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I think I could not, at another time, Sir,
but I am sure I did.”

The surgeon looked at her with great atten.
tion, and with some compassion. Having with
a grave face touched the wounds upon the head,
and the broken arms, he took the hand.

O! would he let it drop?

He appeared irresolute. He did not retain
it, but Iaid it gently down, took a candle, looked

mutilated, and streaked the water all about it
with dark red streaks. As it could not help it-
self, it was impossible for her to get it on board.
She bent over the stern to secure it with|the
line, and then the river and its shores rang to
the terrible cry she uttered.

But, as if possessed by supernatural spirit and
strength, she lashed it safe, resumed her seat,

and rowed in, desperately, for the nearest shal-

low water where she might run the boat aground.

Desperately, but nas wildly, for she knew that
if she lost distinctness of intention all was lost

and gone.

She ran the boat ashore, went into the water,
released him from the line, and by main strength
lifted him in her arms and laid him in the hot-
tom of the boat. Ie had fearful wounds upon
him, and she bound them up with her dress torn
into strips. LElse, supposing him to be still alive,
she forcsaw that he must bleed to death befpre
he could be landed at his inn, which was the
nearest place for succor.

This done very rapidly, she kissed his disfig-
ured forchead, looked up in anguish to the stars,
and blessed him and forgave him, ¢‘if she had
any thing to forgive.” It was only in that fin-
stant that she thought of hersclf, and then she
thought of herself only for him.

Now, merciful Heaven be thanked for tl
old time, cnabling me, without a wasted mo-
ment, to have got the boat afloat’ again, and|to
row back against the stream! And grant, O
Blessed Lord God, that through poor me he may
be raised from deatlh, and preserved to some one
clse to whom he may be dear one day, though
never dearcr than to me! ,

She rowed hard—rowed desperately, but never
wildly—and seldom removed her eyes from him
in the bottom of the boat. She had so laid him
there, as that she might see his disfigured face;
it was so much disfigured that his mother might
have covered it, but it was above and beyond
disfigurement in her eyes.

The boat touched the edge of the patch of inn
lawn, sloping gently to the water. There ware
lights in the windows, but there chaneed to be
no one out of doors. She made the boat fast,
and again by main strength took him up, and
never laid him down until she laid him down jn
the house. )

Surgeons were sent for, and she sat suppont-
ing his head. -She had oftentimes heard in days
that were gone how doctors would lift the hand
of an insensible wounded person, and would
drop it if the person were dead. She waited
for the awful moment when the doctors might
lift this hand, all broken and bruised, and let it
fall.

The first of the surgeons came, and asked,
before proceeding to his examination, ‘“Wlio
brought him in ?”

¢ brought him in, Sir,” answered Lizzie, at
whom all present looked.

“You, my dear? You could not lift, far less
carry, this weight.” '

at

more closely at the injuries on the head, and gt
the pupils of the eyes. That done, he replaced
the candle and took the hand again. Another
surgeon then coming in, the two exchanged a
whisper, and the second took the hand. Nei-
ther did he let it fall at once, but kept it for o
while and laid it gently down.

““ Attend to the poor girl,” said the first sur.
geon then. <¢¢She is quite unconscious. She
sees nothing and hears nothing.  All the better
for her! Don't rouse her, if you can help it;
only move her. Poor girl, poor girl! She must
be amazingly strong of heart, but it is much to
be feared that she has set her heart upon the
dead. Be gentle with her.”

[ S ——

CHAPTER VII.
BETTER TO BE ABEL THAN CAIN.

DAy was breaking at Plashwater Weir Mill
Lock. Stars were yet visible, but there was dull
light in the east that was not the light of night,
The moon had gone down, and a mist crept
along the banks of the river, seen through which
the trees were the ghosts of trees, and the water
was the ghost of water. This earth looked spee-
tral, and so did the pale stars: while the cold
eastern glare, expressionless as to heat or color,
with the eye of the firmament quenched, might
have been likened to the stare of the dead.

Perhaps it was so likened by the lonely Barge-
man, standing on the brink of the lock. Ior
certain, Bradley Ieadstone looked that way,
when a chill air came up, and when it passed
on murmuring, as if it whispered something that
made the phantom trees and water tremble—or
threaten—for fancy might have made it cither.

He turned away, and tried the Lock-house
door. It was fastened on the inside.

“Is he afraid of me?” he muttered, knock-
ing.

Rogue Riderhood was soon roused, and s00n
undrew the bolt and let him in.

¢Why, T’otherest, I thought you had been
and got lost! Two nights away! I a'most be-
lieved as yow'd giv’ me the slip, and I had s
good as half a mind for to advertise you in the
newspapers to come for’ard.”

Bradley's face turned so dark on this hint Fhﬂt
Riderhood deemed it expedient to soften it 100
a compliment. ’

“Bat not you, governor, not you,” he went
on, stolidly shaking his head. *For what (_hll
T say to myself arter having amused mysclf with
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that there stretch of a comic idea, as a sort of a
p]nyful game? Why, I says to myself, ‘ He'’s a
man o honor.' That's what says to mysclf
+}He's a man o’ double honor.’ ”

Very remarkably, Riderhood put no question
to him. He had looked at him on opening the
door, and he now looked at him again (stealthily
this time), and the result of his looking was, that
he asked him no question.

“Youw'll be for another forty on ’em, governor,
gs | judges, afore you turns your mind to break-

fast,” said Riderhood, when his visitor sat down,’

resting his chin on his hand, with his eyes on the
ground. And very remarkably again: Rider-
hood feigned to set the scanty furniture in or-
der, while he spoke, to have a show of reason for
not looking at him.

“Yes. I had better sleep, I think,”
Bradley, without changing his position.

“I myself should recommend it, governor,”
assented Riderhood. “*Might you be anyways
dry?”

“Yes. Ishould like a drink,” said Bradley;
but without appearing to attend much,

Mr. Riderhood got out his bottle, and fetched
his jugful of water, and administered a pota-
tion. Then he shook the coverlet of his bed and
spread it smooth, and Bradley stretched himself
upon it in the clothes he wore. Mr. Riderhood
poetically remarking that he would pick the
bones of his night's rest, in his wooden chair, sat
in the window as before; but, as before, watched
the sleecper narrowly until he was very sound
aslcep. Then he rose and looked at him close,
in the bright daylight, on cvery side, with great
minuteness. e went out to his Lock to sum
up what he had seen.

“One of his sleeves is tore right away below
the clber, and the t'other’s had a good rip at the
shoulder. He's been hung on to, pretty tight,
for his shirt’s all tore out of the neck gathers.
Ie’s been in the grass, and he’s been in the wa-
ter. And he’s spotted, and I kuow with what,
and with whose. Hooroar !”

Bradley slept Jong. Early in the afternoon a
barge came down. Other barges had passed
through, both ways, before it; but the Lock-
keeper hailed only this particular barge for
news, as if he had made a time caleulation with
some nicety. The men on board told him a
picce of news, and there was a lingering on
their part to enlarge upon it.

Twelve hours had intervened since Bradley's
lying down, when he got up.  ““Not that I swal-
ler it,” said Riderhood, squinting at his Lock,
\vhm he saw Bradley coming out of the housz,

“as you've been a sleeping all the time, old
boy 17

Bmdlcy came to him, sitting on his wooden
lever, and asked what o’clock it was? Rider-
hood told him it was between two and three.

““When are you relieved ?” asked Bmdlcy.
‘“Day arter to-morrow, governor.”

“ Not sooner 2”

‘“Not a inch sooner, governor.”

said

Ttook a

On both sides importance seemed attached to
this question of relief. Riderhood quite petted
his reply ; saying a sccond time, and prolonging
a neggtive roll of hlb head, *‘n—n—not a inch
soonef, governor.’

“Dlid 1 tell you I was going on to-night ?”
asked |Bradley.

“Np, governor,” returned Riderhood, in a
cheerful, affable, and conversational manner,
‘““you|did not tell me so. But most like you
meany to it and forgot to it. IHow, otherways,
could [a donbt have come into your head about
it, governor ?” -

¢“ Als the sun goes down I intend to go on,”
said Bradley.

¢S50 much the more necessairy is a Peck,”

returned Riderhood. ¢‘Come in and have it,
T’othgrest.”
The formality of spreading a tablecloth not

being observed in Mr. Riderhood's establishment,
the serving of the ‘“peck” was the affair of a
moment ; it merely consisting in the handing
down |of a capacious baking dish with three-
fourths of an immense meat pic in it, and the
production of two pocket-knives, an carthenware
mug, and a large brown bottle of beer.

Both ate and drank, but Riderhood much the
more gbundantly. In lieu of plates, that honest
man ¢ut two triangular picces from the thick
crust pf the pie, and laid them, inside upper-
most, npon the table: the one before himself,
and the other before his guest. Uponathese
platters he placed two goodly portions of the
contents of the pie, thus imparting the unusunal
interest to the entertainment that each partaker
scoopefl out the inside of his plate, and consumed
it witl] his other fare, besides having the sport
of pursuing the clots of congealed gravy over the
plain of the table, and successfully taking them
into hjs mouth at last from the blade of his
knife, In case of their not first sliding oft it.

Bradley Headstone was so remarkably awk-
ward at these exercises that the Rogue obscrved
it.

“Lgok out, T’otherest!” he cried, “you'll
cut your hand!”

But [the caution came too late, for Bradley
gashed| it at the instant.  And, what was more
unlucky, in asking Riderhood to tie it up, and
in standing close to him for the purpose, he
shook his hand under the smart of the wound,
and shpok blood over Riderhood’s dress.

Whadn dinner was done, and when what re-
mained of the platters, and what remained of
the congealed gravy had been put back into
what remained of the pie, which served as an
cconomical investment for all miscellancous sav-
ings, Riderhood filled the mug with beer and
long drink. And now he did look at
Bradley, and with an evil eye.

«Tehtherest!” he said, hoarsely, as he bent
across the table to touch his arm. ¢ The news
has gone down the river afore youn.”

“\What news ?” -
«“Who do you think,” said Riderhood, with
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a hitch of his head, as if he disdainfully jerked
the feint away, ‘“picked up the body? - Guess.”
¢I am not good at guessing any thing.”
¢She did. Hooroar! You had him there
agin. She did.”

The convulsive twitching of Bradley Head-
stone’s face, and the sudden hot humor that
broke out upon it, showed how grimly the intel-
ligence touched him. DBut he said not a single
word, good or bad. He only smiled in a lower-
ing manner, and got up and stood leaning at the
window, looking through it. Riderhood follow.
ed him with his eyes. Riderhood cast down his
cyes on his own besprinkled clothes. Riderhood
began to have an air of being better at a guess
than Bradley owned to being.

“I have been so long in want of rest,” said
the schoolmaster, ¢ that with your leave I'll lie
down again.” ‘

¢¢ And welcome, T"otherest !” was the hospita-
ble answer of his host. He had laid himself
down without waiting for it, and he remained
upon the bed until the sun was low. When he
arose and came out to resume his journey he
found his host waiting for him on the grass by
the towing-path outside the door.

“Whenever it may be necessary that you and
I should have any further communication to-
gether,” said Bradley, ““Iwill come back. Good-
night!”

““Well, since no better can be,” said Rider-
hood, turning on his heel, ¢ Good-night!” But
he turned again as the other set forth, and added
under his breath, looking after him with a leer:
“You wouldn’t be Ict to go like that if my Re-
liet warn't as good as come. I'll catch you up
in a mile.”

In a word, his rcal time of relief being that
evening at sunset, his mate came lounging in
within a quarter of an hour. Not staying to fill
up the utmost margin of his time, but borrowing
an hour or so, to be repaid again when he should
relieve his relicver, Riderhood straightway fol-
lowed on the track of Bradley Headstone.

He was a better follower than Bradley. It
had been the calling of hislife to slink and skulk
and dog and waylay, and he knew his calling
well.  He effected such a torced march on leav-
ing the Lock House that he was close up with
him—that is to say, as close up with him as he
deemed it convenient to be—before another Lock
was passed. His man looked back pretty often
as he went, but got no hint of him. Ze knew
how to take advantage of the ground, and where
to put the hedge between them, and where the
wall, and when to duck, and when to drop, and
had a thousand arts beyond the doomed Brad-
ley’s slow conception,

But all his arts were brought to a stand-still,
like himself, when Bradley, turning into a green
lane or riding by the river-side—a solitary spot
run wild in nettles, briers, and brambles, and
encumbered with the scathed trunks of a whole
hedgerow of felled trees, on the outskirts of a
little wood—began stepping on these trunks and

———

dropping 'down among them and stepping on
them again, apparently as a school-boy might
have done, but assuredly with no school-boy pur.
pose, or want of purpose.

““What are you up to ?” muttered Riderhood,
down in the ditch, and holding the hedge a ljt.
tle open with both hands. And soon his actiong
made a most extraordinary reply. ¢ By George
and the Draggin ! cricd Riderhood, “if he ain't
a-going to bathe !I”

He had passed back, on and among the trunks
of trees again, and had passed on to the water.
side and had begun undressing on the grass.,
For a moment it had a suspicious look of suicide,
arranged to counterfeit accident. ¢ But you
wouldn’t have fetched a bundle under your arm,
from among that timber, if such was your
game ! said Riderhood. Nevertheless it was a
relief to him when the bather after a plunge and
a few strokes came out.  ¢‘ For I shouldn’,” he
said in a feeling manner, ‘have liked to lose
you till T had made more moncy out of yon
neither.”

Prone in another ditch (he had changed his
ditch as his man had changed his position), and
holding apart so small a patch of the hedge that
the sharpest eyes could not have detected him,
Rogue Riderhood watched the bather dressing.
And now gradually came the wonder that he
stood up, completely clothed, another man, and
not the Bargeman,

¢ Aha!” said Riderhood. ¢ Much as you was
dressed that night. I sce. You're a taking me
with you, now. Youre deep. But I knowsa
deeper.”

When the bather had finished dressing he
knecled on the grass, doing something with his
hands, and again stood up with his bundle m-
der his arm.  Looking all around him with great
attention, he then went to the river’s edge, and
flung it in as far, and yet as lightly as he could.
It was not until he was so decidedly upon his
way again as to be beyond a bend of the river,
and for the time out of view, that Riderhood
scrambled from the ditch.

“Now,” wgs his debate with himself, shall
I foller you on, or shall I let you loosc for this
once, and go a fishing?”” The debate contin-
ing, he followed, as a precautionary measure in
any case, and got him again in sight. “If [
was to let you loose this once,” said Riderhood
then, still following, “I could make you com¢
to me agin, or I could find you out in one way
or another. If I wasn’t to go a fishing others
might. I’ll let you loose this once and go 2
fishing!” With that, he suddenly dropped the
pursuit and turned.

The miserable man whom he had released for
the time, but not for long, went on toward Lou-
don. Bradley was suspicious of every sound he
heard, and of every face he saw, but was under
a spell which very commonly falls upon the shed-
der of blood, and had no suspicion of the real
danger that lurked in his life, and would have
it yet. Riderhood was much in his thoughts—




OUR MUTUAL FRIEND.

661

had never been out of his thoughts since the
mght-adventure of their first meeting; but Ri-
derhood occupied a very different place there from
the place of pursuer; and Bradley had bgen at
the pains of devising so many means of fitting
that place to him, and of wedging him into it,
that his mind could not compass the possibility
of his occupying any other. And this is another
spell against which the shedder of blood forever
strives in vain. There are fifty doors by which
discovery may enter. With infinite pains and
cunning he double locks and bars forty-nine of
them, and can not see the fiftieth standing wide
open.

Now, too, was he cursed with a state of mind
more wearing and more wearisome than remorse.
He had no remorse; but the evil-doer who can
hold that avenger at bay can not escape the slow-
er torture of incessantly doing the evil deed again
and doing it more efficiently. In the defensive
declarations and pretended confessions of mur-
derers, the pursuing shadow of this torture may
be traced through cvery lic they tell. If I had
done it as alleged,is it conceivable that I would
have made this and this mistake? If I had done
it as alleged, should I have left that unguarded
place which that false and wicked witness against
me so infamously deposed to? The state of that
wreteh who continually finds the weak spots in
his own crime, and strives to strengthen them
when it is unchangeable, is a state that aggra-
vates the offense by doing the deed a thousand
times instead of once; but it is a state, too, that
tauntingly visits the offense upon a sullen unre-
pentant nature with its heaviest punishment ev-
ery time.

Bradley toiled on, chained heavily to the idea
of his hatred and his vengeance, and thinking
how he might have satiated both in many better
ways than the way he had taken. The instru-
ment might have been better, the spot and the
hour might have been better chosen.  To batter
a man down from behind in the dark, on the
brink of a river, was well enough, but he ought
to have been instantly disabled, whereas he had
turned and seized his assailant; and so, to end
it before chance-help came, and to be rid of him,
he hiad been hurriedly thrown backward into the
river before the life was fully beaten out of him.
Now if it could be done again, it must not be so
done.  Supposing his head had been held down
under water for a while. Supposing the first
blow had been truer. Supposing he had been
shot.  Supposing he had been strangled.  Sup-
pose this way, that way, the other way. Sup-
pose any thing but getting unchained from the
one idea, for that was inexorably impossible.

The school reopencd next day. The scholars
saw little or no change in their master’s face, for
it always wore its slowly laboring expression.
But as he heard his classes he was always do-
ing the deed and doing it better.  As he pansed
with his piece of chalk at the blackboard before
writing on it he was thinking of the spot, and
Wwhether the water was not deeper and the fall

strpighter, a little higher up, or a little lower
down. He had half a mind to draw a linc or
two upon the board, and show himself what he

harley Hexam was a master now, in another
schiool, under another head. It was evening,
and Bradley was walking in his garden, observed
from behind a blind by gentle little Miss Peech-
er,| who contemplated offering him a loan of her
smelling-salts for headache, when Mary Anne,
in faithful attendance, held up her arm.

*Yes, Mary Aune?”

¢Young Mr. Hexam, if you please, ma’am,
ing to sce Mr. Headstone.”

¢Very good, Mary Anne.”

gain Mary Anne held up her arm,

“You may speak, Mary Anne?”

¢Mr. Headstone has beckoned young Mr.
Hexam into his house, ma’am, and he has gone
in himself without waiting for,young Mr. Ilex-
am to come up, and now /e has gone in too,
ma’am, and has shut the door.”

¢With all my heart, Mary Anne.”

nd Mary Anne’s telegraphic arm worked.

¢ What more, Mary Annc?”

¢They must find it rather dull and dark, Miss
Peecher, for the parlor blind’s down, and neither
of them pulls it up.”

“There is no accounting,” said good Miss
Pepcher, with a little sad sigh which she re-
préssed by laying Ler hand on her neat method-
bodice, ¢“there is no accounting for tastes,
Mary Anne.”

harley, entering the dark room, stopped short
when he saw his old friend in its yecllow shade.
¢Come in, Hexam, come in.”

harley advanced to take the hand that was
held out to him ; but stopped again, short of it.
Thic heavy, bloodshot cyes of the schoolmaster,
rising to his face with an cffort, met his look of
serutiny.”

¢ Mr. Headstone, what's the matter ?”
‘Matter? Where?”

¢Mr, Headstone, have you heard the news?
This news about the fellow, Mr. Eugene Wray-
burn? That he is killed 2”

¢ He is dead, then !” exclaimed Bradley.
oung Hexam standing looking at him, he
maistened his lips with his tongue, looked about
thd room, glanced at his former pupil, and looked
T heard of the outrage,” said Bradley,
trying to constrain his working mouth, ‘““but I
had not heard the end of it.”

“Where were you,” said the boy, advancing
a step as he lowered his voice, ¢ when it was
done? Stop! Idon’t ask that. Don’t tell me.
If you force your confidence upon me, Mr. Head-
stone, I'll give up every word of it. Mind!
Take notice. Il give up it, and Tl give up
you. I willl” .

he wretched creature scemed to suffer acute-
|1y mnder this renunciation. A desolate air of
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utter and complete loneliness fell upon him, like
a visible shade.

¢It's for me to speak, not you,” said the boy.
“If you do, you’ll do it at your peril. Iam go-
ing to put your selfishness before you, Mr. Head-
stone—your passionate, violent, and ungovern-
able selfishness—to show you why I can, and
why I will, have nothing more to do with you.”

He looked at young Hexam as if he were
waiting for a scholar to go on with a lesson that
he knew by heart and was deadly tired of. But
he had said his last word to him. '

“If you had any part—I don’t say what—in
this attack,” pursued the boy ; ¢“or if you know
any thing about it—I don’t say how much—or
if you know who did it—I go no closer—you did
an injury to me that’s ncver to be forgiven.
You know that I took you with me to his cham-
bers in the Temple when I told him my opin-
ion of him, and made mysclf responsible for my
opinion of you. You know that I took you with
me when 1 was watching him with a view to
recovering my sister and bringing her to her
senses; you know that I have allowed myself to
be mixed up with you, all through this business,
in favoring your desire to marry my sister.  And
how do you know that, pursuing the ends of
vour own violent temper, you have not laid me
open to suspicion? Is that your gratitude to
me, Mr. Headstone ?”

Bradley sat looking steadily before him at the
vacant air. As often as young Hexam stopped
he turncd his eyes toward him, as if he were
waiting for him to go on with the lesson, and
et it done. As often as the boy resumed
Bradley resumed his fixed face.

“I am going to be plain with you, Mr. Head-
stone,” said young Hexam, shaking his head in
a half-threatening manner, *“ because this is no
time for affecting not to know things that I do
know—except certain things at which it might
not be very safe for you to hint again. What I
mean is this: if you were a good master, I was
a good pupil. I have done you plenty of credit,
and in improving my own reputation I have im-
proved yours quite as much. Very well then.
Starting on cqual terms, I want to put before
you how you have shown your gratitude to me
for doing all I could to further your wishes with
reference to my sister.  You have compromised
me by being scen about with me, endeavoring to
counteract this Mr. Eugene Wrayburn, That'’s
the first thing you have done. If my character,
and my now dropping you, help me out of that,
Mr. Headstone, the deliverance is to be attribu-
ted to me and not to you. No thanks to you
for it !” '

The boy stopping again, he moved his eyes
again.

I am going on, Mr. Headstone, don’t you
be afraid. I am going on to the end, and I
have told you beforchand what the end is.
Now, .you know my story. You are as well
aware as I am, that T have had many disad-
vantages to leave behind me in life.  You have

heard me mention my father, and you are suff.
ciently acquainted with the fact that the home
from which I, as I may say, escaped, might
have been a more creditable one than it wag,
My father died, and then it might have beey
supposed that my way to respectability was
prety clear. No. For then my sister be.
gins.”

He spoke as confidently, and with as entire

an pbsence of any tell-tale color in his cheek,
as if there were no softening old time behing
him. Not wonderful, for there was none in his
hollow empty heart. What is there but self,
for selfishness to see behind it?
When I speak of my sister I devoutly wish
that you had never seen her, Mr. Headstone,
However, you did see her, and that's uscless
now. Iconfidedinyou abouther. I explained
her|character to you, and how she interposed
somp ridiculous fanciful notions in the way of
our |being as respectable as I tried for. You fell
in 1gve with her, and I favored you with all my
might. She counld not be induced to favor you,
and|so we came into collision with this Mr. Eu-
gen¢ Wrayburn. Now, what have you done?
Wiy, you have justified my sister in being firm-
ly set against you from first to last, and youn
hav¢ put me in the wrong again! And why
havg you done it? Beeause, Mr. Headstone,
you |are in all your passions so selfish, and so
congentrated upon yourself, that you have not
bestowed one proper thought on me.”

The cool conviction with which the boy took
up amd held his position could have been derived
from no other vice in human nature.

It is,” he went on, actually with tears, ““‘an
extrpordinary circumstance attendant on my
life, [that every effort I make toward perfect re-
spectability, is impeded by somebody else through
no fault of mine! Not content with doing what
I haye put before you, you will drag my name
into |notoricty through dragging my sister’s—
which you are pretty sure to do, if my suspicions
have| any foundation at all—and the worse you
prove to-be, the harder it will be for me to de-
tach| mysclf from being associated with you in
people’s minds.”

When he had dried his eyes and heaved a sob
over|his injuries, he began moving toward the
door

¢ However, I have made up my mind that I
will become respectable in the scale of society,
and that I will not be dragged down by others.
1 have done with my sister as well as with you.
Since she cares so little for me as to carc no-
thing for undermining my respectability, she
shall/go her way and I will go mine. My pros-
pects are very good, and I mean to follow them
alon¢. Mr. Headstone, I don’t say what }’0‘“
have| got upon your conscience, for I dOT}t
know. - Whatever lies upon it, I hope you will
sce the justice of keeping wide and clear of me:
and will find a consolation in completely cxon-
erating all bat yourself. I hope, before many
yearg are out, to succeed the master in my pres-

v
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ent school, and the mistress being a single wo-
wan, though some years older than I am, I
might even marry her. If it is any comfort to
vou to know what plans I may work out by
Leeping myself strietly respectable in the scale
of society, these are the plans at present oceur-
ring to me.  In conclusion, if you feel a sense

ol having injured me, and a desive to make some
. . .
Dmizery, and unrelieved by a single tear.

~mall veparation, I hope you will think how re-
pectable you might have been yourself, and
will contemplate your blighted existence.”

Was it strange that the wretched man should
take this heavily to heart? Terhaps he had
taken the hoy to heart, first, through some long
Liboriong years; perhaps through the same years
e had found his dradgery lightened by ecommu-
nication with a brighter and more apprehensive

spirit than his own; perhaps a funily resem-
blance of face and voice between the hoy and his
sister, smote him hard in the gloom of his fallen
state.  For whichsoever reason, or for all, he
drooped his devoted head when the boy was
gone, and shrank togethier on the floor, and
aroveled there, with the palms of his hands
ticht-clasping his hot temples, in unutterable

Rogue Riderhood had been husy with the
river that day. e had fished with assiduity on
the previous evening, hut the light was short,
and he had fished unsuccesstully.  Te had
fished again that day with better Tuek, and had
earried his fish home to Plashwater Weir Mill
Lock-house in a bundle,
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how, working silently, mysteriously, ceasglessly,
is more wonderful than any thing we haye con-
templated. Consider the Imagination, for in-
stance. IHaving its seat in'silence, noisclessly
and in an instant of time it spreads out ocean
and sea, and sprinkles them with green fislands
and- white sails. It paints sky and landscape;
it rears cities and lays them in ruins; [it pco-
ples the earth, water, and air with beautiful cre-
ations. It transforms this everyday world into
a fairy-land of beauty. Yet this is but ope of a
dozen faculties, as wonderful, of a single mind
among the countless millions that have pxisted
since the creation of Adam. Oh! those silent
but busy work-shops! Who shall number or
measure their products? These are scen in ev-
cry thing which distinguishes the abode of man
from the wilderness. They have caused ¢“the
desert to blossom as the rose.” - TFrom. them
have issued cities, homes, and libraries. In
them science has been made and art created.
These silent workers—the intellects of men—
have built the nations with their laws. In
brief, they have made civilization. -

‘We have thought a hundred times, and cach
time with fresh wonder, of the silent growth of a
thought or a principle. A thought, dim,
ly defined, born one knows not how, comipg one
knows not whence, finds a lodging in somd mind.
Fed silently and mysteriously, it grows. | Like
the sced planted under the stone fenee, the tree
from which lays in ruins the strength which had
sheltered its tenderness, it slowly but |surely
overturns the walls of prejudice and igngrance,

and grows to a mighty power which revolution-
izes the world. - Christianity, a little seed|plant-

ed in the hearts of a few ignorant fishermen, has
gone on noiselessly taking in life, putting forth
bud and leaf, sending down its roots, outstretch-
ing its mighty boughs, spreading abroad it giant
branches, until it overshadows the land.
Liberty, in some heart conceived perhaps
from the carol of a bird, as its free wipg cut
the cther, or from the laugh of the storm, how
has the beautiful child in silence grown and
strengthened, until to-day ¢“she looketly forth
as the morning, fair as the moon, clear as the
sun, and terrible as an army with banners.”
Consider the growth of character. At the
birth of the infant there is somewhere n the
tender, palpitating form the germ of a character,
which, as years pass, silently swells and grows,
strengthening, solidifying, sending out ropt and
branch, until it stands & matured tree. = Or, to
change the figure, there is in your nature, which
stands as the type of all others, the cornei-stone
of character laid by the hand of God.
of a house in which neither hammer, not axe,
nor any tool of iron was heard while it was in
building. So in the building of your character
no sound is heard. In silence the work goes
on. The materials are gathered from |cvery
quarter—from science and art, from nature and
philosophy, from heaven and carth, from God
and man. No human being comes within your
circle without contributing something fo the

scarce-

Wie read

growing edifice. You hear no sound, your
cyes open upon no scene, you read no sentence,
you neglect no intuition, you obey no law of
right, you resist no temptation—indeed yon can
not act, or speak, or think without adding 3
stone to the rising structure. Silently the work
goes on, until the building stands forth beauti-
ful and fair as Solomon’s Temple, or a misera-
ble failure. Consider the millions of such build-
ings ‘which since Adam have been reared,
What are the piles of brick and mortar, raised
with noise and tumult, one stonc of which shall
not be left upon another, to these edifices, reared
in silence, enduring throughout cternity?

We can not dismiss the subject of the Silent
without one other thought. There is a silent
preacher, more cloquent than all the cloquent
men that ever lived, more patient and tender
than all- the tender mothers since Eve. Il
visits the poor slave in his cabin, the Hottentot
in his tent; goes-to the poor and degraded, the
sorrowing, cvery where cheering, comforting,
uplifting, as no earthly preacher can. No heart
has ever throbbed which he has mnot visited.
The world should know the name of this silent
preachicr.  Iear it, O children of men! write
it upon your hearts, engrave it upon the palms
of ycur hands: The Holy Ghost, the Comforter,
is his name. Verily God worketh in silence.
Especially in his dealings with the hearts of
men is the Lord not in the wind, or the carth-
quake, or the fire, but in the still small voice.

THE WIFE'S THANK-OFFERING.

IT was but a very trifle—the mere beat of a
child’s drum upon the highway—but it came
near being of very serious consequences. Dr.
Austin Raimond, a physician in middle life,
and of high standing alike in his profession and
in his social position, was returning from a med-
ical consultation in the country, to which he
had been called, and driving quictly homeward
to the city, his thoughts engrossed by the peculi-
arities of the case which had just been submit-
ted to his medical acumen, he had become so
involved in the consideration of the subject as
to entirely forget that the horse he was driving
was a young and spirited animal, which he had
recently purchased in place of the old, steady,
and well-trained servant that had been his
trusted companion through many years of pro-
fessional visiting, and upon whose discretion he
had confidently relied. :

A loud, sudden, and most unexpected tattoo
upon a toy-drum, given gratis by a very juvenile
drummer, startled both the.horse and his driver.
The former reared for a moment upon his hind-
feet, then springing forward, shied suddenly
across the road, and, turning, struck the wheel
of the carriage against the stone-wall with such
violence as to tear off the wheel and upset the
vehicle, sending the astonished M.D. flying
through the air with a velocity as undesirable
as it was unusual to him; and his first distinct
consciousness was a confused finding of himself
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