

        

            

                

            

        




    

    




    [image: The cover of the recommended book]


An Imperative Duty



Howells, William Dean

9783849657529

184

Buy now and read (Advertising)

Mr. Howells' latest novel deserves and will receive wide reading. It deals with a problem which had found its way into American social life of his time: "How will a cultivated and beautiful woman feel if she discovers that she has a tinge of negro blood in her veins? How will other people, particularly her lover, feel and act?" Mr. Howells works out the problem with skill, on what seem to us sound lines of reasoning. 'An Imperative Duty' is so mature a work, and so good an example of the author's method, that it invites the closest scrutiny. It is written with his usual acuteness and cleverness, but with even more than his ordinary amount of self-consciousness. He is continually trying to say clever things, and he seems here a kind of intellectual conventionalist ; we feel that he would commit a minor crime rather than fail in the proper tone. As one reads he plants his feet as circumspectly as in threading his way in a crowded parlor where trains abound. One is exhausted in the effort to keep up to the author's intensely self-conscious key. It is too much like the brilliant persiflage of a dinner-party when everybody means more than he says and challenges his listeners to see the target at which he is really aiming. The glow and "fling" of high creative work are thus rendered impossible to the author, and the reader falls into a hyper-critical state of mind. Mr. Howells is at his best when describing distinctive American types. The cultivated Frenchman and the cultivated American are much more alike than are the Frenchman and the American on lower levels; and when a writer selects his characters from Beacon Street and the "Cours la Reine" he has less opportunity to be picturesque than when he deals with Hanover Street and the "Quartier Latin." Mr. Howells is an artist of the first order like Henry James. He works by rule, and the result is the product of high talent.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Blue Castle



Montgomery, Lucy Maud

9783988680495

360

Buy now and read (Advertising)

You'll be liable to shy off at that title and say: "No more 'glad' books for me! I'm growing up!" But you'll be making a big mistake if you do. "The Blue Castle" is grown-up, too. And aside from being poignantly human, it is almost poetically beautiful in parts. "Moonlight on birches in a silver thaw. Ragged shadows on windy evenings - torn, twisted, fantastic shadows. Great silences, austere and searching. Jeweled, barbaric hills, and icy-grey twilights, broken by snowsqualls. Doesn't that have twice the color, twice the beauty and rhythm that five sixths of the "verse libre" printed today attains? And the story is fascinating. It's about Valancy Stirling, who for the twenty-nine years of her life has been tied down by fear. Fear of criticism, fear of her mother, fear of her whole "tribe." And when she finds that she has only a year to live she breaks away; defies them all. She goes to the home of Roaring Abel, an old reprobate, and takes care of his daughter, a poor little waif with an illegitimate child. And she proposes marriage to Barney Snaith, a man about whom nothing is known but much is said. Then life starts for Valancy, and for the reader too; mystery, love, humor and pathos. And when you finish it, it leaves you with all the most delightful sensations - the thrill of first love; the splendor of mountains and trees; the feeling that God is very close when the sky is so blue.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Atlantis, The Antediluvian World



Donnelly, Ignatius

9783849644345

309

Buy now and read (Advertising)

This book created somewhat of a sensation in the literary and scientific world. Mr. Donnelly argues that Plato's story was true; that all the ancient civilizations of Europe and America radiated from this ancient kingdom, and that this is the reason we find pyramids, obelisks, and buildings almost Identically alike in Egypt, Mexico and Peru. Donnelly's statements and ample evidence deliver ample evidence for the existence of the continent of Atlants. This book is a must have for all folklorists and people, who are interested in the possible history of a famous nation.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


Roughing It



Twain, Mark

9783849643874

559

Buy now and read (Advertising)

"Roughing It" is another one of Mark Twain's chronicles of his wandering years, this one being the prequel to "Innocents Abroad." His adventures take place in the Wild West, Salt Lake City and even in Hawaii - among other places. He even enlists as a Confederate cavalryman for some time. The book is also a prolific example for Twain's excellent sense of humour.

Buy now and read (Advertising)




[image: The cover of the recommended book]


The Ministry Of Healing



White, Ellen Gould

9783849646424

356

Buy now and read (Advertising)

The Ministry of Healing, perhaps one of the best books ever written by Mrs. White, offers a wealth of information on the laws of life, how to cure diseases, how to stay healthy and how to heal the soul. It is important to understand the spiritual side of health, and this is where Mrs. White is the expert at. From the contents: Chapter 1 - Our Example Chapter 2 - Days of Ministry Chapter 3 - With Nature and With God Chapter 4 - The Touch of Faith Chapter 5 - Healing of the Soul Chapter 6 - Saved to Serve Chapter 7 - The Co-Working of the Divine and the Human Chapter 8 - The Physician, an Educator Chapter 9 - Teaching and Healing Chapter 10 - Helping the Tempted Chapter 11 - Working for the Intemperate Chapter 12 - Help for the Unemployed and the Homeless Chapter 13 - The Helpless Poor Chapter 14 - Ministry to the Rich ...

Buy now and read (Advertising)









 




 




 




The Landlord At Lion's Head




 




WILLIAM DEAN

HOWELLS




 




 




 

















 




 




 




The Landlord At Lion's Head, W. D. Howells




Jazzybee

Verlag Jürgen Beck




86450

Altenmünster, Loschberg 9




Deutschland




 




ISBN:

9783849657642




 




www.jazzybee-verlag.de




admin@jazzybee-verlag.de




 




 




 




 














CONTENTS:




Part I. 1




Bibliographical 1




I. 3




II. 6




III. 8




IV. 11




V. 15




VI. 17




VII. 20




VIII. 24




IX. 29




X. 34




XI. 40




XII. 45




XIII. 51




XIV. 56




XVI. 68




XVII. 73




XVIII. 77




XIX. 81




XX. 84




XXI. 90




XXII. 95




XIII. 99




XXIV. 103




XXV. 108




XXVI. 111




 




Part II. 116




XXVII. 116




XXVIII. 120




XXIX.. 127




XXX. 131




XXXI. 136




XXXII. 139




XXXIII. 145




XXXIV. 149




XXXV. 153




XXXVI. 158




XXXVII. 162




XXXVIII. 166




XXXIX.. 175




XL. 180




XLI. 184




XLII. 188




XLIII 198




XLIV.. 203




XLV. 209




XLVI 214




XLVII. 218




XLVIII 224




XLIX. 229




L. 236




LI. 243




LII. 248




LIII. 253




LIV. 259




LV.. 264


















 





Part I.





 




BIBLIOGRAPHICAL




 




In those dim recesses of the

consciousness where things have their beginning, if ever things have a

beginning, I suppose the origin of this novel may be traced to a fact of a

fortnight's sojourn on the western shore of lake Champlain in the summer of

1891. Across the water in the State of Vermont I had constantly before my eyes

a majestic mountain form which the earlier French pioneers had named “Le Lion

Couchant,” but which their plainer-minded Yankee successors preferred to call

“The Camel's Hump.” It really looked like a sleeping lion; the head was

especially definite; and when, in the course of some ten years, I found the

scheme for a story about a summer hotel which I had long meant to write, this

image suggested the name of 'The Landlord at Lion's Head.' I gave the title to

my unwritten novel at once and never wished to change it, but rejoiced in the

certainty that, whatever the novel turned out to be, the title could not be

better.




I began to write the story four

years later, when we were settled for the winter in our flat on Central Park,

and as I was a year in doing it, with other things, I must have taken the

unfinished manuscript to and from Magnolia, Massachusetts, and Long Beach, Long

Island, where I spent the following summer. It was first serialized in Harper's

Weekly and in the London Illustrated News, as well as in an Australian newspaper—I

forget which one; and it was published as a completed book in 1896.




I remember concerning it a very

becoming despair when, at a certain moment in it, I began to wonder what I was

driving at. I have always had such moments in my work, and if I cannot fitly

boast of them, I can at least own to them in freedom from the pride that goes

before a fall. My only resource at such times was to keep working; keep beating

harder and harder at the wall which seemed to close me in, till at last I broke

through into the daylight beyond. In this case, I had really such a very good

grip of my characters that I need not have had the usual fear of their failure

to work out their destiny. But even when the thing was done and I carried the

completed manuscript to my dear old friend, the late Henry Loomis Nelson, then

editor of the Weekly, it was in more fear of his judgment than I cared to show.

As often happened with my manuscript in such exigencies, it seemed to go all to

a handful of shrivelled leaves. When we met again and he accepted it for the

Weekly, with a handclasp of hearty welcome, I could scarcely gasp out my

unfeigned relief. We had talked the scheme of it over together; he had liked

the notion, and he easily made me believe, after my first dismay, that he liked

the result even better.




I myself liked the hero of the

tale more than I have liked worthier men, perhaps because I thought I had

achieved in him a true rustic New England type in contact with urban life under

entirely modern conditions. What seemed to me my esthetic success in him

possibly softened me to his ethical shortcomings; but I do not expect others to

share my weakness for Jeff Durgin, whose strong, rough surname had been waiting

for his personality ever since I had got it off the side of an ice-cart many

years before.




At the time the story was

imagined Harvard had been for four years much in the direct knowledge of the

author, and I pleased myself in realizing the hero's experience there from even

more intimacy with the university moods and manners than had supported me in

the studies of an earlier fiction dealing with them. I had not lived twelve

years in Cambridge without acquaintance such as even an elder man must make

with the undergraduate life; but it is only from its own level that this can be

truly learned, and I have always been ready to stand corrected by undergraduate

experience. Still, I have my belief that as a jay—the word may now be

obsolete—Jeff Durgin is not altogether out of drawing; though this is, of

course, the phase of his character which is one of the least important. What I

most prize in him, if I may go to the bottom of the inkhorn, is the realization

of that anti-Puritan quality which was always vexing the heart of Puritanism,

and which I had constantly felt one of the most interesting facts in my

observation of New England.




As for the sort of summer hotel

portrayed in these pages, it was materialized from an acquaintance with summer

hotels extending over quarter of a century, and scarcely to be surpassed if

paralleled. I had a passion for knowing about them and understanding their

operation which I indulged at every opportunity, and which I remember was

satisfied as to every reasonable detail at one of the pleasantest seaside

hostelries by one of the most intelligent and obliging of landlords. Yet,

hotels for hotels, I was interested in those of the hills rather than those of

the shores.




I worked steadily if not rapidly

at the story. Often I went back over it, and tore it to pieces and put it

together again. It made me feel at times as if I should never learn my trade,

but so did every novel I have written; every novel, in fact, has been a new

trade. In, the case of this one the publishers were hurrying me in the revision

for copy to give the illustrator, who was hurrying his pictures for the English

and Australian serializations.




KITTERY POINT, MAINE, July, 1909.
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If you looked at the mountain

from the west, the line of the summit was wandering and uncertain, like that of

most mountain-tops; but, seen from the east, the mass of granite showing above

the dense forests of the lower slopes had the form of a sleeping lion. The

flanks and haunches were vaguely distinguished from the mass; but the mighty

head, resting with its tossed mane upon the vast paws stretched before it, was

boldly sculptured against the sky. The likeness could not have been more

perfect, when you had it in profile, if it had been a definite intention of

art; and you could travel far north and far south before the illusion vanished.

In winter the head was blotted by the snows; and sometimes the vagrant clouds

caught upon it and deformed it, or hid it, at other seasons; but commonly,

after the last snow went in the spring until the first snow came in the fall,

the Lion's Head was a part of the landscape, as imperative and importunate as

the Great Stone Face itself.




Long after other parts of the

hill country were opened to summer sojourn, the region of Lion's Head remained

almost primitively solitary and savage. A stony mountain road followed the bed

of the torrent that brawled through the valley at its base, and at a certain

point a still rougher lane climbed from the road along the side of the opposite

height to a lonely farm-house pushed back on a narrow shelf of land, with a

meagre acreage of field and pasture broken out of the woods that clothed all

the neighboring steeps. The farm-house level commanded the best view of Lion's

Head, and the visitors always mounted to it, whether they came on foot, or

arrived on buckboards or in buggies, or drove up in the Concord stages from the

farther and nearer hotels. The drivers of the coaches rested their horses

there, and watered them from the spring that dripped into the green log at the

barn; the passengers scattered about the door-yard to look at the Lion's Head, to

wonder at it and mock at it, according to their several makes and moods. They

could scarcely have felt that they ever had a welcome from the stalwart,

handsome woman who sold them milk, if they wanted it, and small cakes of maple

sugar if they were very strenuous for something else. The ladies were not able

to make much of her from the first; but some of them asked her if it were not

rather lonely there, and she said that when you heard the catamounts scream at

night, and the bears growl in the spring, it did seem lonesome. When one of

them declared that if she should hear a catamount scream or a bear growl she

should die, the woman answered, Well, she presumed we must all die some time.

But the ladies were not sure of a covert slant in her words, for they were

spoken with the same look she wore when she told them that the milk was five

cents a glass, and the black maple sugar three cents a cake. She did not change

when she owned upon their urgence that the gaunt man whom they glimpsed around

the corners of the house was her husband, and the three lank boys with him were

her sons; that the children whose faces watched them through the writhing window

panes were her two little girls; that the urchin who stood shyly twisted, all

but his white head and sunburned face, into her dress and glanced at them with

a mocking blue eye, was her youngest, and that he was three years old. With

like coldness of voice and face, she assented to their conjecture that the

space walled off in the farther corner of the orchard was the family burial

ground; and she said, with no more feeling that the ladies could see than she

had shown concerning the other facts, that the graves they saw were those of

her husband's family and of the children she had lost there had been ten

children, and she had lost four. She did not visibly shrink from the pursuit of

the sympathy which expressed itself in curiosity as to the sickness they had

died of; the ladies left her with the belief that they had met a character, and

she remained with the conviction, briefly imparted to her husband, that they

were tonguey.




The summer folks came more and

more, every year, with little variance in the impression on either side. When

they told her that her maple sugar would sell better if the cake had an image

of Lion's Head stamped on it, she answered that she got enough of Lion's Head

without wanting to see it on all the sugar she made. But the next year the

cakes bore a rude effigy of Lion's Head, and she said that one of her boys had

cut the stamp out with his knife; she now charged five cents a cake for the

sugar, but her manner remained the same. It did not change when the

excursionists drove away, and the deep silence native to the place fell after

their chatter. When a cock crew, or a cow lowed, or a horse neighed, or one of

the boys shouted to the cattle, an echo retorted from the granite base of

Lion's Head, and then she had all the noise she wanted, or, at any rate, all

the noise there was most of the time. Now and then a wagon passed on the stony

road by the brook in the valley, and sent up its clatter to the farm-house on

its high shelf, but there was scarcely another break from the silence except

when the coaching-parties came.




The continuous clash and rush of

the brook was like a part of the silence, as the red of the farm-house and the

barn was like a part of the green of the fields and woods all round them: the

black-green of pines and spruces, the yellow-green of maples and birches, dense

to the tops of the dreary hills, and breaking like a bated sea around the

Lion's Head. The farmer stooped at his work, with a thin, inward-curving chest,

but his wife stood straight at hers; and she had a massive beauty of figure and

a heavily moulded regularity of feature that impressed such as had eyes to see

her grandeur among the summer folks. She was forty when they began to come, and

an ashen gray was creeping over the reddish heaps of her hair, like the pallor

that overlies the crimson of the autumnal oak. She showed her age earlier than

most fair people, but since her marriage at eighteen she had lived long in the

deaths of the children she had lost. They were born with the taint of their

father's family, and they withered from their cradles. The youngest boy alone;

of all her brood, seemed to have inherited her health and strength. The rest as

they grew up began to cough, as she had heard her husband's brothers and

sisters cough, and then she waited in hapless patience the fulfilment of their

doom. The two little girls whose faces the ladies of the first coaching-party

saw at the farm-house windows had died away from them; two of the lank boys had

escaped, and in the perpetual exile of California and Colorado had saved

themselves alive. Their father talked of going, too, but ten years later he

still dragged himself spectrally about the labors of the farm, with the same

cough at sixty which made his oldest son at twenty-nine look scarcely younger

than himself.


















 




II.




 




One soft noon in the middle of

August the farmer came in from the corn-field that an early frost had blighted,

and told his wife that they must give it up. He said, in his weak, hoarse

voice, with the catarrhal catching in it, that it was no use trying to make a

living on the farm any longer. The oats had hardly been worth cutting, and now

the corn was gone, and there was not hay enough without it to winter the stock;

if they got through themselves they would have to live on potatoes. Have a vendue,

and sell out everything before the snow flew, and let the State take the farm

and get what it could for it, and turn over the balance that was left after the

taxes; the interest of the savings-bank mortgage would soon eat that up.




The long, loose cough took him,

and another cough answered it like an echo from the barn, where his son was

giving the horses their feed. The mild, wan-eyed young man came round the

corner presently toward the porch where his father and mother were sitting, and

at the same moment a boy came up the lane to the other corner; there were

sixteen years between the ages of the brothers, who alone were left of the

children born into and borne out of the house. The young man waited till they

were within whispering distance of each other, and then he gasped: “Where you

been?”




The boy answered, promptly, “None

your business,” and went up the steps before the young man, with a lop-eared,

liver-colored mongrel at his heels. He pulled off his ragged straw hat and

flung it on the floor of the porch. “Dinner over?” he demanded.




His father made no answer; his

mother looked at the boy's hands and face, all of much the same earthen cast,

up to the eaves of his thatch of yellow hair, and said: “You go and wash

yourself.” At a certain light in his mother's eye, which he caught as he passed

into the house with his dog, the boy turned and cut a defiant caper. The oldest

son sat down on the bench beside his father, and they all looked in silence at

the mountain before them. They heard the boy whistling behind the house, with

sputtering and blubbering noises, as if he were washing his face while he

whistled; and then they heard him singing, with a muffled sound, and sharp

breaks from the muffled sound, as if he were singing into the towel; he shouted

to his dog and threatened him, and the scuffling of his feet came to them

through all as if he were dancing.




“Been after them woodchucks

ag'in,” his father huskily suggested.




“I guess so,” said the mother.

The brother did not speak; he coughed vaguely, and let his head sink forward.




The father began a statement of

his affairs.




The mother said: “You don't want

to go into that; we been all over it before. If it's come to the pinch, now,

it's come. But you want to be sure.”




The man did not answer directly.

“If we could sell off now and get out to where Jim is in Californy, and get a

piece of land—” He stopped, as if confronted with some difficulty which he had

met before, but had hoped he might not find in his way this time.




His wife laughed grimly. “I

guess, if the truth was known, we're too poor to get away.”




“We're poor,” he whispered back.

He added, with a weak obstinacy: “I d'know as we're as poor as that comes to. The

things would fetch something.”




“Enough to get us out there, and

then we should be on Jim's hands,” said the woman.




“We should till spring, maybe. I

d'know as I want to face another winter here, and I d'know as Jackson does.”




The young man gasped back, courageously:

“I guess I can get along here well enough.”




“It's made Jim ten years younger.

That's what he said,” urged the father.




The mother smiled as grimly as

she had laughed. “I don't believe it 'll make you ten years richer, and that's

what you want.”




“I don't believe but what we

should ha' done something with the place by spring. Or the State would,” the

father said, lifelessly.




The voice of the boy broke in

upon them from behind. “Say, mother, a'n't you never goin' to have dinner?” He

was standing in the doorway, with a startling cleanness of the hands and face,

and a strange, wet sleekness of the hair. His clothes were bedrabbled down the

front with soap and water.




His mother rose and went toward

him; his father and brother rose like apparitions, and slanted after her at one

angle.




“Say,” the boy called again to

his mother, “there comes a peddler.” He pointed down the road at the figure of

a man briskly ascending the lane toward the house, with a pack on his back and

some strange appendages dangling from it.




The woman did not look round;

neither of the men looked round; they all kept on in-doors, and she said to the

boy, as she passed him: “I got no time to waste on peddlers. You tell him we

don't want anything.”




The boy waited for the figure on

the lane to approach. It was the figure of a young man, who slung his burden

lightly from his shoulders when he arrived, and then stood looking at the boy,

with his foot planted on the lowermost tread of the steps climbing from the

ground to the porch.


















 




III.




 




The boy must have permitted these

advances that he might inflict the greater disappointment when he spoke. “We

don't want anything,” he said, insolently.




“Don't you?” the stranger

returned. “I do. I want dinner. Go in and tell your mother, and then show me where

I can wash my hands.”




The bold ease of the stranger

seemed to daunt the boy, and he stood irresolute. His dog came round the corner

of the house at the first word of the parley, and, while his master was making

up his mind what to do, he smelled at the stranger's legs. “Well, you can't

have any dinner,” said the boy, tentatively. The dog raised the bristles on his

neck, and showed his teeth with a snarl. The stranger promptly kicked him in

the jaw, and the dog ran off howling. “Come here, sir!” the boy called to him,

but the dog vanished round the house with a fading yelp.




“Now, young man,” said the

stranger, “will you go and do as you're bid? I'm ready to pay for my dinner,

and you can say so.” The boy stared at him, slowly taking in the facts of his costume,

with eyes that climbed from the heavy shoes up the legs of his thick-ribbed

stockings and his knickerbockers, past the pleats and belt of his Norfolk

jacket, to the red neckcloth tied under the loose collar of his flannel

outing-shirt, and so by his face, with its soft, young beard and its quiet

eyes, to the top of his braidless, bandless slouch hat of soft felt. It was one

of the earliest costumes of the kind that had shown itself in the hill country,

and it was altogether new to the boy. “Come,” said the wearer of it, “don't

stand on the order of your going, but go at once,” and he sat down on the steps

with his back to the boy, who heard these strange terms of command with a face

of vague envy.




The noonday sunshine lay in a

thin, silvery glister on the slopes of the mountain before them, and in the

brilliant light the colossal forms of the Lion's Head were prismatically

outlined against the speckless sky. Through the silvery veil there burned here

and there on the densely wooded acclivities the crimson torch of a maple,

kindled before its time, but everywhere else there was the unbroken green of

the forest, subdued to one tone of gray. The boy heard the stranger fetch his

breath deeply, and then expel it in a long sigh, before he could bring himself

to obey an order that seemed to leave him without the choice of disobedience.

He came back and found the stranger as he had left him. “Come on, if you want

your dinner,” he said; and the stranger rose and looked at him.




“What's your name?” he asked.




“Thomas Jefferson Durgin.”




“Well, Thomas Jefferson Durgin,

will you show me the way to the pump and bring a towel along?”




“Want to wash?”




“I haven't changed my mind.”




“Come along, then.” The boy made

a movement as if to lead the way indoors; the stranger arrested him.




“Here. Take hold of this and put

it out of the rush of travel somewhere.” He lifted his burden from where he had

dropped it in the road and swung it toward the boy, who ran down the steps and

embraced it. As he carried it toward a corner of the porch he felt of the

various shapes and materials in it.




Then he said, “Come on!” again,

and went before the guest through the dim hall running midway of the house to

the door at the rear. He left him on a narrow space of stone flagging there,

and ran with a tin basin to the spring at the barn and brought it back to him

full of the cold water.




“Towel,” he said, pulling at the

family roller inside the little porch at the door; and he watched the stranger

wash his hands and face, and then search for a fresh place on the towel.




Before the stranger had finished

the father and the elder brother came out, and, after an ineffectual attempt to

salute him, slanted away to the barn together. The woman, in-doors, was more successful,

when he found her in the dining-room, where the boy showed him. The table was

set for him alone, and it affected him as if the family had been hurried away

from it that he might have it to himself. Everything was very simple: the iron

forks had two prongs; the knives bone handles; the dull glass was pressed; the

heavy plates and cups were white, but so was the cloth, and all were clean. The

woman brought in a good boiled dinner of corned-beef, potatoes, turnips, and

carrots from the kitchen, and a teapot, and said something about having kept

them hot on the stove for him; she brought him a plate of biscuit fresh from

the oven; then she said to the boy, “You come out and have your dinner with me,

Jeff,” and left the guest to make his meal unmolested.




The room was square, with two

north windows that looked down the lane he had climbed to the house. An open

door led into the kitchen in an ell, and a closed door opposite probably gave

access to a parlor or a ground-floor chamber. The windows were darkened down to

the lower sash by green paper shades; the walls were papered in a pattern of

brown roses; over the chimney hung a large picture, a life-size pencil-drawing

of two little girls, one slightly older and slightly larger than the other,

each with round eyes and precise ringlets, and with her hand clasped in the

other's hand.




The guest seemed helpless to take

his gaze from it, and he sat fallen back in his chair at it when the woman came

in with a pie.




“Thank you, I believe I don't

want any dessert,” he said. “The fact is, the dinner was so good that I haven't

left any room for pie. Are those your children?”




“Yes,” said the woman, looking up

at the picture with the pie in her hand. “They're the last two I lost.”




“Oh, excuse me—” the guest began.




“It's the way they appear in the

spirit life. It's a spirit picture.”




“Oh, I thought there was

something strange about it.”




“Well, it's a good deal like the

photograph we had taken about a year before they died. It's a good likeness.

They say they don't change a great deal at first.”




She seemed to refer the point to

him for his judgment, but he answered wide of it:




“I came up here to paint your

mountain, if you don't mind, Mrs. Durgin-Lion's Head, I mean.”




“Oh yes. Well, I don't know as we

could stop you if you wanted to take it away.” A spare glimmer lighted up her

face.




The painter rejoined in kind:

“The town might have something to say, I suppose.”




“Not if you was to leave a good

piece of intervale in place of it. We've got mountains to spare.”




“Well, then, that's arranged.

What about a week's board?”




“I guess you can stay if you're

satisfied.”




“I'll be satisfied if I can stay.

How much do you want?”




The woman looked down, probably

with an inward anxiety between the fear of asking too much and the folly of

asking too little. She said, tentatively: “Some of the folks that come over

from the hotels say they pay as much as twenty dollars a week.”




“But you don't expect hotel

prices?”




“I don't know as I do. We've

never had anybody before.”




The stranger relaxed the frown he

had put on at the greed of her suggestion; it might have come from ignorance or

mere innocence. “I'm in the habit of paying five dollars for farm board, where

I stay several weeks. What do you say to seven for a single week?”




“I guess that 'll do,” said the

woman, and she went out with the pie, which she had kept in her hand.


















 




IV.




 




The

painter went round to the front of the house and walked up and down before it

for different points of view. He ran down the lane some way, and then came back

and climbed to the sloping field behind the barn, where he could look at Lion's

Head over the roof of the house. He tried an open space in the orchard, where

he backed against the wall enclosing the little burial-ground. He looked round

at it without seeming to see it, and then went back to the level where the

house stood. “This is the place,” he said to himself. But the boy, who had been

lurking after him, with the dog lurking at, his own heels in turn, took the

words as a proffer of conversation.




“I

thought you'd come to it,” he sneered.




“Did

you?” asked the painter, with a smile for the unsatisfied grudge in the boy's

tone. “Why didn't you tell me sooner?”




The

boy looked down, and apparently made up his mind to wait until something

sufficiently severe should come to him for a retort. “Want I should help you

get your things?” he asked, presently.




“Why,

yes,” said the painter, with a glance of surprise. “I shall be much obliged for

a lift.” He started toward the porch where his burden lay, and the boy ran

before him. They jointly separated the knapsack from the things tied to it, and

the painter let the boy carry the easel and campstool which developed

themselves from their folds and hinges, and brought the colors and canvas

himself to the spot he had chosen. The boy looked at the tag on the easel after

it was placed, and read the name on it—Jere Westover. “That's a funny name.”




“I'm

glad it amuses you,” said the owner of it.




Again

the boy cast down his eyes discomfited, and seemed again resolving silently to

bide his time and watch for another chance.




Westover

forgot him in the fidget he fell into, trying this and that effect, with his

head slanted one way and then slanted the other, his hand held up to shut out

the mountain below the granite mass of Lion's Head, and then changed to cut off

the sky above; and then both hands lifted in parallel to confine the picture.

He made some tentative scrawls on his canvas in charcoal, and he wasted so much

time that the light on the mountain-side began to take the rich tone of the

afternoon deepening to evening. A soft flush stole into it; the sun dipped

behind the top south of the mountain, and Lion's Head stood out against the intense

clearness of the west, which began to be flushed with exquisite suggestions of

violet and crimson.




“Good

Lord!” said Westover; and he flew at his colors and began to paint. He had got

his canvas into such a state that he alone could have found it much more

intelligible than his palette, when he heard the boy saying, over his shoulder:

“I don't think that looks very much like it.” He had last been aware of the boy

sitting at the grassy edge of the lane, tossing small bits of earth and pebble

across to his dog, which sat at the other edge and snapped at them. Then he

lost consciousness of him. He answered, dreamily, while he found a tint he was

trying for with his brush: “Perhaps you don't know.” He was so sure of his

effect that the popular censure speaking in the boy's opinion only made him

happier in it.




“I

know what I see,” said the boy.




“I

doubt it,” said Westover, and then he lost consciousness of him again. He was

rapt deep and far into the joy of his work, and had no thought but for that,

and for the dim question whether it would be such another day to-morrow, with

that light again on Lion's Head, when he was at last sensible of a noise that

he felt he must have been hearing some time without noting it. It was a

lamentable, sound of screaming, as of some one in mortal terror, mixed with

wild entreaties. “Oh, don't, Jeff! Oh, don't, don't, don't! Oh, please! Oh, do

let us be! Oh, Jeff, don't!”




Westover

looked round bewildered, and not able, amid the clamor of the echoes, to make

out where the cries came from. Then, down at the point where the lane joined

the road to the southward and the road lost itself in the shadow of a woodland,

he saw the boy leaping back and forth across the track, with his dog beside

him; he was shouting and his dog barking furiously; those screams and

entreaties came from within the shadow. Westover plunged down the lane headlong,

with a speed that gathered at each bound, and that almost flung him on his face

when he reached the level where the boy and the dog were dancing back and forth

across the road. Then he saw, crouching in the edge of the wood, a little girl,

who was uttering the appeals he had heard, and clinging to her, with a face of

frantic terror, a child of five or six years; her cries had grown hoarse, and

had a hard, mechanical action as they followed one another. They were really in

no danger, for the boy held his dog tight by his collar, and was merely

delighting himself with their terror.




The

painter hurled himself upon him, and, with a quick grip upon his collar, gave

him half a dozen flat-handed blows wherever he could plant them and then flung

him reeling away.




“You

infernal little ruffian!” he roared at him; and the sound of his voice was

enough for the dog; he began to scale the hill-side toward the house without a

moment's stay.




The

children still crouched together, and Westover could hardly make them understand

that they were in his keeping when he bent over them and bade them not be

frightened. The little girl set about wiping the child's eyes on her apron in a

motherly fashion; her own were dry enough, and Westover fancied there was more

of fury than of fright in her face. She seemed lost to any sense of his

presence, and kept on talking fiercely to herself, while she put the little boy

in order, like an indignant woman.




“Great,

mean, ugly thing! I'll tell the teacher on him, that's what I will, as soon as

ever school begins. I'll see if he can come round with that dog of his scaring

folks! I wouldn't 'a' been a bit afraid if it hadn't 'a' been for Franky. Don't

cry any more, Franky. Don't you see they're gone? I presume he thinks it smart

to scare a little boy and a girl. If I was a boy once, I'd show him!”




She

made no sign of gratitude to Westover: as far as any recognition from her was

concerned, his intervention was something as impersonal as if it had been a

thunder-bolt falling upon her enemies from the sky.




“Where

do you live?” he asked. “I'll go home with you if you'll tell me where you

live.”




She

looked up at him in a daze, and Westover heard the Durgin boy saying: “She

lives right there in that little wood-colored house at the other end of the

lane. There ain't no call to go home with her.”




Westover

turned and saw the boy kneeling at the edge of a clump of bushes, where he must

have struck; he was rubbing, with a tuft of grass, at the dirt ground into the

knees of his trousers.




The

little, girl turned hawkishly upon him. “Not for anything you can do, Jeff

Durgin!”




The

boy did not answer.




“There!”

she said, giving a final pull and twitch to the dress of her brother, and

taking him by the hand tenderly. “Now, come right along, Franky.”




“Let

me have your other hand,” said Westover, and, with the little boy between them,

they set off toward the point where the lane joined the road on the northward.

They had to pass the bushes where Jeff Durgin was crouching, and the little

girl turned and made a face at him. “Oh, oh! I don't think I should have done

that,” said Westover.




“I

don't care!” said the little girl. But she said, in explanation and partial

excuse: “He tries to scare all the girls. I'll let him know 't he can't scare

one!”




Westover

looked up toward the Durgin house with a return of interest in the canvas he

had left in the lane on the easel. Nothing had happened to it. At the door of

the barn he saw the farmer and his eldest son slanting forward and staring down

the hill at the point he had come from. Mrs. Durgin was looking out from the

shelter of the porch, and she turned and went in with Jeff's dog at her skirts

when Westover came in sight with the children.


















 




V.




 




Westover had his tea with the

family, but nothing was said or done to show that any of them resented or even

knew of what had happened to the boy from him. Jeff himself seemed to have no

grudge. He went out with Westover, when the meal was ended, and sat on the

steps of the porch with him, watching the painter watch the light darken on the

lonely heights and in the lonely depths around. Westover smoked a pipe, and the

fire gleamed and smouldered in it regularly with his breathing; the boy, on a

lower' step, pulled at the long ears of his dog and gazed up at him.




They were both silent till the

painter asked: “What do you do here when you're not trying to scare little

children to death?”




The boy hung his head and said,

with the effect of excusing a long arrears of uselessness: “I'm goin' to school

as soon as it commences.”




“There's one branch of your

education that I should like to undertake if I ever saw you at a thing like

that again. Don't you feel ashamed of yourself?”




The boy pulled so hard at the

dog's ear that the dog gave a faint yelp of protest.




“They might 'a' seen that I had

him by the collar. I wa'n't a-goin' to let go.”




“Well, the next time I have you

by the collar I won't let go, either,” said the painter; but he felt an

inadequacy in his threat, and he imagined a superfluity, and he made some haste

to ask: “who are they?”




“Whitwell is their name. They

live in that little house where you took them. Their father's got a piece of

land on Zion's Head that he's clearin' off for the timber. Their mother's dead,

and Cynthy keeps house. She's always makin' up names and faces,” added the boy.

“She thinks herself awful smart. That Franky's a perfect cry-baby.”




“Well, upon my word! You are a

little ruffian,” said Westover, and he knocked the ashes out of his pipe. “The

next time you meet that poor little creature you tell her that I think you're

about the shabbiest chap I know, and that I hope the teacher will begin where I

left off with you and not leave blackguard enough in you to—”




He stopped for want of a fitting

figure, and the boy said: “I guess the teacher won't touch me.”




Westover rose, and the boy flung

his dog away from him with his foot. “Want I should show you where to sleep?”




“Yes,” said Westover, and the boy

hulked in before him, vanishing into the dark of the interior, and presently

appeared with a lighted hand-lamp. He led the way upstairs to a front room

looking down upon the porch roof and over toward Zion's Head, which Westover

could see dimly outlined against the night sky, when he lifted the edge of the

paper shade and peered out.




The room was neat, with greater

comfort in its appointments than he hoped for. He tried the bed, and found it

hard, but of straw, and not the feathers he had dreaded; while the boy looked

into the water-pitcher to see if it was full; and then went out without any

form of goodnight.




Westover would have expected to

wash in a tin basin at the back door, and wipe on the family towel, but all the

means of toilet, such as they were, he found at hand here, and a surprise which

he had felt at a certain touch in the cooking renewed itself at the intelligent

arrangements for his comfort. A secondary quilt was laid across the foot of his

bed; his window-shade was pulled down, and, though the window was shut and the

air stuffy within, there was a sense of cleanliness in everything which was not

at variance with the closeness.




The bed felt fresh when he got

into it, and the sweet breath of the mountains came in so cold through the sash

he had lifted that he was glad to pull the secondary quilt up over him. He

heard the clock tick in some room below; from another quarter came the muffled

sound of coughing; but otherwise the world was intensely still, and he slept

deep and long.


















 




VI.




 




The men folks had finished their

breakfast and gone to their farm-work hours before Westover came down to his

breakfast, but the boy seemed to be of as much early leisure as himself, and

was lounging on the threshold of the back door, with his dog in waiting upon

him. He gave the effect of yesterday's cleanliness freshened up with more

recent soap and water. At the moment Westover caught sight of him, he heard his

mother calling to him from the kitchen, “Well, now, come in and get your

breakfast, Jeff,” and the boy called to Westover, in turn, “I'll tell her

you're here,” as he rose and came in-doors. “I guess she's got your breakfast

for you.”




Mrs. Durgin brought the breakfast

almost as soon as Westover had found his way to the table, and she lingered as

if for some expression of his opinion upon it. The biscuit and the butter were

very good, and he said so; the eggs were fresh, and the hash from yesterday's

corned-beef could not have been better, and he praised them; but he was silent

about the coffee.




“It a'n't very good,” she

suggested.




“Why,

I'm used to making my own coffee; I lived so long in a country where it's

nearly the whole of breakfast that I got into the habit of it, and I always

carry my little machine with me; but I don't like to bring it out, unless—”




“Unless you can't stand the other

folks's,” said the woman, with a humorous gleam. “Well, you needn't mind me. I

want you should have good coffee, and I guess I a'n't too old to learn, if you

want to show me. Our folks don't care for it much; they like tea; and I kind of

got out of the way of it. But at home we had to have it.” She explained, to his

inquiring glance.




“My father kept the tavern on the

old road to St. Albans, on the other side of Lion's Head. That's where I always

lived till I married here.”




“Oh,” said Westover, and he felt

that she had proudly wished to account for a quality which she hoped he had

noticed in her cooking. He thought she might be going to tell him something

more of herself, but she only said, “Well, any time you want to show me your

way of makin' coffee,” and went out of the room.




That evening, which was the close

of another flawless day, he sat again watching the light outside, when he saw

her come into the hallway with a large shade-lamp in her hand. She stopped at

the door of a room he had not seen yet, and looked out at him to ask:




“Won't you come in and set in the

parlor if you want to?”




He found her there when he came

in, and her two sons with her; the younger was sleepily putting away some

school-books, and the elder seemed to have been helping him with his lessons.




“He's got to begin school next

week,” she said to Westover; and at the preparations the other now began to

make with a piece of paper and a planchette which he had on the table before

him, she asked, in the half-mocking, half-deprecating way which seemed

characteristic of her: “You believe any in that?”




“I don't know that I've ever seen

it work,” said the painter.




“Well, sometimes it won't work,”

she returned, altogether mockingly now, and sat holding her shapely hands, which

were neither so large nor so rough as they might have been, across her middle

and watching her son while the machine pushed about under his palm, and he bent

his wan eyes upon one of the oval-framed photographs on the wall, as if rapt in

a supernal vision. The boy stared drowsily at the planchette, jerking this way

and that, and making abrupt starts and stops. At last the young man lifted his

palm from it, and put it aside to study the hieroglyphics it had left on the

paper.




“What's it say?” asked his mother.




The young man whispered: “I can't

seem to make out very clear. I guess I got to take a little time to it,” he

added, leaning back wearily in his chair. “Ever seen much of the

manifestations?” he gasped at Westover.




“Never any, before,” said the

painter, with a leniency for the invalid which he did not feel for his belief.




The young man tried for his

voice, and found enough of it to say: “There's a trance medium over at the

Huddle. Her control says 't I can develop into a writin' medium.” He seemed to

refer the fact as a sort of question to Westover, who could think of nothing to

say but that it must be very interesting to feel that one had such a power.




“I guess he don't know he's got

it yet,” his mother interposed. “And planchette don't seem to know, either.”




“We ha'n't given it a fair trial

yet,” said the young man, impartially, almost impassively.




“Wouldn't you like to see it do

some of your sums, Jeff?” said the mother to the drowsy boy, blinking in a

corner. “You better go to bed.”




The elder brother rose. “I guess

I'll go, too.”




The father had not joined their

circle in the parlor, now breaking up by common consent.




Mrs. Durgin took up her lamp

again and looked round on the appointments of the room, as if she wished

Westover to note them, too: the drab wallpaper, the stiff chairs, the long,

hard sofa in haircloth, the high bureau of mahogany veneer.




“You can come in here and set or

lay down whenever you feel like it,” she said. “We use it more than folks

generally, I presume; we got in the habit, havin' it open for funerals.”


















 




VII.




 




Four or five days of perfect

weather followed one another, and Westover worked hard at his picture in the

late afternoon light he had chosen for it. In the morning he tramped through

the woods and climbed the hills with Jeff Durgin, who seemed never to do

anything about the farm, and had a leisure unbroken by anything except a rare

call from his mother to help her in the house. He built the kitchen fire, and

got the wood for it; he picked the belated pease and the early beans in the

garden, and shelled them; on the Monday when the school opened he did a share

of the family wash, which seemed to have been begun before daylight, and

Westover saw him hanging out the clothes before he started off with his books.

He suffered no apparent loss of self-respect in these employments, and, while

he still had his days free, he put himself at Westover's disposal with an

effect of unimpaired equality. He had expected, evidently, that Westover would

want to fish or shoot, or at least join him in the hunt for woodchucks, which

he still carried on with abated zeal for lack of his company when the painter

sat down to sketch certain bits that struck him. When he found that Westover

cared for nothing in the way of sport, as people commonly understand it, he did

not openly contemn him. He helped him get the flowers he studied, and he

learned to know true mushrooms from him, though he did not follow his teaching

in eating the toadstools, as his mother called them, when they brought them

home to be cooked.




If it could not be said that he

shared the affection which began to grow up in Westover from their companionship,

there could be no doubt of the interest he took in him, though it often seemed

the same critical curiosity which appeared in the eye of his dog when it dwelt

upon the painter. Fox had divined in his way that Westover was not only not to

be molested, but was to be respectfully tolerated, yet no gleam of kindness

ever lighted up his face at sight of the painter; he never wagged his tail in

recognition of him; he simply recognized him and no more, and he remained

passive under Westover's advances, which he had the effect of covertly

referring to Jeff, when the boy was by, for his approval or disapproval; when

he was not by, the dog's manner implied a reservation of opinion until the

facts could be submitted to his master.




On the Saturday morning which was

the last they were to have together, the three comrades had strayed from the

vague wood road along one of the unexpected levels on the mountain slopes, and

had come to a standstill in a place which the boy pretended not to know his way

out of. Westover doubted him, for he had found that Jeff liked to give himself

credit for woodcraft by discovering an escape from the depths of trackless

wildernesses.




“I guess you know where we are,”

he suggested.




“No, honestly,” said the boy; but

he grinned, and Westover still doubted him.




“Hark! What's that?” he said,

hushing further speech from him with a motion of his hand. It was the sound of

an axe.




“Oh, I know where we are,” said

Jeff. “It's that Canuck chopping in Whitwell's clearing. Come along.”




He led the way briskly down the

mountain-side now, stopping from time to time and verifying his course by the

sound of the axe. This came and went, and by-and-by it ceased altogether, and

Jeff crept forward with a real or feigned uncertainty. Suddenly he stopped. A

voice called, “Heigh, there!” and the boy turned and fled, crashing through the

underbrush at a tangent, with his dog at his heels.




Westover looked after them, and

then came forward. A lank figure of a man at the foot of a poplar, which he had

begun to fell, stood waiting him, one hand on his axe-helve and the other on

his hip. There was the scent of freshly smitten bark and sap-wood in the air;

the ground was paved with broad, clean chips.




“Good-morning,” said Westover.




“How are you?” returned the

other, without moving or making any sign of welcome for a moment. But then he

lifted his axe and struck it into the carf on the tree, and came to meet

Westover.




As he advanced he held out his

hand. “Oh, you're the one that stopped that fellow that day when he was tryin'

to scare my children. Well, I thought I should run across you some time.” He

shook hands with Westover, in token of the gratitude which did not express

itself in words. “How are you? Treat you pretty well up at the Durgins'? I

guess so. The old woman knows how to cook, anyway. Jackson's about the best o'

the lot above ground, though I don't know as I know very much against the old

man, either. But that boy! I declare I 'most feel like takin' the top of his

head off when he gets at his tricks. Set down.”




Whitwell, as Westover divined the

man to be, took a seat himself on a high stump, which suited his length of leg,

and courteously waved Westover to a place on the log in front of him. A long,

ragged beard of brown, with lines of gray in it, hung from his chin and mounted

well up on his thin cheeks toward his friendly eyes. His mustache lay sunken on

his lip, which had fallen in with the loss of his upper teeth. From the lower

jaw a few incisors showed at this slant and that as he talked.




“Well, well!” he said, with the

air of wishing the talk to go on, but without having anything immediately to

offer himself.




Westover said, “Thank you,” as he

dropped on the log, and Whitwell added, relentingly: “I don't suppose a

fellow's so much to blame, if he's got the devil in him, as what the devil is.”




He referred the point with a

twinkle of his eyes to Westover, who said: “It's always a question, of course,

whether it's the devil. It may be original sin with the fellow himself.”




“Well, that's something so,” said

Whitwell, with pleasure in the distinction rather than assent. “But I guess it

ain't original sin in the boy. Got it from his gran'father pootty straight, I

should say, and maybe the old man had it secondhand. Ha'd to say just where so

much cussedness gits statted.”




“His father's father?” asked

Westover, willing to humor Whitwell's evident wish to philosophize the Durgins'

history.




“Mother's. He kept the old tavern

stand on the west side of Lion's Head, on the St. Albans Road, and I guess he

kept a pootty good house in the old times when the stages stopped with him.

Ever noticed how a man on the mean side in politics always knows how to keep a

hotel? Well, it's something curious. If there was ever a mean side to any

question, old Mason was on it. My folks used to live around there, and I can

remember when I was a boy hangin' around the bar-room nights hearin' him argue

that colored folks had no souls; and along about the time the fugitive-slave

law was passed the folks pootty near run him out o' town for puttin' the United

States marshal on the scent of a fellow that was breakin' for Canada. Well, it

was just so when the war come. It was known for a fact that he was in with them

Secesh devils up over the line that was plannin' a raid into Vermont in '63.

He'd got pootty low down by that time; railroads took off all the travel;

tavern 'd got to be a regular doggery; old man always drank some, I guess. That

was a good while after his girl had married Durgin. He was dead against it, and

it broke him up consid'able when she would have him: Well, one night the old

stand burnt up and him in it, and neither of 'em insured.”




Whitwell laughed with a pleasure

in his satire which gave the monuments in his lower jaw a rather sinister

action. But, as if he felt a rebuke in Westover's silence, he added: “There

ain't anything against Mis' Durgin. She's done her part, and she's had more

than her share of hard knocks. If she was tough, to sta't with, she's had blows

enough to meller her. But that's the way I account for the boy. I s'pose—I'd

oughtn't to feel the way I do about him, but he's such a pest to the whole

neighborhood that he'd have the most pop'la' fune'l. Well, I guess I've said

enough. I'm much obliged to you, though, Mr.—”




“Westover,” the painter

suggested. “But the boy isn't so bad all the time.”




“Couldn't be,” said Whitwell,

with a cackle of humorous enjoyment. “He has his spells of bein' decent, and

he's pootty smart, too. But when the other spell ketches him it's like as if

the devil got a-hold of him, as I said in the first place. I lost my wife here

two-three years along back, and that little girl you see him tormentin', she's

a regular little mother to her brother; and whenever Jeff Durgin sees her with

him, seems as if the Old Scratch got into him. Well, I'm glad I didn't come

across him that day. How you gittin' along with Lion's Head? Sets quiet enough

for you?” Whitwell rose from the stump and brushed the clinging chips from his

thighs. “Folks trouble you any, lookin' on?”




“Not yet,” said Westover.




“Well, there ain't a great many

to,” said Whitwell, going back to his axe. “I should like to see you workin'

some day. Do' know as I ever saw an attist at it.”




“I should like to have you,” said

Westover. “Any time.”




“All right.” Whitwell pulled his

axe out of the carf, and struck it in again with a force that made a wide,

square chip leap out. He looked over his shoulder at Westover, who was moving

away. “Say, stop in some time you're passin'. I live in that wood-colored house

at the foot of the Durgins' lane.”


















 




VIII.




 




In a little sunken place, behind

a rock, some rods away, Westover found Jeff lurking with his dog, both silent

and motionless. “Hello?” he said, inquiringly.




“Come back to show you the way,”

said the boy. “Thought you couldn't find it alone.”




“Oh, why didn't you say you'd

wait?” The boy grinned. “I shouldn't think a fellow like you would want to be

afraid of any man, even for the fun of scaring a little girl.” Jeff stopped

grinning and looked interested, as if this was a view of the case that had not

occurred to him. “But perhaps you like to be afraid.”




“I don't know as I do,” said the

boy, and Westover left him to the question a great part of the way home. He did

not express any regret or promise any reparation. But a few days after that,

when he had begun to convoy parties of children up to see Westover at work, in

the late afternoon, on their way home from school, and to show the painter off

to them as a sort of family property, he once brought the young Whitwells. He

seemed on perfect terms with them now, and when the crowd of larger children

hindered the little boy's view of the picture, Jeff, in his quality of host,

lifted him under his arms and held him up so that he could look as long as he liked.




The girl seemed ashamed of the

good understanding before Westover. Jeff offered to make a place for her among

the other children who had looked long enough, but she pulled the front of her

bonnet across her face and said that she did not want to look, and caught her

brother by the hand and ran away with him. Westover thought this charming,

somewhat; he liked the intense shyness which the child's intense passion had

hidden from him before.




Jeff acted as host to the

neighbors who came to inspect the picture, and they all came, within a circuit

of several miles around, and gave him their opinions freely or scantily,

according to their several temperaments. They were mainly favorable, though

there was some frank criticism, too, spoken over the painter's shoulder as

openly as if he were not by. There was no question but of likeness; all finer

facts were far from them; they wished to see how good a portrait Westover had

made, and some of them consoled him with the suggestion that the likeness would

come out more when the picture got dry.




Whitwell, when he came, attempted

a larger view of the artist's work, but apparently more out of kindness for him

than admiration of the picture. He said he presumed you could not always get a

thing like that just right the first time, and that you had to keep trying till

you did get it; but it paid in the end. Jeff had stolen down from the house

with his dog, drawn by the fascination which one we have injured always has for

us; when Whitwell suddenly turned upon him and asked, jocularly, “What do you

think, Jeff?” the boy could only kick his dog and drive it home, as a means of

hiding his feelings.




He brought the teacher to see the

picture the last Friday before the painter went away. She was a cold-looking,

austere girl, pretty enough, with eyes that wandered away from the young man,

although Jeff used all his arts to make her feel at home in his presence. She

pretended to have merely stopped on her way up to see Mrs. Durgin, and she did

not venture any comment on the painting; but, when Westover asked something

about her school, she answered him promptly enough as to the number and ages

and sexes of the school-children. He ventured so far toward a joke with her as

to ask if she had much trouble with such a tough subject as Jeff, and she said

he could be good enough when he had a mind. If he could get over his teasing,

she said, with the air of reading him a lecture, she would not have anything to

complain of; and Jeff looked ashamed, but rather of the praise than the blame.

His humiliation seemed complete when she said, finally: “He's a good scholar.”




On the Tuesday following,

Westover meant to go. It was the end of his third week, and it had brought him

into September. The weather since he had begun to paint Lion's Head was perfect

for his work; but, with the long drought, it had grown very warm. Many trees

now had flamed into crimson on the hill-slopes; the yellowing corn in the

fields gave out a thin, dry sound as the delicate wind stirred the blades; but

only the sounds and sights were autumnal. The heat was oppressive at midday,

and at night the cold had lost its edge. There was no dew, and Mrs. Durgin sat

out with Westover on the porch while he smoked a final pipe there. She had come

to join him for some fixed purpose, apparently, and she called to her boy, “You

go to bed, Jeff,” as if she wished to be alone with Westover; the men folks

were already in bed; he could hear them cough now and then.




“Mr. Westover,” the woman began,

even as she swept her skirts forward before she sat down, “I want to ask you

whether you would let that picture of yours go on part board? I'll give you

back just as much as you say of this money.”




He looked round and saw that she

had in the hand dropped in her lap the bills he had given her after supper.




“Why, I couldn't, very well, Mrs.

Durgin—” he began.




“I presume you'll think I'm

foolish,” she pursued. “But I do want that picture; I don't know when I've ever

wanted a thing more. It's just like Lion's Head, the way I've seen it, day in

and day out, every summer since I come here thirty-five years ago; it's

beautiful!”




“Mrs. Durgin,” said Westover,

“you gratify me more than I can tell you. I wish—I wish I could let you have

the picture. I—I don't know what to say—”




“Why don't you let me have it,

then? If we ever had to go away from here—if anything happened to us—it's the

one thing I should want to keep and take with me. There! That's the way I feel

about it. I can't explain; but I do wish you'd let me have it.”




Some emotion which did not utter

itself in the desire she expressed made her voice shake in the words. She held

out the bank-notes to him, and they rustled with the tremor of her hand.




“Mrs. Durgin, I suppose I shall

have to be frank with you, and you mustn't feel hurt. I have to live by my

work, and I have to get as much as I can for it—”




“That's what I say. I don't want

to beat you down on it. I'll give you whatever you think is right. It's my

money, and my husband feels just as I do about it,” she urged.




“You don't quite understand,” he

said, gently. “I expect to have an exhibition of my pictures in Boston this

fall, and I hope to get two or three hundred dollars for Lion's Head.”




“I've been a proper fool,” cried

the woman, and she drew in a long breath.




“Oh, don't mind,” he begged;

“it's all right. I've never had any offer for a picture that I'd rather take

than yours. I know the thing can't be altogether bad after what you've said.

And I'll tell you what! I'll have it photographed when I get to Boston, and

I'll send you a photograph of it.”




“How much will that be?” Mrs.

Durgin asked, as if taught caution by her offer for the painting.




“Nothing. And if you'll accept it

and hang it up here somewhere I shall be very glad.”




“Thank you,” said Mrs. Durgin,

and the meekness, the wounded pride, he fancied in her, touched him.




He did not know at first how to

break the silence which she let follow upon her words. At last he said:




“You spoke, just now, about

taking it with you. Of course, you don't think of leaving Lion's Head?”




She did not answer for so long a

time that he thought she had not perhaps heard him or heeded what he said; but

she answered, finally: “We did think of it. The day you come we had about made

up our minds to leave.”




“Oh!”




“But I've been thinkin' of something

since you've been here that I don't know but you'll say is about as wild as

wantin' to buy a three-hundred-dollar picture with a week's board.” She gave a

short, self-scornful laugh; but it was a laugh, and it relieved the tension.




“It may not be worth any more,”

he said, glad of the relief.




“Oh, I guess it is,” she

rejoined, and then she waited for him to prompt her.




“Well?”




“Well, it's this; and I wanted to

ask you, anyway. You think there'd be any chance of my gettin' summer folks to

come here and board if I was to put an advertisement in a Boston paper? I know

it's a lonesome place, and there ain't what you may call attractions. But the

folks from the hotels, sometimes, when they ride over in a stage to see the

view, praise up the scenery, and I guess it is sightly. I know that well

enough; and I ain't afraid but what I can do for boarders as well as some, if

not better. What do you think?”




“I think that's a capital idea,

Mrs. Durgin.”




“It's that or go,” she said.

“There ain't a livin' for us on the farm any more, and we got to do somethin'.

If there was anything else I could do! But I've thought it out and thought it

out, and I guess there ain't anything I can do but take boarders—if I can get

them.”



OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/9783849643874.jpg
MARK TWAIN
FULLY ILLUSTRATED EDITION

ROUGHING IT





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/9783849646424.jpg
THE MINISTRY
OF HEALING

ELLEN GOULD WHITE





OEBPS/Images/cover.jpeg
THE LANDLORD
'S HEAD

AT LION

. HOWELLS

W.D





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/9783849657529.jpg
AN IMPERATIVE
DUTY

W.D. HOWELLS





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/9783849644345.jpg
IGNATIUS DONNELLY

ATLANTIS

THE ANTEDILUVIAN
WORLD





OEBPS/BookwireInBookPromotion/9783988680495.jpg
GOMERY.<"





