ith  th e ir  velvety paws, w hile M rs. 
Speckle, feeling a  little  crowded, vacated 
th e  ch air and  seated  herself upon th e  
w indow-stool, w here P h il saw h e r w hen  he 
rode by.

T h e  s igh t of th e  cats carried  R einette  back 
to  th e  day  w hen h e r fa th e r h a d  w ritten  h is  
d irections to  Mr. B eresford and  she had  m ade 
suggestions. How carefu l she had been to  
rem em ber all hor likes and  dislikes, and  how 
pale  and  tired  he  h ad  looked afte r th e  le tte r 
w as finished, an d  how  u n ju s t and  th o u g h t
less she h ad  been to  feel aggrieved because 
he said  he  w as n o t able to  drive w ith  h e r  in 
th e  B ois de Boulogne afte r d in n er w as over. 
A nd now  he was dead, a n d  she was 
alone in  a s trange, new  world, w ith  on ly  M r. 
B eresford  for a friend , un less i t  were 
those  people who claim ed h e r—those  people 
of w hom  she h ad  never h eard , and  against 
whom  she rebelled w ith a ll the  strong  force 
of h e r im perious n a tu re . She had  no t had  
tim e to  consider th e  m a tte r  seriously ; bu t 
now alone in  h e r  ow n room , w ith  th e  door 
sh u t betw een h e r  and  th e  ou tside  world, i t  
rose  before h e r in  all its  m agnitude, and  for 
a  tim e drove every o th e r feeling from  h er. 
T h e  p roud aris tocra tic  p a rt of h e r na tu re  was 
in  th e  ascendant, and  b a ttled  fiercely again st 
h e r  b e tte r self.

I t  was n o t possible, she th o u g h t, th a t  th ese  
people—th a t loud-voiced old lady, who used 
such d readful g ram m ar and  called h e r  R en 
n e t, and  th e  A u n t L yddy A nn, who looked 
like a  bar-m aid , and  the  ta ll showily dressed 
A nna , w ith  th e  yellow plum e, th e  cheap lace 
scarf, an d  the  loud h a t, such  as on ly  th e  
com m on girls of P a ris  w ear—were rea llv  the  
re la tives of h e r beau tifu l m o ther, who she 
h ad  alw ays supposed was a n  E n g lish  wom an, 
and  w hom  she had  cherished in  h e r 
h e a r t as every th ing  th a t  was pure , and 
lovely, an d  refined. H er fa th e r had  said of 
h e r once :

“  I  never knew  M rs. H e th e rto n ” (he a l
ways called h e r  thus) “ to be gu ilty  of a  single 
uniady-like  act, a n d  I  should be glad, m y 
daugh te r, if you w ere ha lf as gen tle  and 
gracious of m an n er as she w as.”

I t i s  tru e  she had  never been able to  lea rn  
a n y th in g  defin ite  of her m o th e r’s fam ily, for 
h e r  fa ther, w hen questioned , had  e ith e r a n 
swered evasively, o r n o t a t all. Once he had  
said to  her, decidedly :

“  T here  a re  reasons why I  do n o t care to 
ta lk  of y ou r m o th e r’s fam ily  and  i t  is  quite  
as well th a t  you rem ain  in  ignorance. Mrs. 
H e th e rto n  w as every th ing  th a t  a perfect lady 
shou ld  be. You m u st be satisfied w ith th a t ,  
and  never trouble  m e again abou t your 
m o th e r’s an teced en ts .”

H e h a d  seem ed very m uch  excited, and 
th e re  was a  s trange  look on h is  face, as  he 
w alked th e  salon  rap id ly , w hich frightened 
R einette  a  little  ; a n d  s till she persisted  so far 
as to  s a y :

“  1 am  su re  m o the r was an  E nglishw om an, 
by h e r p ic tu re .”

“ Be satisfied th e n  th a t  you know so m uch, 
and  d on ’t  seek for m ore knowledge. W h a t
ever h e r  friends were, they  are  n o th in g  to  m e ; 
they  can  be no th in g  to  you. So never m e n 
tio n  th em  a g a in .”

And she never d id ; b u t she a lm ost wor
sh ipped  th e  beautifu l face, w hich h a d  been 
p a in ted  on ivory in  P a ris  w hen her m o ther 
was a bride and  had  room s a t  th e  H otel Meu- 
rice. I t  was a fair, lovely face, w ith h a ir  of 
golden brow n, and  g rea t ten d e r eyes of lu s
tro u s  blue, w ith a  tinge  of sadness in  them , 
as there  was also in  th e  expression  around 
th e  sweet m outh  ju s t  b reaking in to  a smile. 
T he  dress was of heavy, cream y sa tin , w ith  
pearls  upon th e  snowy neck and  arm s, and 
on  th e  wavy h a ir. A h igh-bred , a ris tocratic  
face, R einette  th o u g h t, and  in  sp ite  of h e r 
fa th e r’s evident d islike of h e r m o th er’s friends, 
she  never for a n  in s ta n t had  th o u g h t of them  
as o th e r th a n  fully h e r  equals in  position  and  
social stand ing . P robably  th e re  had  been 
som e quarre l w hich h ad  resu lted  in  lasting  
enm ity , or h e r m o th er m igh t have been th e  
dau g h te r of som e noblem an, and  eloped w ith  
th e  young A m erican, th u s  incu rring  th e  life
long d ispleasure  of h e r fam ily. T h is  la s t was 
R ein e tte ’s p e t theory , and  she had  m ore th a n  
once resolved th a t  when she was h e r own m is
tre ss  she would seek h e r  m o the r’s friends, 
never doubting  th a t  she would find them , if 
n o t dukes and  duchesses, fully  equal to  th e  
H e th erto n s, who, h e r fa th e r said, had  in  th e ir  
veins th e  best blood of New and  Old E n g lan d  
both .

E very th in g  p erta in ing  to  h e r m o ther was 
guarded  by R einette  w ith  g rea t fidelity, and  
in  th e  box wl*ere h e r  favoritie treasu res  were 
h idden  away was a  long, b rig h t tress  of h a ir  
and  a  few faded flowers, tied  toge the r w ith  a 
b it of blue ribbon, to  w hich was a ttached  a 
piece of paper, w ith  th e  words, “ My m o th er’s 
h a ir , cu t from  h e r  head  a fte r she was dead, 
an d  som e of th e  fl owers she held  in  h e r  hands  
w hen she lay in  h e r  coffin.”

“ A m ong R ein ette ’s books th e re  was also an  
old copy of “  T he  L ad y  of th e  L ak e ,”  on  the 
fly-leaf of w hich w as w ritten  in  a  very p re tty  
han d , “ M argaret. F rom  h e r s is te r M ary. 
C hristm as, 18 —. ” T his was th e  only  link  
betw een herself and  h e r  m o th e r’s fam ily 
w hich R einette  possessed, an d  she guarded it 
religiously, build ing  upon i t  a m ultitude  of 
theo ries  w ith  regard  to  th e  A u n t M ary whom 
she m ean t som e tim e  to  find, and  whom  she 
always saw clad in  velvet, and jewels, and 
old lace, an d  possibly w ith  a coronet on h e r 
brow.

Such w ere R ein e tte ’s ideas of h e r  m o th e r’s 
friends, w hich h e r fa th e r had  suffered h e r  to 
cherish , on ly  sm iling  fa in tly  a t  some of 
h e r  ex travagan t speculations, b u t never con
trad ic ting  th em . And now, in  place of dukes 
and  duchessess, or, a t least, of lords, and 
lad ies, and  E n g lish  nob ility , to  have these 
people th ru s t  upon h e r, th is  g randm other, and 
au n t, and  cousin, w ith  unm istakab le  m arks 
of vulgarity  stam ped upon them , was too m uch, 
and  for a  tim e th e  p roud  active girl rebelled 
ag a in st it w ith  all th e  fierceness of h e r n a tu re , 
w hile, m ingled  w ith  h e r  b itte r  hum ilia tion , 
was ano ther, a  b e tte r and  deeper feeling, 
w hich h u r t  h e r far m ore th a n  th e  m ortifica
tio n  of know ing th a t  she was n o t w ha t she 
believed herself to  be. H e r fa ther,w hom  she 
h a d  so loved, and  honored , an d  believed in, 
h a d  n o t dealt fairly  w ith  her.

W hy h ad  he  n o t to ld  h e r  th e  tru th , espec
ially  a fte r h e  knew  th ey  were com ing to 
A m erica, and  th a t  she m u s t certa in ly  know 
it  for some tim e.

“ I f  he  had  to ld  m e, if he  had  s a id a  
k ind word of th em , I  should  have been p re 
pared  for i t  and  loved th em  ju s t because they  
w ere m o th er’s people. Oh, fa th e r, w hatever 
y ou r m otive m ay have been , you did m e a 
grievous w rong,” she said, and in to  h e r eyes 
th e re  c rep t a  b a rd , strange  look of re sen t
m en t tow ard  th e  fa th e r who had  kep t h is  se
cret from  her.

T hen , as  h e r th o u g h ts  w ent backw ard to 
th e  little  state-room  w here h e r fa ther died, 
and  th e  words he  said  to  he r, she cried 
out

“ I  u n d ers tan d  now w hat he  m ean t, w hat 
he  tr ied  to te ll m e, w hat I  was to forgive if ever 
i t  cam e to  me. H e  m ean t to  h ave  to ld  m e 
before, he s a id ; he  was sorry  th a t  he  had  no t. 
Y e s  fa th e r, I  see. W hile we were in  F rance  
th e re  was no  need  for m e to  know , and  w hen

we s ta rted  for A m erica i t  w as h a rd  to  confess 
i t  to  m e, h a rd  to  destroy  m y  beau tifu l air- 
castles filled w ith  a line  of ancestry  nobler, 
be tte r, even, th a n  th e  H e thertons, and  so you 
p u t i t  off, as  you d id  any th in g  u n p leasan t, as 
long as possible. You were going to te ll me 
when we reached New York, you said, b u t be
fore we were there  you were dead, an d  I  was 
left to  m eet i t  alone. Oh, fa th e r, I  prom ised 
to  forgive and  love you ju s t  th e  sam e, and  I  
w ill,I do—I  do, b u t i t ’s very, very h a rd  on m e 
and  I  m u s t fight i t  ou t and  cast th e  dem on 
from  m e before I  m eet one of th em  ag ain .” 

And in  tru th  R einette  d id  seem  to  be figh t
ing  w ith  som e foe as she stood in  th e  cen ter 
of th e  room , h e r  face as w hite as  ashes, her 
tearless  eyes flash ing  fire, and  h e r hands  
beating  th e  a ir m ore rap id ly  and  fiercely th a n  
th ey  had  done w hen in  th e  carriage h e r g ran d 
m o th er questioned h e r of h e r  know ledge of 
he r m o ther. T h a t was a  feeble effort com 
pared  to  w hat she  w as doing now as she flew 
about th e  room  strik in g  out here and  th e re  as 
if a t  some tang ib le  ©bject, an d  som etim es 
clu tching  a t  th e  long curls floating over her 
shoulders. I t  was a  s ingu lar s igh t an d  no t 
s trange  a t all th a t  M rs. Speckle, from  h e r 
seat in  th e  window, looked curiously 
on  a t  th e  young g irl acting m ore like a  m ad  
th a n  sane wom an, an d  th e  th ree  k itte n s  upon 
th e  floor, who, fancy ing  all these  gyrations 
w ere for th e ir  benefit, jum ped , and  scam pered, 
an d  sp it, and  pulled  a t R e in e tt’e feet* and 
dress in  tru e  feline delight.

Suddenly  th e  door opened cau tiously , and  
P ie rre  looked on saying so ftly :

“ P lease, M iss R einette , w ouldn’t  you come 
ou t of i t  qu icker if you was to shake me a 
b it. I  shou ldn ’t  m ind  i t  a spell, if you 
d id n ’t  use y ou r nails, and  would le t m y h a ir 
alone. T here  isn ’t  m uch  of i t  left you 
know 1”

P ie rre  had  no t lived in  h is  m aster’s fam ily  
fourteen  years w ithou t und ers tan d in g  h is  
m istress  thoroughly , and  th a t  in  h is  h e a r t he 
w orshipped h e r was proof th a t  he h ad  found 
far m ore good in  h e r  th a n  bad . H e knew 
ju s t  how  kind , a n d  loving, an d  self-sacrificing 
she was, and  how she had  cared  for h im  when 
he h a d  th e  fever in Rom e, an d  h e r fa th e r was 
away in  Palestine. In  sp ite  of th e  rem o n 
strances of friends she had  stood by  h im , 
n ig h t and  day, for weeks, because h e  m issed 
her w hen she w as ab sen t and  called  for h e r  in  
h is  delirium . I t  did n o t m a tte r th a t  th e  gay- 
eties of th e  carn iva l were in  p rogress an d  th a t 
rare  facilties were offered h e r for seeing them . 
S he tu rn ed  h e r back  on th em  all an d  stayed by 
th e  sick old m an  who needed her, and  who, 
th e  physicians said , owed h is  life to  h e r  n u rs 
ing  an d  constan t eare. P ie rre  h ad  never 
forgotten i t  any  m ore th a n  he  had  forgotten 
th e  tim e w hen, in  a fit of anger she h ad  poun 
ced upon h is  back like a  little  tiger-ca t and  
scratched, and  bit, an d  pu lled  h is  h a ir  u n til 
he shook h e r  off and  he ld  h e r till th e  humetir, 
as  he called it, was over. H e r fa th e r  had  
p un ished  h e r  severely for th a t  ebullition  of 
tem per, and  she had  never behaved so b ad 
ly since, th o u g h  she som etim es shook Pierve 
furiously, for by  con tact w ith som e living 
th in g  w hich resisted  h e r she could conquer 
herself m ore readily , she said : a n d  w hen 
th e re  was no  one n e a r w hom  she  dared  touch  
she som etim es gave ven t to  h e r  excitem ent 
by w hirling  round  in  circles and  beating  th e  
a ir w ith  h e r  h an d s . P ierre  knew  th is  pe
cu liarity , and  when h e  cam e to  the  door and 
h eard  th e  tem pest w ith in , he  offered h im self 
a t once as a  k ind  of breaker for th e  sto rm  to  
beat again st. B u t R einette  d id  n o t need  h im . 
T he  b a ttle  was nearly  over, for a t  its  heigh t, 
when i t  seem ed to  h e r th a t  she  could no t 
have i t  so—could n o t lose one g ra in  of respect 
for h e r fa th e r for hav ing  th u s  deceived h e r— 
could no t exchange th e  ideal friends of her 
m o th er for th ese  people so different from  h e r
self, th e re  cam e suddenly before h e r  m ind  a 
fair, handsom e face, w ith  eyes as te n d e r and  
p itifu l as  those  of a  w om an, and  y e t w ith  
som ething strong  and  m asterfu l in  th e ir  ex
p ression  as they  sm iled a welcome upon her.

I t  was w hen she was m ost bew ildered and 
confounded by  th e  unknow n re la tions claim 
ing  h e r th a t  som ebody had said, “ T his is a n 
o th e r c o u s i n b u t  in  h e r excitem ent she 
h ad  scarcely heeded it, and  m ade no  response 
w hen th e  young m a n ’s h a t  was lifted  politely 
from  h is  head  in  way of a  greeting.

I t  was th e  sam e young m an , she was sure, 
who h a d  he ld  h e r  back  from  th e  open grave, 
an d  spoken to  h e r  so kindly, in  a  voice which 
she recognized a t  once as belonging to  h e r 
class. R einette  la id  g rea t s tress  upon the  
h u m an  voice, in s is ting  th a t  by i t  she  could 
te ll how m uch of real cu ltu re  o r n a tu ra l, in 
born  re finem ent its  ow ner possessed. T he 
sh arp , loud  voices of th e  F ergusons, w ith 
th e ir  pecu liar in tona tion , h a d  g ra ted  upon 
h e r nerves, b u t th e  w ell-m odulated, well- 
tra ined  tones of th9  young m an  had  fallen on 
h e r  ear like a  s tra in  of m usic am ong ja rrin g  
discords.

W ho w as he  ? N ot th e  b ro th e r, surely of 
th a t  ta ll  b londe w ith  th e  yellow plum e and  
long lace scarf. T h a t was im possib le ; and  
yet som e one had  said , “ H ere  is an o th e r 
cousin ,” and  he  h ad  acknow ledged i t  w ith  a 
smile, w hich cam e to h e r  now like sunsh ine  
breaking  th ro u g h  a  r if t  of clouds and  clear
ing  up  th e  sky.

“ Oh ! if he only were m y cousin , I  could 
bear i t  so m uch  b e tte r,” she th o u g h t, ju s t as 
P ie rre  cam e in , offering h im self as  a  sacrifice 
provided she spared  h is  h a ir, of w hich he  had  
so little .

T he  whole th in g  was so unexpected and 
droll th a t  i t  qu ie ted  R einette  a t  once, and  s i t
tin g  down in  a chair, she laughed  and  cried 
a lte rna te ly  fo r a m om en t ; th e n  dash ing  her 
tea rs  away an d  tak ing  th e  k itten s  upon  h e r 
lap, she bade th e  old m an  sit down beside 
her, a s  th e re  was som eth ing  she  w ished to 
te ll h im —to  ask h im .

“ P ie rre ,” she began, “ i t  was r ig h t nice in 
you to  offer yourself a  v ic tim  to m y fu ry  ; 
and , h ad  you com e sooner, I  m ig h t have 
shaken  you a  little , for w hen I ’m  fighting  w ith 
m y o th e r self I  always like to  feel som eth ing  
in  m y pow er—som ething  w hich stan d s  for 
th a t  o th e r g irl I ’m  try in g  to  conquer, aud  I  
was half tem p ted  to take one of these  little  
k itten s  and  w reak m y tem per on  th a t, b u t I 
d idn’t, and  I  am  glad, and am  going to  govern  
m yself he reafte r, for I  m ust b e  a wom an now  
and  n o t a  ch ild .”

“ Yes, m iss, th a t ’s  very good,’-' P ierre  said, 
wondering how he  shou ld  like h is  little  m is 
tre s s  if she were alw ays as m ild  a n d  gen tle  
asshe seem ed now , w ithou t any fire or sp irit 
ftt all.

“  P ie rre ,” R einette  continued, “ how  long 
have you  been w ith  u s .”

“ F o u rteen  years come C hris tm as.”
“  I  th o u g h t so ; and  did you know  papa 

before you cam e to  u s ?”  she asked, an d  he 
replied  :

“  No, m iss ; on ly  as I  had  heard  of h im  
as th e  rich  A m erican, who lived so ex trava 
gan tly  a t th e  H otel M eurice, a n d  had  such a 
handsom e chateau  in  th e  co u n try .”

“  Yes, C hateau  des F leu rs . I t  was lovely, 
and  I  w as so happy  there . T hen , of course, 
you never saw m y m o th er.”

“  N ever,” said  P ie rre , and  R einette  con 
tin u ed  :

“ And d id  you never h e a r  any th in g  of her 
from  people, from  s tran g ers  ? D id  you never 
h e a r  w here she cam e from , w here papa found
he r ?”

“  I  h eard  from  you th a t  she was very b eau 
tifu l and  good, and  died a t  Rom e when you 
were born , and  I  th in k  you to ld  me she was 
E n g lish . Surely  you would know  about your 
own m othe r an d  P ierre  looked curiously 
^ t h is  young m istress, who colored p a in 
fully and  beat th e  m a ttin g  w ith  h e r little  
boot.

R einette  was h e sita tin g  as to  how  m uch 
she would te ll P ierre, for i t  h u r t  h e r to con
fess to any  one how little  she rea lly  knew of 
her m o ther's  antecedents.so  wholly s ilen t and  
non-com m ittal had  h e r  fa th e r been on  the  
subject. A t la st, deciding th a t  she  m ust be 
fran k  w ith  P ierre  if she w ished h im  to  be so 
w ith h e r, she said :

“ P ie rre  you are  all I  have left of th e  life 
in  F rance , an d  I  m u s t tell you everything. 
T here  was always a m ystery  abou t m am m a 
w hich I  could n o t solve, and all I  know  of her 
was h e r nam e, M argaret Ferguson, and  th a t  
papa loved h e r  very m uch , so m uch  th a t  he 
could no t bear to  ta lk  of h e r, and  a ll I  knew 
besides th e  nam e I  guessed, and  now I  am  
afra id  I  did n o t guess righ t. I  have never 
m et anybody who had  Been her b u t papa, ex

cept th e  n u rse  C hristine  B odine, who was 
w ith  h e r  w hen she died, and  who b rought m e 
to  P aris , She, too, le ft m e w hen  I  w as a  year 
or so old, an d  I  have no t seen h e r since, an d  
i t  m ade  fa th e r very angry  if I  ever spoke of 
h e r. She was n o t a  n ice w om an, he  said , 
and  he did n o t w ish m e to m en tio n  h e r  nam e. 
D o you know  w here she  is  ; know  any th in g  
o h e r  ?”

“ W h a t was th e  n am e  please ? ” P ierre  
asked, and  R einette  replied  :

“  C hris tine  B odine, and  if liv ing  now  she 
m u s t be fo rty  o r more. M other would be 
fo rty -th ree .”

“  I  don’t  know  w here she is, and  I  never 
saw h e r ,” sa id  P ierre  ; “  b u t th e  nam e brings 
som eth ing  to  m y m ind . Y ears ago as m nch  
as a  dozen o r m ore, w hen we were s tay ing  a t 
C hateau  des F leu rs  I  w ent wit,h m onsieur to 
P a ris  -  to  th e  office of M onsieur Colignie, a 
k in d  of b roker or m oney agen t in  tow n, and  
your fa th e r gave h im  a  no te  o r check of 1,250 
francs  to  be sen t to  M adem oiselle C hristine  
Bodine. I  rem em ber th e  nam e perfectly, 
C hristine  B odine, because i t  rhym ed, an d  I  
said  i t  to  m yself tw o or th re e  tim es, b u t who 
she was or w here she lived I  d idn ’t  know ; 
only m aste r’s face was very dark , an d  he was 
silen t and  gloom y a ll the  day, and  I  though t 
m aybe M adem oiselle B odine was som e w om an 
to  whom  he h ad  to  pay  m oney , w hether 
he liked  i t  o r no t. You know m an y  fine 
gen tlem an  do th a t .”

H e saw th a t  she d id  no t understood h im , 
and  though  he m igh t have to ld  h e r th a t  her 
fa th e r h ad  n o t alw ays been  th e  spotless m an  
w hich she believed h im  to  be, he  would no t 
do it ,  p referring  th a t  she sh o u ld  be hap-' 
py in  he  ignorance.

“ I  rem em ber th a t  day  so w ell,”  he  con tiiv  
ued, because th e  em peror, and  em press, and  
prince im peria l were all driv ing  th ro u g h  th e  
s treets, and  your fa the r rem arked to a  friend, 
who said som eth ing  sneering  of th e ir  m ajes
ties  as if th ey  were u p -s ta rts  and  n o t th e  real 
a t  all, th a t  i t  p leased h im  to  know  th a t they  
were no t born  in  th e ir  p resen t h igh  position, 
for i t  showed th a t  dem ocracy could rise  to the  
top  even in  m onarchical F rance . I  rem em ber, 
too, th a t  he  b ough t you a  big wax doll in  th e  
P a la is  Royal, and  a lthough  you were in  bed 
w hen we re tu rn ed  to  th e  chateau , he  
h ad  you up  to  give i t  to  you, and  fondled 
and  caressed you m ore th a n  u su a l as if m ak- 
up  for som eth ing .”

R ein ette ’s eyes w ere full of tea rs  a t  these 
rem iniscences of P ie rre ’s, b u t she forced them  
back, an d  s a id :

“  You have no idea w here C hristine  is now  ?”
“  N one w hatever, b u t I  th in k  m onsieur 

h eard  from  h e r  or of h e r w hen we were in 
L iverpool w aiting to sail. You rem em ber 
th a t  several le tte rs  were forwarded to  him , 
and  one excited h im  very m uch . I  w as in  the  
room  w hen he  read  it, and  h eard  h im  say 
som eth ing  in  E n g lish  w hich I  th in k  was a 
swear, and  I  know he  said  ‘th a t  accursed 
C hristine ,’ for I  understood  th a t  p la in . H e 
was very w hite and  weak all day, an d  th a t  
n ig h t asked you if you would feel very badly 
to  tu rn  back to  P a ris  and  n o t go to  Am erica 
a fte r all You rem em ber it, don’t  y ou?” 

R ein ette  did rem em ber it ,  th o u g h  a t th e  
tim e she h ad  la id  little  or no  stress  upon  it ,  
th in k in g  i t  a  m ere idle rem ark , as h e r fa th e r 
was na tu ra lly  changeable. Now she could 
recall how sick an d  sad  he had  looked, and  
how m uch  he  h ad  ta lked  of F rance , and  she 
could see, o r th o u g h t she could, th a t  h a d  she 
been willing, he  would have gone backNtQi^ 
gladly.

H e had  w ritten  several le tte rs  th a t  n igh t 
and  posted th em  him self, an d  th e  nex t m orn
ing  th ey  had  gone on board  th e  R ussia , and  
he h ad  tak en  to  h is  be#  a t once an d  died be
fore they  reached New York.

W as i t  hom esickness w hich had  h a sten ed  
h is death , o r was there  som ething  in  th a t 
le tte r w hich P ierre  said had  troub led  h im  and  
m ade h im  swear ? She could n o t te ll, and  
w ith  h e r frank , open n a tu re , and  g rea t love 
for h e r  fa ther, was fa r from  suspecting  any 
w rong-doing in  h im  which h ad  followed him  
even across th e  sea.

S urely  th e re  could have been no th in g  be 
tw een h im  and  h e r  nurse , C hristine , which 
should  m ake h im  curse h e r. P ie rre  d id  no t 
u n d ers tan d  E n g lish  w e ll; i t  w as easy for h im  
to  b lunder, though  he  h ad  no t done so in  th e  
nam e “ C hristine  B odine”  to  whom  h e r fa ther 
h ad  sen t m oney. W hy h a d  he done so, and  
w here was C hris tine  now ? She h ad  know n 
h e r m other, and  R einette  m ea n t to  find h e r  if 
i t  should  cost h e r  ha lf h e r fo rtune.

T u rn in g  to P ierre, she sa id  :
“ T h is m oney agen t, th is  Polignie, is  still in  

P a ris  ?”
“ Yes, m iss, I  th in k  so.”
“ And you know  h is  address ?”
“ I  know  w here we w ent th a t  day your 

fa th e r pa id  the  m oney, • bu t he  m ay  have 
moved since m any  tim es .”

“ No m a tte r. H e  m u s t be well k n o w n ; a 
le tte r will find h im , and  I  shall w rite  and  ask 
for th is  w om an, C hristine  Bodine, for I  m ean 
to  find  h e r  if I  cross th e  ocean to  do it. She 
knew m o th e r, a n d  I  m ust know  som eth ing  of 
he r, too, fo r—oh, P ierre, m y b ra in  is a ll in  a 
w hirl w ith  w ha t has happened to-day ; b u t I  
can’t  te ll you in  here , I  feel so sm othered 
when I  th in k  of it. L e t’s go to th a t  l e d g ^ j f  
rocks yonder on th e  hill-side. W e m u st see 
the  sun set from  there , a n d  m aybe we can 
see poor p ap a ’s g rave .”

She p u t on h e r h a t  and  preceded P ierre  
down th e  s ta irs  a n d  th ro u g h  th e  dining-room , 
w here she found M rs. Je r ry  a rrang ing  a very 
dainty-looking  tea-table, w ith silver an d  glass, 
and  decorated  china, w ith  a  basket of white 
lilies in  in  th e  cen ter 

Supper would be ready  very  soon M rs. 
Je r ry  said , suggesting th a t  h e r young m istress 
w ait till i t  was served, as th e  m uffins would 
all be cold. R einette  was n o t hungry , she 
said , and  M rs. J e r ry  m u s t eat th e  m uffins 
herself. B y and  by she would pe rh ap s  have 
som e to a s t and  tea  in  h e r room  ; she would 
tell M rs. Je r ry  w hen she w anted  it, a n d  she 
flashed upon th e  wom an a  sm ile so sweet and  
w inning th a t  i t  d isarm ed h e r a t once of an y  r e 
sen tm en t she m ig h t o therw ise have fe lt be
cause h e r niee supper was sligh ted  an d  she 
m u s t keep up  th e  k itchen  fire in  order to have 
toast and  te a  w henever i t  should  su it fhe 
young lady’s fancy.

M eanwhile R ein ette  w ent on  h e r  way, 
th ro u g h  th e  back yard tow ard th e  ledge of 
rocks, w hen sudden ly  she heard  a  p itifu l 
w hine, an d  tu rn in g  saw th e  dog tugging  a t h is 
ch a in  to  get away. In  an  in s ta n t she was a t 
h is  side, w ith  h e r a rm s around h is  neck, w hile 
she cried  :

“ Look. P ie rre , w hat a noble fellow he  i s ! 
W hy do th ey  keep h im  tied  up  ? I  m ean to 
set h im  free .”

A nd she was abou t to  do so, w hen th e  coach
m an , who was w atching h e r, a t a  little  d is
tance  called o u t :

“ M iss H e th erto n , you m ust no t do th a t. H e 
is s trange  here , and  will ru n  hom e. H e has 
done so twice a lready .”

“ W ho are  y o u ?” R einette  asked, ra th e r 
haughtily , and  he  rep lied :

*lI  am  S tevens an d  take  care of th e  horses. 
M aybe you would like to  see th em  ; th ey  are 
real beau ties .”

“ Yes, w hen I  un ch ain  th e  dog,” R einette  
replied. ‘ ‘H e’ll n o t ru n  from  m e ; I  can tam e  
h im . W h a t’s h is  nam e ?”

“ K ing,” said Stevens ; an d  tak in g  th e  dog’s 
face between h is  hands, and  looking stra igh t 
in to  h is  eyes, R einette  said  :

M r. Doggie, you are m y King, an d  I  am  
your queen. You m u s t n o t ru n  away from  
m e. I ’ll take  such  good care of you, a n d  love 
you so m uch  ; a n d  in  proof thereof I  give 
you your libe rty .”

She slipped th e  chain  from  h is  neck, and  
w ith  a  joyful bark , K ing sprang  upon  her 
lick ing  h e r face and hands in  token  of his 
h a te fu l allegiance. E very  b ru te  recognized 
a  friend in  R einette , an d  K ing was n o t an  
exception, and  k ep t close to h e r side as she 
w ent tow ard th e  stab les to  see th e  horses, 
w hich S tevens led ou t for h e r  inspection.

F irs t, th e  sp lendid  bays, Ju p ite r  and  Juno , 
w ith  w hich she could find no fau lt, un less it 
were th a t  Ju n o  carried  h e r head  a  trifle 
h ig h e r th a n  Ju p ite r, and  m igh t be freer in  the  
h a rn ess . She could n o t qu ite  decide u n til 
she saw th em  on  th e  road , she said ; and  then  
she tu rn ed  to  th e  m ilk-w hite steed, h e r saddle 
pony, w ith w hich she w as perfectly  de
lighted  ; she was so w hite and  clean, and  ta ll 
and  gentle , and  a te  g rass from  h e r hand

and  followed h e r abou t as  readily  as King 
h im self.

“ W h at’s h e r nam e ?” she  asked.
And on S tevens reply ing th a t  h e  did n o t 

know , she said :
“ T h en  she shall be M argery „af te r th e  dearj 

est friend  I  ever h ad  except papa. S he was 
so fa ir, and  beautiful, an d  ta ll, and  I  loved 
he r so m uch . Oh, M argery ?” she con
tinued , lay ing  h e r h and  upon th e  neck of 
he r steed ; “  w here a re  you now, an d  do you 
know  how  sad  and  lonely your little  Q ueenie 
is ?”

T here  was a shadow on R ein e tte ’s b rig h t 
face, b u t i t  quickly passed away ; and  send ing  
the  horses back to th e ir  s ta lls , she w ent, w ith  
P ierre  and  K ing, tow ard  th e  ledge of rocks on 
th e  grassy  hill-side.

C H A P T E R  X I.

ON THE ROCKS.
I t  was very  p leasan t on th e  ledge of rocks, 

w ith  th e  soft, ro se-tin ted  glow of th e  sum m er 
sunse t in  th e  w estern  sky , and  th e  long line 
of wooded h ills  and  grassy  m eadows s tre tch 
ing  away to  n o rth , and  sou th , an d  eas t, as 
far as the  eye could reach . T h ro u g h  a  deep 
cu t to th e  w estw ard a  tra in  of cars was com 
ing  sw iftly in to  view, w hile over th e  tops of 
th e  p ine trees  to th e  eas t w reaths of smoke 
were curling , herald ing  th e  approach of a n 
o th e r tra in ,  for M errivale was on th e  great 
thoroughfare  betw een B oston  an d  A lbany. 
At th e  foot of th e  h ili th e  w aters  of L ake 
P e tit  lay like a  b it of silvery m oonligh t am id 
th e  green fields a round  i t ,  w hile fu r th e r  to 
th e  left an o th e r lake o r pond  was seen, w ith 
th e  Chicopee w inding its  slow course th rough  
s trip s of meadow land  and  green pastu res, 
where th6  cows fed th ro u g h  th e  day, and  
from  w hich th e re  now cam e a  fa in t tink le  of 
bells, as  th ey  were d riven  slowly hom e. 
E very th ing  was quiet, and  calm , and  peace
ful, and  R einette  felt quiet, and  peaceful, too, 
as she  seated herself in  th e  “ L ad y ’s C hair” 
and  scanned th e  lovely landscape spread out 
below her.

“ A m erica is beau tifu l,”  she said to  P ierre, 
who stood a t  h e r s id e ; “ beau tifu l an d  fa ir as 
S w itzerland itse lf—th e  play-ground of E urope 
—and  I  should be so happy  in  p a p a ’s old 
hom e, if only he were here . A nd I  m ean  to 
be happy , as i t  is, for I  know he would wish 
i t  to  be so, and  I  u n d ers tan d  now w hat he 
m ean t w hen he  said  such strange  th in g s  to 
m e ju s t before he died. H e  was p reparing  
m e for a  su rp rise—a —a —P ierre—” and, forc
ing down a  g rea t sob, R einette  began rapid ly . 
“ P ierre, did you notice those  people—those 
ladies, I  m ean, who cam e to  m eet m e a t the  
s ta tio n  ?”

“ Yes,” said  P ie rre  ; “ they  rode w ith you to 
the  grave. I  th o u g h t, m aybe, th e y  were the, 
se rv an ts  of th e  house ; who were they, 
m adem oiselle ?’-

“  Servants ?”  and  th e  dark  eyes flashed 
angrily , for if they  were h e rs—h e r flesh and 
blood— nobody m u s t speak  against them . 
“ S ervan ts  ! P ie rre, you a re  an  id io t !”

“ Yes, m adem oiselle,” the  old m an  a n 
swered, hum bly , an d  R ein e tte  continued :

“ You d o n 't  ye t u n d e rs tan d  how  different 
every th ing  is in  A m erica. T here  is no  no 
b ility  h e re—no aristocracy like w ha t we have 
in  E urope. Y our son, if you had  one born 
here , m igh t be th e  P residen t, for all of his 
b irth . I t ’s w orth  and  education  w hich m ake 
nob ility  here, w ith , perhaps, a  little  b it of 
m oney, an d  P ierre, those lad ies—m in d  you 
lad ies—whom you th o u g h t servan ts , were my 
own g randm other, and  aun t, and  cousin—m y 
m o th e r’s re la tives.”

“  Mon J jieu  / ”  dropped invo lun tarily  from 
th e  old m a n ’s lips, as he  looked searchingly  
a t h is  m istress for a n  in s ta n t, and  th en  
dropped h is  eyes m eekly as he m e t h e r  th re a t
en ing  gaze.

“ Yes, I  do n o t qu ite  know how  i t  is, or why 
papa never to ld  m e of th em  ; som e fam ily 
quarre l m ost likely ,” R einette  continued. “ H e 
tried  to  te ll m e w hen he was dying. H e said  
th e re  was som ething he  m u s t ex
pla in  ; som eth ing  he  ought to  have 
to ld  m e, an d  th is  was it. My m othe r 
w as A m erican, not E n g lish , a s j l  supposed, 
and  these  a re  h e r  re la tives and  m ine, and  i t ’s 
nice to  find friends where one d id  n o t expect 
th em .”

“ Yes, m adem oiselle, very n ice ,” P ierre  said , 
w ith  a  nod of a ssen t, though , know ing the  
proud little  lady as h e  did, he knew perfectly 
well how h o tly  she was rebelling  a g a in st these  
new friends, and how i t  was h e r p ride  w hich 
p rom pted  h e r  to  exalt them  in h is  estim ation  
if possible.

B u t i t  was no t for h im  to  express an y  opin
ion, so he  rem ained  silent, while R einette 
w ent o n ;

“ M other’s  own blood re la tions, who can tell 
m e all abou t he r, though  I  m ean  to  find 
C hristine  Bodine ju s t  th e  sam e, and  h e a r  w hat 
she has to  say of m am m a, Pierre, th e re  was 
a n o th e r cousin a t the s ta tio n —a young m an, 
w ith  such  a  fa ir, w inn ing  face and  perfect 
m anners. He wds a t th e  grave, too. Did 
you see h im ?  You m u st have seen h im . H e 
was a  gen tlem an , I  a ra  su re .”

“ Yes, m adem oiselle,” and  P ierre  brigh tened  
a t once. “ He is qu ite  th e  gentlem an, th e  
nobility , th e  aristocracy, like M onsieur H e th 
erton . H e rode w ith  M onsieur B eresford and 
M yself, an d  spoke kind-like to m e in  m y own 
to n g u e ; n o t as you ta lk  it, b u t fa ir, very 
fa ir, though  he do n o t und ers tan d  m e so 
well.”

P ierre  w as grow ing eloquent on  th e  subject 
of P h il, and  R einette  was greatly  in te res ted , 
and  asked num berless questions concerning 
th e  young m an  w hom  P ie rre  so frequen tly  de
clared a  gen tlem an

“ W liat w as m s nam e ? W h at d id  Mr. 
B eresford call h im , and  w ha t did he  say  ?”

“ H e asked m uch of you ,”  P ierre  rep lied , 
“ and  once th e re  was som eth ing  like w ater in 
h is  eyes w hen I  to ld  h im  how  sad  you were, 
b u t seem s like h e  was asham ed  to  have the 
o th e r one see h im , for he  pulled h is  h a t  down 
over h is  eyes, and  said  som eth ing  abou t i t  in  
E n g lish  w hich m ade them  bo th  laugh, he and 
th e  o th e r gen tlem an  who. call h im  P il l .”

“ P i l l !” R einette  repeated. “ W h at a  nam e. 
Y ou could n o t have understood .”

B u t P ie rre  in s isted  th a t  he  a id  ; i t  was Pill, 
an d  no th in g  e lse ; and  as ju s t  th e n  P h il h im 
self rode by, th e  old m an  poin ted  h im  ou t to 
R ein e tte  ju s t  a fter th e  bow, w hich she did 
n o t see, an d  consequently  could n o t re tu rn  ; 
b u t she w atched h im  as fa r as she could see 
h im , adm iring  h is  figure, adm iring  h is  horse, 
and  w ondering how it  could be th a t  he  was 
so d ifferent from  those  o th e r people, as she 
m enta lly  designated  th e  F ergusons, of whom 
she could no t th in k  w ithou t a  shiver, and 
whom , try  as  she  would, she could no t accept 
w illingly as h e r  m o th e r’s friends. If  she 
•ould find C hristine  B odine, who knew h e r 
m other, she could solve a ll doubts on th e  sub 
ject ; and  she m ea n t to find h e r, if th a t  were 
possible, and  set herself abou t i t  a t once—to 
m orrow , perhaps, for th e re  was n o  tim e to  be 
lost. If  C hristine  had, as P ie rre  believed, 
been a  pensioner of h e r  fa th e r’s ,and  if he  had 
heard  from  her a t Liverpool, th e n  of course 
she was living, and  th rough  th e  M essrs. 
Polignie she could trace her, and  perhaps 
b ring  her to  Am erica to live w ith  her, 
as som eth ing  to keep fresh  in  m ind  h e r p ast 
life, now  so com pletely gone from  he r.

T h u s th in k in g , she walked back to  the  
house ju s t as i t  was growing dark , and  M rs. 
J e r ry  was beginning to  feel som e anxiety 
w ith regard  to  th e  tea  an d  toast, and  th e  tim e 
they  would be called for.

R ein e tte ’s long fast, and  th e  fatigue and  
excitem ent of th e  day were beginning  to  tell 
upon her, and  a fte r forcing he rself to 
swallow a  few m ou th fu ls  of th e  food 
w hich the  good w om an pressed upon he r, she 
announced her in ten tio n  of re tir ing  to  h e r 
room .

M rs. Je rry  carried  up th e  wax candles, 
w hich she lighted  herself, and  afte r setting  
th em  upon th e  tab le and  seeing th a t  every
th in g  w as in  order, she stood a  m om ent, 
sm oothing th e  hem  of her w hite apron , as if 
there  was som eth ing  she had  to say. She 
had  prom ised  G randm a Ferguson  to  call R ei
n e tte ’s a tten tio n  to th e  patch  -work spread  
quilted  “ h e rr in ’-bone,”  and  w hich, as th e  
work of a  young girl, had  taken  th e  p rise  at 
th e  Southbridge F a ir , b u t she did n o t quite 
know how  to d o i t .  “ H e rrin ’-bone” qu ilts  
did no t seem to  be in  perfect accord with th is  
little  foreign girl, who, though  so plain ly  
dressed, and  so friendly  and  gracious of m a n 

n er, bore unm istakab le  m ark s  of th e  h ighest 
grade of aristocracy . L ike  the  m ost of h e r 
class, M rs. Je r ry  held  such people in great 
esteem , and  as som ething  qu ite  different from  
herself, whose fa th e r had  worked side by side, 
m any  a  day, in  p la s te r a n d  m ortar, w ith 
honest Jo h n  F e rguson , a iid  she could no t 
u n d e rs tan d  how one like R einette  H e th e rto n  
could care for a patch-w ork q u ilt, even if h e r  
m o ther h a d  pieced i t  in  years gone by. B u t 
she had  prom ised, a n d  m u s t keep h e r  word, 
and  laying h e r h an d s  upon  it, an d  pu lling  it 
m ore d istinc tly  in to  view, she began :

“ I  prom ised your g ran d m o th e r to  te ll you 
abou t th is  bed quilt, w hich ’pears k ind  of out 
of place in  here, b u t she sen t it o v e r—the  
old lady d id— th in k in ’ you’d be pleased to 
know  th a t  your m o th er did i t  w hen she was 
a little  girl, and  th a t  m any  of th e m  is pieces 
of h e r own gownds she used to wear. I  re 
rem em ber h e r m yself w ith  th is  one o n ; it 
was h e r S unday  frock, and  she looked so 
pre tty  in  i t a n d  M rs. Je r ry  touched  a 
square of th e  b lue and  w hite checked calico 
which had  once form ed a  p a rt of M argaret 
F e rguson ’s best dress.

“ I  don’t  th in k  I  qu ite  u n d ers tan d  you,” 
said R einette , who was w holly ig n o ran t of 
th a t  s trange  fashion of cu tting  c lo th  in  b its 
for th e  sake of sewing i t  up  again.

B u t one idea was perfectly c lear to her. 
M rs. J e r ry  h ad  seen h e r m o ther, and  h e r 
g rea t dark eyes were fu ll of enqu iry  as she 
con tinued  :

“ You have seen  m o th e r ; you knew  her 
w hen she was a little  g i r l : knew h e r  for cer
ta in  and  sure  ?”

T here  was s till a  doub t— a  rebelling  in 
R einette ’s m in d  against tlie  new rela tives, b u t 
M rs. Je r ry  knew no th in g  of it, n o r guessed 
th a t  R einette  was n o t fully  acquain ted  w ith  
a ll th e  p a rticu la rs  of h e r m o th e r’s early  life 
and  m arriage.

“ Y es,” she answ ered, “ M argaret Ferguson  
a n d  I  was abou t th e  sam e age ; m abby  I ’m  
two years or so th e  oldest ; b u t we w ent to 
school toge ther and  was in  th e  sam e class, 
only she was alw ays a t th e  head  and  I  m ostly  
a t th e  foot, and  we picked huckleberries to 
ge ther m any  a  tim e ou t in  old G eneral H e th  - 
e rto n ’s lot, never d ream ing  th a t  stte would 
one day m arry  M r. F red . I  beg your pardon, 
you r fa th e r I  m ean ,” she added, hastily , as 
she m et th e  p roud  flash  of R ie n e tte ’s dark 
eyes, and  understood  th a t  to  speak of her 
fa th e r as F red , was a n  ind ign ity  no r to  be to l
era ted .

B u t for th is  slip of th e  tongue R einette  
m igh t have questioned h e r  fu r th e r of h e r 
m other, b u t she could n o t do i t  now, though 
she re tu rn ed  to  th e  bed q u ilt an d  m anaged  to 
get a  tolerably clear com prehension  w ith re 
gard to  it.

“ M ade every stitch  of it, and  I  w arran t she 
pricked herself over i t  m any  a tim e ,” M rs. 
Je r ry  said, a n d  being  fairly launched  on her 
sub ject she w as going on  rap id ly  w hen R ein 
e tte  suddenly in te rru p ted  h e r w ith :

“ Yes, yes, I  k n o w ; I  see ; m o ther did it. 
M other’s h an d s  have touched i t ; and  now go 
a w a y ; go away, p lease, quick , and  leave m e 
a lone .”
^ S h e  pointed  to th e  door, and  M rs. Je rry  
w ent sw iftly out, ha lf frigh tened  a t  th e  look 
in  th e  young g irl’s eyes, as  she bade h e r leave 
the  room .

“  I t  is  tru e  ; i t  m u s t be tru e  ; every
body and  everyth ing  confirm  it, an d  I  have 
lost m y ideal m o th e r,”  R einette  w hispered 
to  herself as  she  closed th e  door a fte r Mrs. 
Jerry .

Yes, she had  lo s t h e r ideal m other, b u t th e  
loss had  n o t been w ith o u t its  gain— its  com 
p ensa tion—and  R einette  fe lt th a t  th is  was so 
as she k n e lt in  h e r angu ish  by  th e  bedside 
and  laid h e r ho t. tear-sta ined  cheek against 
th e  coarse fabric w hich had  been h e r m o th e r’s 
work.

“ M other’s dear h an d s  have touched  i t ,” 
she said, “ an d  th a t  b rings h e r  so near to  me 
th a t  I  alm ost feel ns if she were here  herself. 
“ Oh, m o ther, did  your h an d s  ever touch  your 
baby, or did  you die before you saw m e ? 
Nobody ever to ld  me. W hy was fa th e r so 
silen t, so p roud  ? I  would have loved these  
people for h e r sake, and  I  w ill love th em  now 
in  tim e. B u t i t  is  all so s trange, and  m o th e r’s 
girlhood was so different from  w hat I  have 
fancied i t  w as.”

T h en , rem em D eriug whnt, M rs. Je r ry  had  
said1 of th e  b its  of calico, she  b rougn t th e  
candles close to  the  bed and  exam ined the  
pieces carefully , especially th e  b lue a n d  w hite 
one in  w hich M rs. Je rry  had  said  h e r m o ther 
had  looked so p re tty . I t  was delicate in  color 
and  in  p a tte rn , b u t to R einette , who had  
never in  h e r  life worn an y th in g  coarser th an  
th e  line F ren ch  cam brics, i t  seem ed too com 
m on a  fabric for th e  p ic tu re  she held  in  her 
hea rt of h e r m o ther. I t  did n o t a t  all m atch  
th e  lovely pearls she kept so sacred am ong 
h e r treasures. H er tru n k s  and boxes had  been 
b rought from  th e  s ta tion , and  in  one ol them  
were th e  pearls.

U nlocking th e  box, R einette  took o u t th e  
exquisite  necklace, bracelets and ear-rings 
w hich h e r fa th e r had  bought a t a  g rea t price 
in  Paris , and  w hich he to ld  h e r h e r m o ther 
h ad  worn to  a ball a t th e  Tuileries, w here she 
had  been no ted  as th e  m ost beau tifu l wom an 
p resent.

R einette  adm ired  th em  greatly , and  on the  
•ccasion  of h e r first ball had  begged h e r fa th e r 
to allow h e r  to  w ear th em ,b u t he  h ad  refused, 
and  seem ed so d istu rbed  and  distressed th a t  
she h a d  p u t th em  away, w ondering w hy ju s t 
th e  s igh t or m en tion  of them  affected h im  so 
strangely .

T ak ing  th em  now to th e  bedside, she laid 
th em  upon th e  squares of b lue an d  tried  to 
p ic tu re  to  herself th e  beautifu l wom an in 
c ream y w hite sa tin  who had  worn them  and  
th e  g irl who had  picked berries w ith  M rs. 
J e rry , an d  w orn th e  dress of blue.

“  P earls  and  calico ! T h e re ’s a g rea t d is
tance betw een th e m ,” she th o u g h t, “ bu t no t 
g rea te r th a n  th e  d istance betw een m y old 
life and  the  new, w hich I  m u s t live bravely 
a n d  w ell.”

T hen , re tu rn in g  th e  pearls to  th e ir  casket, 
w ith  a  feeling th a t  now she could never wear 
them , she undressed  herself rap id ly , for 
h e r  head  was beg inn ing  to  ache, and 
throw ing herself upon th e  bed, drew the 
patch-w ork q u ilt over he r, caressing  i t  as if i t  
h ad  been a  living th in g , and  w hispering 
softly :

“ D ear m other, I  do n o t love you one w hit 
the  less because yt;u once picked berries in 
fa th e r’s fields and  wore th e  cotton gown, and 
you seem  near to m e to -n igh t, as  if your arm s 
were round  m e, and  you were p ity ing  your 
desolate little  girl, who h a s  nobody to pity 
h e r, nobody to  love her, nobody to  pray  for 
h e r  now, and  she  so w retched an d  bad .”

P oor little  R einette , she was m istaken  
w hen she th o u g h t th e re  w as no  one to  pity, 
no  one to  p ray  for h e r now, for across th e  
river, over th e  h ill, and  u n d er th e  poplar 
trees, a  ligh t was s till b u rn in g  in  th e  ch am 
ber where G randm a Ferguson  k n e lt in  her 
sho rt night-gow n and  w ide-frilled cap, and 
prayed for th e  young girl, M argaret’s child, 
th a t  God would com fort h e r and  have h e r in  
h is  keeping, an d  “ m ake h e r love h e r  m o th er’s 
folks a  l ittle ,” while a t th e  Knoll, in  a  larger 
and  fa r m ore luxurious cham ber, P h il was 
th in k in g  of h is  cousin, and  th e  g rea t sad 
eyes w hich, though  they  had  flashed only one 
look a t h im , hau n ted  h im  so persisten tly , they  
w ere so fu ll of p a th o s  and pain .

“ P oor little  g irl,” he  said, “ alone in  a new 
coun try , w ith  such  a  lo t of us w hom  she 
never heard  of th ru s t  upon her, I  p ity  her, by 
Jove !”

C H A P T E R  X II.

REINETTE AND MR. BERESFORD.
R einette  slep t heavily th a t  first n ig h t in  h er 

new  h o m e—so heavily , th a t  th e  rob ins had  
sung th e ir  first song, and  th e  Ju ly  sun  had  
dried th e  dew-drops on  th e  greensw ard and  
flowers before she awoke, w ith a  very vague 
perception as to  w here she was, o r w hat had 
happened  to  he r. T hrough  th e  window which 
she had  left open cam e th e  w arm  sum m er 
a ir, sweet w ith  the scent of clover and  the 
new ly m ow n hay , which a fa rm er’s boy was 
tu rn in g  b risk ly , n o t far from  th e  house. And 
R einette, who was keenly alive to  everyth ing  
fresh  and  beautiful, inha led  the  delicious p e r
fum e and  fe lt in s tinctively  how m uch  of 
freshness and  beauty  she was losing. B u t 
when she ro se  and, going to  th e  window, 
threw  back th e  sh u tte rs  and  looked for an  
in s ta n t a t th e  lovely p ic ture  of th e  M errivale

hills  and  valleys sp read  o u t before h e r , a 
sharp , cu ttin g  p a in  across h e r forehead  and  
in  h e r  eyes w arned h e r  th a t  h e r  o ld  enem y, 
th e  nervous headache, was upon h e r in  full 
force, an d  th e re  w as n o th in g  for h e r  th a t  day 
b u t p a in  an d  suffering in  th e  solitude of h e r  
room . T hen , as she rem em bered  w hat M rs. 
Ferguson  h a d  said  of a n  early  v isit for th e  
sake of “ ta lk ing  over th in g s ,” she shuddered , 
and  grew cold and  fa in t, an d  th o u g h t w ith 
th a t  s trange  feeling of incredu lity  to  which 
she clung :

“ I f  I  was only positive  an d  sure, beyond a 
doubt, th a t  m o th e r d id  once pick huck leber
ries w ith M rs. Je rry , an d  w ear th e  cotton 
gow n, I  could b e ar every th ing  so m uch be tte r. 
M r. B eresford know s all abou t i t ; he  will 
tell m e, a n d  I  m u s t see h im  first, for those  
people will n o t be long in  com ing to  pay th e ir  
respects. I ’ll send  P ie rre  im m ediate ly  w ith a 
n o te  ask ing  h im  to  come to  m e as soon as 
possib le .”

W h at R ein e tte  willed to  do she d id  a t  once, 
and  in  sp ite  of th e  b linding pa in  in  h e r head , 
she  opened h e r  desk an d  wrote as  follows :

“ M r B e r e s f o r d ,— I m u st see^you. Come 
w ithou t delay.

“ M iss H e t h e r t o n . ”

T his done she a tte m p ted  to  dress, b u t find 
ing  an  e laborate  to ile t too m uch for her, w eak 
and  sick as she was, she con ten ted  herself 
w ith  a  cool, w hite cam bric w rapper, w ith 
rows of lace and em broidery  down the  front, 
an d  bows of delicate p ink  ribbon on the  
pockets a n d  sleeves. Over th is  she th rew  a 
da in ty  P a ris ian  jack e t o r sacque of th e  sam e 
hu e , le ttin g  h e r dark  wavy h a ir  fa ll loosely 
down h e r  back. S he always wore i t  so w hen 
she had  th is  headache, and  she  m ade a  m ost 
beau tifu l and  strik ing  p ic tu re  for M rs. Je r ry  
to  con tem plate  w hen, in  answ er to  h e r  ring , 
th a t  lady p resen ted  herself a t th e  door to 
know w hat h e r m istress  would have. L ike 
m ost wom en, M rs. Je r ry  had  a h u n d red  re 
medies for th e  headache, b u t R einette  wished 
for none of them . N othing w as of any  avail 
un til th e  pa in  ra n  its  course, w hich it usually  
did in  tw enty-four hours, an d  a ll she asked 
was to  be left in  qu ie t in  th e  lib rary  below, 
where she proposed going to  w ait for Mr. 
Beresford, w hom  P ie rre  found in  h is  office, 
and  w ith  h im  Ph il R ossiter, th e  tw o ta lk ing  
toge the r of th e  young lady a t  H e th erto n  
Place an d  com paring  th e ir  im pressions of 
her.

“ N ot so very  p re tty , b u t b rig h t an d  quite  
agreeable, w ith  a  will of h e r  ow n,” M r. B er
esford said , guardedly, rem em bering  w hat 
P h il h a d  p red icted  w ith  regard  to  th e  im m e
d ia te  su rrender of h is  h e a r t to th e  foreigner.

“ Yes, an d  p roud  as L ucifer, too, or I ’m 
m istaken ,”  answ ered P h il. “ W hy, I  rea lly  
believe she m eans to  ride  over us all. Odd, 
though , th a t  sh e ’d never heard  of a soul of us. 
T h a t snob of a  H e th erto n  m u s t have been a 
queer ch ap .”

A t th is  m om en t P ierre  appeared  in  the  
door, bowing and  gesticu la ting , and  jabbering  
unintellig ib ly  as he  handed  th e  note  to  Mr. 
B eresford, who read  i t  a loud, while P h il said 
laughingly , though  in  rea lity  he secretly  felt 
aggrieved :

“ You see, i t  is you for whom  she h a s  sen t 
She does n o t care for m e.”

S trangely  enough, no tw ith stand ing  h is  
im perfect know ledge of E ng lish , P ie rre  u n d er
stood th e  la s t p a r t  of P h ilip ’s sj eech, and  h is  
gestures were m ore vehem ent i h  in  ever as  he 
tu rn ed  to  P h il ,  for w hom  he  had  conceived a  
lik ing  because he could speak a  little  of h is  
own language, an d  assu red  h im  th a t  he  was 
m istaken . M iss R einette  cared for h im  very 
m uch  indeed, very m uch, and  had  asked m uch 
abou t h im , and  noticed h im  m u ch  a t  the  
grave, and  w hen he w ent by on  horseback. 
I t  was business a lone w hich h ad  p rom pted  
h e r  to  send  for m o n s ie u r; la te r  she would 
be m ost h ap p y  to  see young m onsieur, her 
cousin.

P h il could n o t follow th e  old m an  readily , 
th o u g h t he  m ade out th a t  R e in e tte  had  sen t 
th is  m essage to h im , or som eth ing  like  it, 
and  he  changed h is  m in d  abou t s ta r tin g  for 
M arth a ’s V ineyard  th a t  a fternoon as he  had  
resolved to do. H e would see R einette  first, 
an d  h e a r  h e r speak to  h im  face to  face.

“  Tell h e r  1 shall be th e re  som e tim e to 
day ,” he said  to  h is  m ore fo rtu n a te  friend, 
the  law yer, who, n o th in g  lo th  to  m eet the  
glance of R ein e tte ’s b rig h t eyes once m ore, 
w as soon rid ing  rap id ly  tow ard  H e th erto n  
Place.

R einette ’s head  was worse th a n  i t  had  
been earlier in  th e  m orn ing , b u t she insisted  
upon seeing Mr. B eresford, who was adm itted  
a t  once to  th e  room , w hich M rs. Je r ry  m ade 
as dark  as possible, b u t w hich w as s till ligh t 
enough for h im  to d is tingu ish  d is tinc tly  the 
little  figure in  p ink  and  w hite, reclin ing  in 
th e  easy-chair, w ith  m asses of long  dark  
h a ir  ripp ling  down its  back , and  a  wet napk in  
upon th e  forehead, pa rtia lly  concealing the  
eyes, w hich, nevertheless, flashed a  welcome 
upon h im  as he  cam e in, feeling h im self a 
little  abashed in  th e  presence of th is  foreign 
g irl in  h e r p re ity  dishabille, w ith 
h e r  loose wide sleeves showing her 
round  w h ite  a rm s to  h e r elbows, 
and  h e r little  h igh-heeled p ink -rose tted  slip 
pers res ting  on th e  footstool. She on the  
con tra ry  was as com posed and  unconscious 
as if he had  been a  block of wood, in s tead  of 
a  m an , w ith  all a m a n ’s im pulse  to  worship 
and  adm ire.

“  Oh, M r. B eresford,” she began, offering 
h im  one wet h an d , w hile w ith th e  o th e r she 
took th e  napk in  from  h e r  head, and , dipping 
i t  in  th e  bowl of w ater on  th e  s tan d  besid 
her, w rung i t  lightly  an d  replaced i t  on her 
forehead, le ttin g  a  b it of th e  fringe h an g  over 
h e r eyes, while drops of w ater ran  dow n her 
face and  fell from  th e  end of h e r nose. R ein 
ette  was n o t th in k in g  of herself, she was in 
te n t upon a  m ore im p o rtan t m a tte r, and  de 
te rm ined  to have i t  off h e r m ind, she p lu n g 
ed a t  once in to  the  subject : “ Oh, M r. B eres
ford, i t  was so k in d  in  you to  come so soon 
w hen you m u s t have so m uch to  do, b u t you 
see I  could no t w ait. Yes, th an k  you, i t  is 
an  awful headache, bu t I ’m  accustom ed to 
them , and  I  don’t  m ind , if you don’t. Mrs. 
Je rry  said  i t  was h a rd ly  th e  th in g  to  receive 
you in  th is  way, b u t I  am  su re  i t  does not 
m a tte r. A g irl w ith  th e  headache canno t be 
expected to  dress as  for a  d inner, a n d  I  c an ’t  
bear m y h a ir  bound up , though  I  m igh t fix it 
a  little , ’ and , w ith a dexterous, quick  m ove
m ent, R einette  took th e  whole m ass  of wavy 
h a ir  in  h e r han d , and  g iving i t  a  tw ist and  a 
sweep backw ard, wet th e  n ap k in  again, 
and  spatting  i t  down on h e r forehead, w ent 
on :

“  I  m u s t see you th is  m orn ing , because 
fa th e r said I  was to a sk  you ev ery th ing— 
tru s t you w ith  every th ing—and I  w an t to 
know —I  w ant you to  te ll m e—those  peo — 
those  la d ie s—m y g ran d m o th e r said she 
was com ing to-day to  ta lk  over m atte rs , 
and  how can I  ta lk  if I  do n ’t  know w hat to 
say ?”

Mr. B eresford was sure  h e  d id n ’t  know ,and 
■he con tinued  :

“  I t  m ay seem strange to  you, who d id  no t 
know  fa th e r in tim ately , to  know  how little  he 
ta lked  of h is  affairs to  any  one. E v en  with 
regard  to  m other, he  was very re ticen t, and 
n ever to ld  m e any th ing , except th a t  she died 
in  R om e, w hen I  was born , an d  th a t  her nam e 
was M argaret Ferguson. I  always th o u g h t 
she was E ng lish , and  b u ilt m any  castles about 
h e r and  h e r relatives, and  so, you see, I  w as a 
little  su rp rised  yesterday  w hen they  claim ed 
m e—such a  num ber of them , i t  seemed. W ere 
th e re  m any  ?”

“  Only th re e ,” M r. B eresford replied, know 
ing th a t  she had  no reference to  P h il w'hen 
she ta lked of “  these  people.”

*• Yes, th ie e ,”  she continued, “  and  I  fear 
I  was n o t as gracious as I  m igh t have been, 
for I  was so aston ished  to  be claim ed w hen I  
did n o t know  for sure  th a t  I  had  a  re la tive  in  
the  world. M r. Beresford,. would you m ind 
te lling  m e all you know  abou t m y  m o the r ? 
D id she pick huck leberries  w ith Mrs. Jerry , 
and  cu t up  b its  of calico for th e  sake of sew
ing  th em  toge the r ag a in ? ”

T he n apk in  w ent in to  th e  Water w ith  a g rea t 
sp lash , and  th e n  back to her forehead as she 
said th is , b u t h e r eyes were fixed on Mr. 
Beresford, who, no t knowing w hat she m ean t 
by th e  berries and  th e  b its of calico, said he 
did  no t, bu t continued, laugh ing ly  :

[t o  b e  c o n t i n u e d .]

—D ore n as  com pleted a  g rand  case p ic tu re  
called “ Moses Before P h a ro a h .” W h at Moses 
played before faro  is no t shown.

T H E  N E W E S T  F A S H I O N S  I N  liO M

(Truth .)
I t  w as m y fortume to  be p resen t a t  a  re 

cen t e n te rta in m en t a t w hich th e  apostles of 
the  iE stb e tic  culte  had  m ustered  in  g rea t 
force. T he affectations of th is  curious clique 
m ake th em  deliciously am using to  w atch. 
T he m en  are ra th e r  m ore ridiculous th a n  
th e  w om en and  th e  wom en ra th e r w ilder 
in  appearance th a n  th e  m en, owing to  th e  
g rea te r freedom  of th e  fem ale in  th e  m a tte r  
of a ttire . c'

As to  coloring th e  u su a l prevalence of sick 
ly yellow -greens and  unw holesom e reds was 
observable ; and  th e  eccentricities of form  
were too  num erous to  record . One lady, 
how ever, deserves no tice  for the  careful way 
in  w hich she w as up h o ls te red  in  some 
brow n m oreen  th a t  h ad  ap paren tly  done 
du ty  as window d rapery  for several successive 
seasons.

T h e  coiffures of th e  w om en w ere ruffled 
and  sh o rt, th e  h a ir  of th e  m en  towzled and 
long, and  in  every case th row n  back from  the  
forehead in  a  m an n e r th a t  m u s t have taken  
years  of carefu l tend ing  to  a tta in . Som e of 
th e  m en  indu lged  in  th e  feeble fem inity  of a 
fringe.

T he  favorite  poin t d 'appu i of th e  m ale 
(esthetic  is  th e  chim ney-piece, w hich, fo rtu 
nate ly , w as no t in  th e  Q ueen A nne sty le  on 
th is  occasion, or i t  would have been  im pos
sib ly  h ig h . T h is  is the  a ttitu d e —L ean  the  
elbow on th e  chim ney-piece. T u rn  back  the 
open h an d , so th a t  i t  m ay com fortably sup
p o rt th e  side o f th e  jaw. T h e  h ead  is th u s  
th row n  back, and  th e  nose, consequently , 
is well in  th e  a ir. I t  is  one of th e  first les
sons to  be learned  by  th e  novice in  aesthetic- 
ism  to  w ear th e  nose fliu s. T he back is 
slightly  ben t, and  one leg is gracefu lly  curled  
ro u n d  th e  o th e r. T h e  th in n e r  th e  legs th e  
b e tte r. No aesthetic m u s t ven tu re  to  be even 
com fortably  round  and  su b stan tia l. W hen an  
aesthetic grows s to u t he  im m ediate ly  tu rn s  
renegade, an d  laughs a t  h ia fo rm er com pan
ions.

T he a ttitu d e  of th e  a3Sthetic lady  is also 
w orth  describ ing . She begins by ge tting  her 
ch air close to th e  wall, and  th e n  s inks in to  it 
sidew ays in  such  a  way th a t  h e r  draperies 
leave th e  o u tline  of h e r figure p la in ly  visible. 
H av ing  ascerta ined , w ithout appearing  to  do 
so, th a t  th is  is correctly  arranged , she leans 
h e r head a gainst th e  wall, m ak ing  th e  th ro a t 
as long, an d  th e  back of th e  neck as sh o rt, as 
possible. N ext she s tre tches h e r a rm s  to th e ir  
u tm o s t leng th , and  crosses h e r h an d s  so th a t  
th e  fingers droop in  a lank , dejected, o u t
stre tched  way over b e r knees. H av ing  quite 
com pleted h e r  a ttitu d e , her im m obility  s trikes 
ou tsiders as som eth ing  to  be w ondered a t. 
She will rem ain  th u s  for au  h o u r a t a  tim e.

If  she s tands , she  wears h e r  a rm s beh ind  
h e r, w ith  th e  fingers in te rlaced , o r does th e  
chim ney-piece business w ith  th e  top  of the  
piano , for th e  m en  are  su re  to  have a lieady  
appropria ted  all th e  available m ante l-boards.

B u t th ese  m in o r affectations of d ress a^d  
b earing  fade in to  insignificance w hen com 
p ared  w ith  th e  silly inan itie s  of th e ir  ta lk . I t  
is  n o t to  be transcribed  in its  u tte r , m ean in g 
less tw addle. So conscious are even th e  ut- 
te re rs  of th e  w eakness of th e  ru b b ish  they  
ta lk  th a t  they  ita lic ise  an d  accen tua te  every 
th ird  or fo u rth  word th ey  u tte r  in  th e  a ttem p t 
to give i t  even an  ou ter g laze of m eaning.

A  F A * H I O N A B I , E  W OIW AN’S 
P K A V E K .

S treS ^then  m y  husband  and  m ay  h is  fa ith  
and  h is  m oney ho ld  ou t to  th e  la st.

D raw  th e  lam b ’s wool of unsusp ic ioas 
tw iligh t over h is  eyes, th a t  flirta tion  m ay look 
to h im  like victories, an d  th a t  m y bills m ay 
s treng then  h is  pride in  m e.

B less, oh  fo rtune  ! my crim ps, ra tes  and  
frizzles, and  le t m y glory sh ine  on  m y pa in t 
and  powder.

E nab le  th e  poor to  sh ift for them selves and  
save m e from  a ll m issionary  beggars.

Shed th e  ligh t of thy  countenance on  m y 
cam el’s h a ir  shawl, m y  lavender s ilk , m y 
p o in t lace and  m y necklace of d iam onds, and  
keep th e  m o th  o u t of m y sables, I  beseech 
thee, oh , fo rtune  !

W heu I  walk ou t before th e  gaze of vulgar 
m en , regu late  m y wriggle an d  add  new grace 
to  m y gait.

W hen  I  bow m yself to w orship, g ra n t th a t  
I  m ay  do i t  w ith  rav ish ing  elegance and  p re 
serve u n til th e  la s t th e  lily  w h ite  of m y 
flesh and  th e  tap e r of m y fingers.

D estroy m in e  enem ies w ith  th e  gall of 
jea lousy  and  ea t up w ith th e  te e th  of envy 
a ll th o se  who gaze a t  my style.

Save m e from  w rinkles and  foste r m y 
p lum pers .

F ill bo th  m y eyes, oh, fo rtune  ! w ith  th e  
p la in tive  poison of in fa tu a tio n , th a t  I  m ay  
lay ou t m y  v ic tim s—th e  m en —as n um b  as 
im ages graven.

L e t th e  lily  and  th e  rose  strive toge ther on  
m y cheek, a n d  m ay  m y neck swim like a 
goose on th e  bosom of c rystal w ater.

E n ab le  m e, oh, fo rtune  ! to  w ear shoes 
s till a  little  sm aller, an d  save m e from  corns 
and  bunions.

B less F an n y , m y  lap-dog, and  ra in  down 
h a ils to n es  of destruction  on those  who sh a ll 
h u r t  a h a ir  of H ector, m y k itten .

Sm ile, oh , fo rtune  ! m ost sweetly upon 
D ick, m y canary , and  w atch w ith  th e  fond
n ess  of a  sp irit over m y two lily  w hite m ice 
w ith  red eyes. r

IN  H U L T IN W  A N  A C ^ T K E S S .

T l u  o w i u s  K o t l r n  I h t h e  W a l n u t
S t r i c t  T h e a t r e ,  P h i l a d e l p h i a .

P h i l a d e l p h i a , Aug. 2 5 . —T he ra re  spectacle 
of an  actress being ro tten  egged w as w itnessed  
la st n ig h t a t  th e  W alnu t S tree t T heatre ,w here  
th e  C. L . G raves C om bination  occupy th e  
boards w ith  th e  “ F o u r Seasons.” D uring  th e  
th ird  act, while Georgie P a rke r, as Susan  
Siveetapple , a Y ankee dairym aid , w as singing 
a song, an egg in  an  advanced s ta te  of decom 
position  w hizzed over th e  p it from  th e  west 
side of th e  top gallery, lan d  cam e to  g rief 
ag a in st a  canvas pa lm etto  tree , a few fee t 
from  M iss P a rke r. T he audience w ere s ta r tled  
for th e  m om ent, and  th e  actress  changed 
color, b u t did n o t fa lte r in  h e r song. H alf a  
m in u te  la te r , an o th e r egg, s im ila rly  disabled, 
was th row n  upon th e  stage from  th e  eas t side 
of the  top gallery . T he  actress  was in tensely  
m ortified, an d  finished h e r song w ith  g rea t 
difficulty and  in a  h igh  s ta te  of excitem ent. 
T h e  audience showed m uch  d isp leasu re  a t  
th e  deliberate in su lt to th e  lady an d  ap p lau d 
ed h e r  to  th e  echo—so m uch  so th a t  she was 
com pelled to respond to an  encore. In  th e  
m eantim e, ushers from  all p a rts  of th e  house 
had  g a th e red  to th e  q u a rte r from  w hence th e  
eggs had  been flung, and  a  m an was seen e n 
deavoring to  secrete an  egg in  h is  coat pocket. 
T he  fellow was pounced upon and  h u rried  
in to  th e  street, w hen he was given in to  th e  
custody of a policem an and  tak en  to th e  C en 
tra l S ta tion . H e  refused  to  give h is  nam e 
or to assign  a  cause for h is  offence, and  was 
placed in  a  cell to aVfciit a  hearing .

T O O  M A N V  P O I N T S  F O R  I I I  il l .

“ B oss,” said an  old darkey whitewrasher to  
M arshall H ogan  yesterday , “  d a re ’s a  n igger 
up  m y way w at needs tak en  care u v .”

“  W h a t h a s  he done ? ” said  th e  officer.
“ Oh, well, you sees, la s t su m m er he bor

rowed m y ax for to  sp lit som e k in d lin ’ truck , 
a n ’ he never fotch i t  back, a n ’ when I  w ent 
te r get it he said , ‘ I  reckon I  got dis 
ax, a n ’ p o ssessh u n  am  n in e  p in ts  of th e  law  ; 
derefore dis ax  am  m in e  till  I  take i t  b a c k ; ’ 
and  de darn  fool n igger w ouldn’t  g in  i t  to  m e.

“ I  d id n ’t  say  nuffin or give h im  any back 
ta lk , bu t de odder day H a n n er , m y ole 
wom an, w ent to  h is  house a n ’ borrowed hi<£ 
buck-saw , a n ’ w hen he cam e fu r i t  I  tole h im  
ju s t like he answ ered m e, a n ’ stood on m y 
d ig n ity .”

“ W ell ? ”
“  I  had  n ine p in ts  of th e  law, d idn ’t  I  ? ”
“ Y es.”
“ And how m any  p in ts  am  de law  com posed 

o f ? ”
“ I  don’t  know  exactly .”
“  W ell, d a t’s w hat bodders m e, for d a t n ig 

ger saw dem  n in e  p in ts , #hu t up  dis le f’ eye 
fu r m e, p itched  de ole wom an over a  b a r’l and  
walked off wid h is  saw -buck a n ’ m y w hitewash 
b ru sh  to  boot. E f  I  h ad  n in e  p in ts  he m ue’ 
have had  ober tw enty, a n ’ eben  den he d id n ’t  
h a lf le t h im self o u t .— M arysv ille  A p p e a l ,


