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“At last, dear old book, repository of all my secret
thoughts and feelings, I am free to come to you
once more, and talk to you as I can talk to no
one else. Daisy is asleep in her crib after a longer struggle
than usual, for the little elf seemed to have a suspicion
that to-morrow night some other voice than mine
would sing her lullaby. Bertie, too, the darling, cried
himself to sleep because I was going away, while the
other children manifested in various ways their sorrow
at my projected departure. Bless them all, how I do
love children, and hope if I am ever married, I may
have at least a dozen; though if twelve would make me
twice as faded and sickly, and,—and,—yes, I will say it,—as
peevish as Margaret’s six have made her, I should
rather be excused. But what nonsense to be written by
me, Dora Freeman, spinster, aged twenty-eight,—the
Beechwood gossips said when the new minister went
home with me from the sewing society. But they were
mistaken, for if the family Bible is to be trusted, I was
only twenty-five last Christmas, and I don’t believe I
look as old as that.”

Here there was a break in the diary, while Dora
glanced in the mirror at a graceful little figure, with
sloping shoulders and white neck, surmounted by a well
shaped head with masses of reddish-brown hair, waving
just enough to suggest an idea of the curls into which it
might be easily coaxed; low forehead; piquant nose,
with an undeniable curve which ill-natured people call a
turn-up; bright, honest eyes of reddish-brown, like the
hair; mouth which did not look as if it had ever said a
disagreeable thing; rows of white, even teeth, with complexion
remarkable for nothing except that it was natural,
and just now a shade or two paler than usual, because
its owner was weary with the months and years of
care which had fallen on her youthful shoulders.

This was the picture Dora saw, and nodding to the
tout ensemble a little approving nod, and pushing behind
her ears the heavy braids of hair to see if the style were
becoming, as somebody once had told her, she resumed
her pen and diary, as follows:

“Where was I when vanity stopped me for an inspection
of myself? Oh, I know; I had been writing
things about being married, for which I ought to blush,
and through which I put my pen, so— But there’s
what I said of Margaret; I’ll let that stand, for she is
peevish and cross, and it’s a relief to tell it somewhere.
Poor Margaret! I cannot help pitying her when I look
at her now, and remember what she used to be at the
dear old home,—so beautiful, so petted, and admired.
Ah me! that was twelve years ago, and I was a little
girl when Margaret was married, and we danced on the
lawn in the soft September sunlight, with papa looking
on, so happy and so proud; and then the bonfires they
kindled and the bells they rang at nightfall in honor of
the bride, Mrs. John Russell, Esquire. Alas! when
next on a week day that bell was rung, it tolled for my
dear lost father, who died with apoplexy, and left his
affairs all in confusion, his property, which was reputed
so great, all mortgaged, and I a little beggar. Shall I
ever forget John Russell’s kindness when, hurrying home
from Europe, he came to me at once and said I should
be his daughter, and should live with him and Margaret
at Beechwood, where we came eleven years ago this very
June,—Margaret a splendid-looking woman, who would
not wear black because her bridal dresses were so much
more becoming; and I a timid, awkward girl of fourteen,
who cried so much for the dear father gone, and the old
homestead sold, that people said I looked and acted
older than my sister, the stylish Mrs. Russell. How
glad I was when in the autumn Johnnie was born and
Margaret left him so much with me, for in my love for
him I forgot to mourn for father, and came to think of
him as safe in heaven, where mother went when I was
ten days old. Then those three delightful years at
school, when I roomed with sweet Mattie Reed, whom I
am going to-morrow, to visit. No matter if there were
three babies here instead of one when I came home; and
it was very wicked in me to feel annoyed, because I was
so often expected to see that nurse did her duty, or in
fact turn nurse myself to the wee little things. I cannot
say that I was glad when Benny came, for with the advent
of each child, Margaret grew more delicate, more
helpless, and more,—I wonder if it is bad to say it,—more
fault-finding with her husband, who, though the
very best man in the world, is not like,—like,—well, say
like Dr. West.”

Here the pen made three heavy strokes through that
name, completely erasing it, after which it continued:

“I cannot tell why I should bring him up as a comparison,
when I do not like him at all, even if the whole
village of Beechwood is running mad about him,—I
mean the old people, not the young, who sneer at him
and call him stingy. If there’s anything I hate, it’s
penuriousness, which holds so fast to a three-cent piece
and hugs a battered sixpence. Don’t I remember our
fair last winter for the benefit of the church, and how
the girls, without the slightest reason for doing so, said
to me, ‘Now, when Dr. West comes in, you take possession
of him. You are just the one. He thinks more
of you than of all of us together. You can sell him that
dressing-gown and slippers. Ask fifteen at first, and if
he demurs, fall to ten. They were both given, so we
shall not lose. Tell him, if necessary, how shabby his
present gown and slippers are looking, and how the
ladies talk about it.’

“I did not believe he would come directly to my
table, and, I think now, the crowd must have pushed
him there, for come he did, looking so pleasant and kind,
and speaking so gently when he said he hoped we should
realize a large sum, and wished so much he could help us
more. Of course, the gown and slippers were thrust
upon his notice, so cheap, only fifteen dollars; and, of
course, he declined, saying, sotto voce:

“‘I would gladly buy them for your sake, if I could,
but I cannot afford it.’

“Then I fell to twelve, then to ten, and finally to
eight, but he held out firmly, notwithstanding that I told
him how forlorn he looked in his old ones, patched and
tattered as they were. I could see a flush on his face,
but he only laughed, and said he must get a wife to mend
his things. It was surely my evil genius which prompted
me to retort in a pert, contemptuous tone:

“‘Umph! few ladies are insane enough to marry stingy
old bachelors, who would quarrel about the pin
money!’

“I shall never forget how white he grew, or how
quickly his hand went into his pocket, as if in quest of
his purse; but it was withdrawn without it, just as that
detestable Dr. Colby came simpering along, smelling of
cologne, and musk, and brandy. I knew, to a certainty,
that he did not pay his board bills, and yet I felt goaded
into asking him to become an example of generosity to
Dr. West, and buy the gown and slippers. I’d take it
as a personal favor, I said, putting into my hateful eyes
as much flattery as I possibly could; and he bought
them, paying fifteen dollars right before Dr. West, who
said softly, sadly like:

“‘I’m glad you have found a purchaser. I did not
wish you to be disappointed;’ and then he walked
away, while that Colby paraded his dressing-gown and
slippers until I hated the sight of them, and could have
cried with vexation.

“Still, when later in the evening Dr. West came back
and asked me to go with him for ice-cream, I answered
saucily:

“‘Thank you; I can’t leave; and besides, I would not
for the world put you to so much expense!’

“If he was white before, he was livid now, and he has
never appeared natural since. I wish he knew how
many times I have cried over that affair, and how I detest
that pert young Colby, who never has a patient, and
who called and called at Beechwood until Mrs. Markham,
across the way, sent in to ask who was so very sick.
After that I took good care to be engaged whenever I
heard his ring. Dr. West,—I wonder why I will persist
in writing his name when I really do not care for
him in the least; that is, care as girls sometimes care
for fine-looking men, with good education, good morals,
good manners, and a good profession. If I could rid
myself of the idea that he was stingy, I might tolerate
him; but of course he’s stingy, or why does he wear so
shabby a coat and hat, and why does he never mingle in
any of the rides and picnics where money is a necessary ingredient?
Here he’s been in Beechwood three, yes, most
four years, getting two-thirds of the practice, even if he
is a homœopathist. I’ve heard that he gives liberally to
the church, and he attends the extreme poor for nothing.
So there is some good in him. I wonder if he’ll come
to say good-by. I presume not, or he would have reserved
that package sent by Johnnie, and brought it
himself instead. It is marked ‘Mrs. David West, Morrisville.’
Who in the world can Mrs. David West be?
I did not know he ever saw Morrisville, and I am sure
he came from Boston. There’s the bell for midnight. I
have written the whole hour, and all of Doctor West,
except the ill-natured things I said of Margaret, and for
which I am sorry. Poor Madge, as Brother John calls
her, she’s sick and tired, and cannot help being a little
fretful, while I, who never had an ache or pain, can help
blaming her, and I will. I’m sorry, Sister Maggie, for
what I have written about you, and humbly ask your
pardon.”
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It lacked ten minutes of car-time, and the omnibus-driver
was growing impatient and tired of
waiting for his passenger, when a noisy group
appeared upon the piazza: Mrs. Squire Russell, pale,
languid, drooping as usual, with a profusion of long
light curls falling in her eyes, and giving to her faded
face the appearance of a poodle dog; Mr. Squire Russell,
short, fat, henpecked, but very good-looking withal,
and some half dozen little Russells, clinging to and jumping
upon the young lady, whom we recognize at once as
Dora, our heroine.

“You won’t stay long, even if Mrs. Randall does
urge you,” said Mrs. Russell, in a half-complaining tone as
she drew together her white wrapper, and leaned wearily
against a pillar of the piazza. “You know I can’t do
anything with the children, and the hot weather makes
me so miserable. I shall expect you in two weeks.”

“Two weeks, Madge! are you crazy?” said the
Squire’s good-humored voice. “Dora has not been from
home in ages, while you have almost made the tour of
the Western Continent. She shall stay as long as she
likes, and get some color in her face. She used to be
rosier than she is now, and it all comes of her being shut
up so close with the children.”

“I think it is very unkind in you, Mr. Russell, to
speak as if I was the worst sister in the world, and the
most exacting. I am sure Dora don’t think so. Didn’t
she go with us to Newport last summer, and wasn’t she
more than once called the belle of the Ocean House?”

John gave a queer kind of whistle, while Dora involuntarily
drew a long breath as she remembered the
dreary time she had passed at the Ocean House, looking
after three nurses, six children, and her sister Margaret,
whose rooms were on the third floor, and to whom she
had acted the part of waiting-maid in general. But her
thoughts were suddenly brought back from Newport by
Margaret’s next remark:

“You needn’t charge the loss of her roses to me
either, John. No one can expect to be young-looking
forever, and you must remember Dora has passed the
bloom of youth. She’s in her twenty-sixth year.”

“Twenty-sixth year! Thunder! that’s nothing,” and
Squire Russell tossed up in the air the little Daisy crawling
at his feet, while Johnnie, the ten-year old boy,
roared out:

“Aunt Dora ain’t old. She’s real young and pretty,
and so Dr. West told Miss Markham that time she
counted on her fingers, and said, so spiteful like: ‘Yes,
Miss Freeman is full thirty. Why, they’ve been here
eleven years, and she must have been nineteen or twenty
when she came, for she was quite as big as she is now,
and looked as old. Yes, she’s too old for the new minister,
Mr. Kelley.’ I was so mad I could have knocked
her, and I did throw a brick at her parrot squawking in
the yard. Dr. West was as red as fire, and said to her
just as he spoke to me once, when he made me hold still
to be vaccinated, ‘Miss Freeman is not thirty. She
does not look twenty, and is perfectly suitable for Mr.
Kelley, if she wants him.’

“‘She don’t,’ says I, ‘for she don’t see him half the
time when he calls, nor Dr. Colby either.’

“I was going to spit out a lot more stuff, when Dr.
West put his hand to my mouth, and told me to hush
up.”

There were roses now on Dora’s cheeks, and they made
her positively beautiful as she kissed her sister and the
little ones good-by, glancing nervously across the broad,
quiet street to where a small, white office was nestled
among the trees. But though the blinds were down, the
door was not opened, while around the house in the
same yard there were no signs of life except at an upper
window, where a head, which was unmistakably that of
Dr. West’s landlady, Mrs. Markham, was discernible behind
the muslin curtain. He was not coming to say
good-by, and with a feeling of disappointment Dora
walked rapidly to the omnibus, which bore her away from
the house where they missed her so much, Squire John
looking uncomfortable and desolate, the children growing
very cross, and at last crying, every one of them, for
auntie; while Margaret took refuge from the turmoil behind
one of her nervous headaches, and went to her room,
wondering why Dora must select that time of all others
to leave her.
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“How beautiful it is this summer night, and how
softly the moonlight falls upon the quiet street
through the maple-trees! On such a night as
this one seems to catch a faint glimpse of what Eden
must have been ere the trail of the serpent was there. I
have often wished it had been Adam who first transgressed
instead of Eve. I would rather it had been a
man than a woman who brought so much sorrow upon
our race. And yet, when I remember that by woman
came the Saviour, I feel that to her was given the highest
honor ever bestowed on mortal. I have had so much
faith in woman, enshrining her in my heart as all that
was good and pure and lovely. And have I been mistaken
in her? Once, yes. But that is past. Anna is
dead. I forgave her freely at the last, and mourned for
her as for a sister. How long it took to crush out my
love,—to overcome the terrible pain which would waken
me from the dream that I held her again in my arms,
that her soft cheek was against my own, her long, golden
curls falling on my bosom just as they once fell. I do
not like curls now, and I verily believe poor Mrs. Russell,
with all her whims and vanity, would be tolerably
agreeable to me were it not for that forest of hair dangling
about her face. Her sister wears hers in bands and
braids, and I am glad, though what does it matter? She
is no more to me than a friend, and possibly not that.
Sometimes I fancy she avoids and even dislikes me. I’ve
suspected it ever since that fatal fair when she urged me
to buy what I could not afford just then. She thought
me avaricious, no doubt, a reputation I fear I sustain, at
least among the fast young men; but my heavenly Father
knows, and some time maybe Dora will. I like to
call her Dora here alone. The name is suited to her,
brown-eyed, brown-haired Dora. If she were one whit
more like Anna, I never could have liked her as I do,—brown-eyed,
brown-haired Dora.

“And she has gone to Morrisville, where Anna lived.
Is this Mrs. Randall very grand, I wonder, and will
Dora hear of Anna? Of course she will. I knew that
when I asked her to be the bearer of that package
which I might have sent by express. Perhaps she will
take it herself, seeing little Robin and so hearing of
Anna. O Dora, you would pity me if you knew how
much I have suffered. Only God could give the strength
to endure, and He has done so until I carry my burden
uncomplainingly.

“Will she see Lieutenant Reed, Mrs. Randall’s brother?
What a blow that story gave me, and yet I doubted
its truth, though the possibility nearly drives me wild, and
shows me the real nature of my feelings for Dora Freeman.
Let me record the event as it occurred. This
morning Dora went away to Morrisville, my old home,
though she does not know that, because, for certain reasons,
I have not chosen to talk much of my affairs in
Beechwood. She went early, before many people were
astir, but I saw her, and heard, as I believe, the roar of
the train until it was miles away, and then I awoke to
the knowledge that the world had changed with her
going, that now there was nothing before me but the
same monotonous round of professional calls, the tiresome
chatter of my landlady, Mrs. Minerva Markham,
and the tedious sitting here alone.

“Heretofore there has been a pleasant excitement in
watching the house across the street for a glimpse of
Dora, in waiting for her to come out upon the lawn
where she frolicked and played with all those little Russells,
in seeing her sometimes steal away as if to be alone,
and in pitying her because I knew the half dozen were on
her track and would soon discover her hiding-place, in
wishing that I could spirit her away from the cares which
should fall upon another, in seeing her after the gas was
lighted going in to dinner in her white muslin dress with
the scarlet geraniums in her hair, in watching her window
until the shadow flitting before it disappeared with the
light, and I was left to wonder if the little maiden were
kneeling in adoration to Him who gave her life and being.
All this, or something like it, has formed a part of
my existence, but with Dora’s going everything changed.
Clouds came over the sun; the breeze from the lake
blew cold and chilly; Mrs. Markham’s talk was more insipid
than ever, while the addition to my patrons of two
of the wealthiest families in town failed to give me pleasure.
Dora was gone, and in a listless mood I made my
round of visits, riding over the Berkley hills and across
the Cheshire flats, wondering if I did well to send that
package by Dora, knowing as I did that it must lead to
her hearing of Anna.

“It was sunset when I came home, a warm, purple sunset,
such as always reminds me of Dora in her mature
beauty. There was a stillness in the air, and from the
trees which skirt the hillside leading to the town the
katydids were biping their clamorous notes. I used to
like to hear them when a boy, and many’s the time I’ve
stood with Anna listening to them by the west door at
home; but now there was a sadness in their tones as if
they were saying, ‘Dora’s gone; Dora’s gone,’ while the
opposite party responded, ‘And Anna too; and Anna
too.’

“I had not wept for Anna since the hour when I first
knew she was lost forever, but to-night in the gathering
twilight, with the music of my boyhood sounding in my
ears, the long ago came back to me again, bringing with
it the beautiful blue-eyed girl over whose death there
hangs so dark a mystery, and there was a moisture in my
eyes, and a tear which dropped on Major’s mane, and
was shed for Anna dead as well as for Dora gone. When
I reached the office, I found upon the slate a handwriting
which I knew to be Johnnie Russell’s, and for a moment
I felt tempted to kiss it, because he is Dora’s
nephew. This is what he had written:

“‘Mother’s toock ravin’ with one of her headaches,
cause auntie’s gone, and there’s nobody to tend to the
young ones. Gawly, how they’ve cut up, and she wants
you to come with some jim-cracks in a phial. Yours,
with regret,





John Russell, Jr.’








“I like that boy, so outspoken and truthful, but Dora
will be shocked at his language. And so my services
were needed at the big house over the way. Usually I
like to go there, but now Dora is gone it is quite
another thing, for with all my daily discipline of myself,
I dislike Mrs. Russell. I have struggled against it,
prayed against it, but as often as I see her face and hear
her voice, the old dislike comes back. There’s nothing
real about her except her selfishness and vanity. Were
she raving with fever, I verily believe her hair would be
just as elaborately curled, her handsome wrapper as carefully
arranged, and her heavy bracelets clasped as conspicuously
around the wrists as if in full dress for an evening
party. To-night I found her in just this costume,
with a blue scarf thrown round her, as she reclined upon
the pillow. I knew she was suffering, from the dark
rings beneath her eyes, and this roused my sympathy.
She seems to like me as a physician, and asked me to
stop after I had prescribed for her. Naturally enough
she spoke of Dora, whom she missed so much, she said,
and then with a little sigh continued:

“‘It is not often that I talk familiarly with any but
my most intimate friends, but you have been in our
family so much, and know how necessary Dora is to us,
that you will partially understand what a loss it would
be to lose my sister entirely.’

“‘Yes, a terrible loss,’ I said, thinking more of myself
than of her. ‘But is there a prospect of losing her?’
I asked, feeling through my frame a cold, sickly chill,
which rapidly increased as she replied:

“‘Perhaps not; but this Mrs. Randall, whom she has
gone to visit, has a brother at West Point, you know,
Lieutenant Reed, the young man with epaulets, who was
here last summer.’

“‘Yes, I remember him,’ I said, and Mrs. Russell
continued:

“‘He has been in love with Dora ever since she was
with his sister Mattie at school. Dora has not yet given
him a decided answer, but I know her preference for
him, and as he is to be at his sister’s while Dora is
there, it is natural to fear that it may result in eventually
taking Dora away from Beechwood.’

“‘It may, it may,’ I responded, in a kind of absent
way, for my brain was in a whirl, and I scarcely knew
what I did.

“She must have observed my manner, for her eyes
suddenly brightened as if an entirely new idea had been
suggested to her.

“‘Now if it were some one near by,’ she continued, ‘perhaps
she would not leave me. The house is large enough
for all, and Dora will marry some time, of course. She is
a kind sister, and will make a good wife.’

“At this point Squire Russell came in, and soon after
I said good-by, going out again into the summer night,
beneath the great, full moon, whose soft, pure light could
not still the throbbing of my heart; neither could the
long walk I took down by the lake, where Dora and I
went one day last summer. There were quite a number
of the villagers with us, for it was a picnic, but I saw
only Dora, who, afraid of the water, stayed on the shore
with me, while the rest went off in sail-boats. We talked
together very quietly, sitting on the bank, beneath a
broad grape-vine, of whose leaves she wove a sort of
wreath, as she told me of her dear old home, and how the
saddest moments she had ever known were those in
which she fully realized that she was never again to live
there, that stranger hands would henceforth tend the
flowers she had tended, and stranger feet tread the walks
and alleys and winding paths with which the grounds
abounded. I remember how the wish flashed upon me
that I might some day buy back the home, and take her
there as its mistress. Of all this I thought to-night, sitting
on the lone shore, just where she once sat, and listening
to the low dash of the waves, which, as they came
rolling almost to my feet, seemed to murmur, ‘Never,
never more!’

“I do not believe I am love-sick, but I am very sad to-night,
and the walk down to the lake did not dispel the
sadness. It may be it is wrong in me thus to despond,
when in many ways I have been prospered beyond my
most sanguine hopes. That heavy debt is paid at last,
thanks to the kind Father who raised me up so many
friends, and whose healing hand has more than once been
outstretched to save when medicine was no longer of
avail. As is natural, the cure was charged to me, when
I knew it was God who had wrought the almost miraculous
change. And shall I murmur at anything when sure
of His love and protection? Be still, my heart. If it be
God’s will, Dora shall yet rest in these arms, which fain
would shelter her from all the ills of life; and if ’tis not His
will, what am I, that I should question His dealings?”
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“Dear, dear, darling Auntie:

“It seems to me you’ve been gone a hundred
million billion years, and you’ve no idea what a
forlorn old rat-trap of a plais it is Without You, nor how
the Young Ones do rase Kain. They keep up the Darndest
row—Auntie. I didn’t mean to use that word, and
I’ll scratch it right out, but when you are away, I’ll be
dar—There I was going to say it agen. I’m a perfectly
Dredful Boy, ain’t I? But I do love you, Auntie, and
last night,—now don’t you tell pa, nor Tish, nor Nobody,—last
night after I went to bed, I cried and cried and
crammed the sheet in my mouth to keep Jim from hearing
me till I most vomited.

“Ben and Burt behave awful. Clem heard their
Prayers and right in the midst of Our father, Burt
stopped and asked if Mr. John Smith, the Storekeeper,
was related to John the baptist. Clem laughed and then
Ben struck her with his fist and Burt, who is a little red
pepper any How pitched in And kicked Burt. The fuss
waked up Daisy who fell out of bed and screamed like
Murder, then Tish, great Tattle Tail, must go for Father
who came up with a big Gadd and declared he’d have
order in His own house. You know the Young Ones
aint a bit afraid of Him and Ben and Burt kept on their
fightin tell Clem said ‘I shall tell Miss Dora how you
act.’ That stopped ’em and the last I heard Burt was
coaxing Clem:

“‘Don’t tell Auntie. I’se good now, real good.’

“Maybe it’s mean in me to tell you but I want you to
know just how They carry on, hoping you’ll pick up
your traps and come home. No I don’t neither for I
want you to stay and have a good time which I’m sure
you don’t have here. I wish most you was my Mother
though I guess girls of 25 don’t often have great strappin
Boys like me, do they? I asked Dr. West and he
looked so queer when he said, ‘It is possible but not
common.’ Why not, I wonder? Now, Auntie, I don’t
want mother to die, because she’s Mother, but if she
should, you’ll have father, won’t you? That’s a nice
Auntie, and that makes me think. Last night mother
had the headache and Dr. West was here. It was after
the Rumpus in the nursery and I was sitting at the head
of the stairs wishing you was come home when I heard
’em talking about you and what do you think mother
told Doctor? A lot of stuff about you and that nasty
Reed who was here last summer. She talked as if you
liked him,—said he would be at Mrs. Randall’s and she
rather expected it would be settled then. I was so mad,
I bumped right up and down on the stairs and said Darn,
Darn, as fast as I could. Now, Auntie, I didn’t mean
to lie, but I have. I’ve told a whopper and you can bite
my head off if you like. Dr’s voice sounded just as if he
didn’t want you to like that Reed and I diddent think it
right to let it go. So this morning I went over to the
office and found Dr. West looking pale as if he diddent
sleep good.

“‘Doctor,’ says I, ‘do I look like a chap that will
lie?’

“‘Why, no,’ says he, ‘I never thought you did.’

“‘But I will,’ ses I, ‘and I am come to do that very
thing, come to tell you something Aunt Dora made me
promise never to tell.’

“‘John, you mussent, I can’t hear you,’ he began, but
I yelled up, ‘you shall; I will tell; it’s about Dora
and that Reed. She don’t like him.’ Somehow he
stopped hushin’ me then and pretended to fix his books
while I said how last summer I overheard this Reed ask
you to be his wife, and you told him no; you did not
love him well enough, and never could, and how you
meant it too. There diddent neither of you know I was
out in the balcony, I said, until he was gone, and I
sneazed when you talked to me and made me promise
never to tell what I’d heard to father, nor mother, nor
nobody. I never did tell them, but I’ve told the doctor,
and I ain’t sorry, it made him look so glad. He took
me, and Tish, and Ben, and Burt, all out riding this
afternoon and talked to them real nice, telling them they
must be good while you was gone. Tish and Jim are
pretty good, but Ben has broken the spy-glass and the
umberill, and Burt has set down on the kittens, and oh I
must tell you; he took a big iron spoon which he called
a sovel and dug up every single gladiola in the garden!
Ain’t they terrible Boys?

“There, they’ve found where I be, and I hear Burt coming
up the stairs one step at a time, so I must stop, for
they’ll tip over the ink, or something. Dear Auntie, I
do love you ever and ever so much, and if you want my
Auntie and a grown up woman I’d marry you. Do boys
ever marry their aunts?




“Your, with Due Respect,


“John Russell.








“p.s. Excuse my awful spellin. I never could spel,
you know, or make the right Capitols.

“p.s. No. 2. Burt has just tumbled the whole length of
the wood-house stares, and landed plump in the pounding
barrel, half full of water. You orto hear him Yell.”
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“Morrisville, June 13th.
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“I was too tired last night to open my trunk,
and so have a double duty to perform, that
of recording the events of the last two days.
Can it be that it is not yet forty-eight hours since I left
Beechwood and all its cares, which, now that I am away
from them, do seem burdensome? What a delicious
feeling there is in being referred to and waited upon as if
you were of consequence, and how I enjoy knowing that
for a time at least I can rest; and I begin to think I need
it, for how else can I account for the languid, weary sensation
which prompts me to sit so still in the great, soft,
motherly chair which Mattie has assigned me, and which
stands right in the cosey bay-window, where I can look
out upon the beautiful scenery of Morrisville?

“It is very pleasant here, and so quiet that it almost
seems as if the town had gone to sleep and knew nothing
of the great, roaring, whirling world without. Not even
a car-whistle to break the silence, for the nearest station
where I stopped, after my uneventful ride, is eight miles
from here. There was Mattie herself waiting for me on
the platform, her face as sunny as ever, and her greeting
as cordial. Her husband, Mr. Randall, is a tall, well-formed
man, with broad shoulders, which look a little
like West Point discipline. It was very silly in one to
contrast him at once with Dr. West, but I did, and Dr.
West gained by the comparison, for there is an expression
in his face which I seldom see in others, certainly
not in Mr. Randall. He looks, as I suspect he is, proud,—and
yet he is very kind to me, treating me with as much
deference as if I were the Queen of England. They had
come in their carriage, and the drive over the green hills
and through the pleasant valleys was delightful. I could
do nothing but admire, and still I wondered that one as
fond of society as Mattie should have settled so far from
the stirring world as Morrisville, and at last I asked why
she had done so.

“‘It’s all Will’s doings,’ she answered, laughingly.
‘He is terribly exclusive, and fancied that in Morrisville
he should find ample scope for indulging his taste,—that
people would let him alone,—but they don’t. Why, we
have only lived there three months, and I am sure half
the town know just how many pieces of silver I have,—whether
my dishes are stone or French china,—what hour
we breakfast,—when we go to bed,—when we get up, and
how many dresses I have. But I don’t care, I rather
like it; and then, too, Morrisville is not a very small
town. It has nearly three thousand inhabitants, and a
few as refined and cultivated people as any with whom I
ever met.’

“‘Who are they?’ I asked, and Mattie began:

“‘There’s the Verners, and Waldos, and Strikers, and
Rathbones in town, while in the country there’s the
Kingslakes, and Croftons, and Bishops, and Warings,
making a very pleasant circle.’

“I don’t know why I felt disappointed that she did
not mention Mrs. David West as among the upper ten,
but I did, and should have ventured to speak of that
lady, if I had not been a little afraid of Mr. Randall,
who might think my associates too plebeian to suit
him.

“We were entering the town now, and as we drove
through what Mattie said was Grove Street, I forgot all
about Mrs. David West in my admiration of the prettiest
little white cottage I ever saw. I cannot describe it except
that it seemed all porticoes, bay-windows, and funny
little places shooting out just where you did not expect
them. One bay-window opened into the garden, which
was full of flowers, while right through the centre ran
a gurgling brook, which just at the entrance had been
coaxed into a tiny waterfall. I was in ecstasies, particularly
as on a grass-plat, under a great elm-tree, an oldish-looking
lady sat knitting and talking to a beautiful child
reclining in a curious-looking vehicle, half wagon, half
chair. I never in my life saw anything so lovely as the
face of that child, seen only for a moment, with the setting
sunlight falling on its golden curls and giving it the look
of an angel. The lady interested me greatly in her dress
of black, with the widow’s cap resting on her gray hair,
while her face was familiar as if I had seen it before.

“‘Who are they?’ I asked Mattie, but she did not
know.

“Neither did her husband, and both laughed at my
evident admiration.

“‘We will walk by here some day, and maybe you can
make their acquaintance,’ Mattie said, as she saw how I
leaned back for a last glance at the two figures beneath
the trees.

“‘There is West Lawn!’ Mattie cried at last, in her
enthusiastic way, pointing out a large stone building
which stood a little apart from the town.

“I knew before that ‘West Lawn’ was the name of
Mr. Randall’s home, and when I saw it I comprehended
at once why it was so called. It was partly because of
the long grassy lawn in front, and partly because it stood
to the westward of the village, upon a slight eminence
which overlooked the adjacent country. It is a delightful
place, and Mattie says they have made many improvements
since they bought it. But it must have been
pleasant before, for it shows marks of care and cultivation
given to it years ago. Like that cottage by the
brook, it has bay-windows and additions, while I think I
never saw so many roses around one spot in my life.
There is a perfect wilderness of them, in every shade and
variety. These reminded me of Dr. West, who is so fond
of roses, and who said once that he would have his home
literally covered with them. ‘West Lawn’ would suit
him at this season, I am sure. Here in Morrisville I find
myself thinking a great deal about Dr. West, and thinking
only good of him. I forget all I ever fancied about
his littleness, and remember instead how kind he is to
the Beechwood poor, who have named at least a dozen
children after him. Mrs. David West! I do not see as
I shall be able to meet her ladyship, as she evidently
does not belong to the Vernor and Randall clique.

“But let me narrate events a little more in the order in
which they occurred, going back to last night, when we
had tea in what Mattie calls the ‘Rose Room,’ because
the portico in front is enveloped with roses. Then came a
long talk, when Mr. Randall was gone for his evening
paper, and when Mattie, nestling up to me, with her head
in my lap, just as she used to do in school, told me what
a dear fellow her husband was, and how much she loved
him. Then some music, I playing my poor accompaniments
while Mattie sang her favorite Scotch ballads.
Then, at an early hour for me, I went to bed, for Mattie
does not like sitting up till midnight. I have a large,
airy chamber, which must have been fitted up for a young
lady, there are so many closets, and shelves, and presses,
with a darling little bath and dressing-room opening out
of it. Mattie, who came in to see that I was comfortable,
told me this was the only room in which the paper
had not been changed.

“‘It’s old-fashioned, as you see,’ she said, ‘and must
have been on before the time of Mr. Wakely, of whom
we bought the house, but it is so pretty and clean that I
would not have it touched.’

“It is indeed pretty, its ground a pure white, sprinkled
here and there with small bouquets of violets. Just back
of the dressing-table and near the window are pencil-marks,
‘Robert, Robert, Robert,’ in a girlish hand, and
then a name which might have been ‘Annie,’ though
neither of us could make it out distinctly. Evidently
this room belonged to a maiden of that name, and while
thinking about her and wondering who she was, I fell
asleep. I do not believe in haunted houses, nor witches,
nor ghosts, nor goblins, but last night I had the queerest
dreams, in which that woman and child beneath the trees
were strangely mingled with Dr. West and a young lady
who came to me with such a pale, sad face, that I woke
in a kind of nightmare, my first impression being that I
was occupying some other room than mine.

“This morning Mattie was present while I unpacked my
trunk, and coming upon that package, I said, as unconcernedly
as possible, ‘Oh, by the way, do you know such
a person as Mrs. David West? I have a package for her,
entrusted to me by a—a friend in Beechwood.’

“‘Mrs. David West?’ and Mattie seemed to be thinking
as she examined the package, which felt like a small
square box. ‘Mrs. David West? No, I know no such
person; but then I’ve only lived here three months.
There’s Bell Verner now coming in the gate. Maybe she
will know, though they have only been here since last
autumn. I’ll ask her, and you be in readiness to come
down if she inquires for you, as she certainly will. You
look sweet in your white wrapper, with the blue ribbon
round your waist. I wish blue was becoming to me—Yes,
yes, Dinah, I’m coming,’ and she fluttered down to
the hall, where I heard a sound of kissing, accompanied
with little cooing tones of endearment, such as Mattie
has always been famous for; then a whisper, and then I
shut the door, for I was sure they were talking of me.
As a general thing I dread to meet grand people, I had
enough of them at Newport: and so I hated to meet Miss
Bell Verner; and after I was sent for I waited a little,
half wishing myself away from Morrisville.

“I found her a stylish, cold-looking girl, who, after taking
me in, at a glance, from my head to my slippers, said
rather abruptly:

“‘Excuse me, Miss Freeman, but weren’t you at Newport
last summer?’

“‘Yes,’ I answered, now scanning her, to discover, if
possible, some trace of a person seen before.

“‘I thought so,’ she continued. ‘We were at the Atlantic.
We could not get in at the Ocean House, it was
so full. Pardon me, but I am afraid I felt slightly ill-natured
at your party—the Russells, I believe—because
they took so many rooms as to shut us out entirely. If I
remember rightly, there were nine of you, together with
three servants, and you stayed two months. I used to
see you on the beach, and thought your bathing-dress so
pretty. We were a little jealous, too, at our house of
Miss Freeman, who was styled the belle.’

“‘Oh, no,’ I exclaimed, feeling very much embarrassed,
‘I couldn’t be a belle. I did not go much in society. I
stayed with Margaret who was sick, or helped take care
of the children.’

“‘Oh, yes,’ she rejoined, ‘I heard of the invalid Mrs.
Russell, who exacted so much of her sweet-tempered sister.
The gentlemen were very indignant. By the way,
how is Mrs. Russell?’

“I did not like the way she spoke of Margaret, and with
as much dignity as possible I replied that Mrs. Russell
was still out of health, and I feared would always remain
so. Somehow I fancied that the fact of there having been
nine of us, with three servants, and that we stayed at the
Ocean House two months did more towards giving Miss
Verner a high opinion of me than all Mattie must have
said in my praise, for she became very gracious, so that I
really liked her, and wished I had as fine and polished an
air as she carried with her. When we had talked of the
Strykers, and Waldos, and Rathbones, Mattie suddenly
asked if Bell knew a Mrs. David West in town.

“‘Mrs. David West? Mrs. David West?’ It did seem
as if Miss Verner had heard the name, and that it belonged
to a widow living on the Ferrytown road. ‘But
why do you ask?’ she said. ‘It can’t be any one desirable
to know.’

“Mattie explained why, and Miss Verner good-naturedly
offered to inquire, but Mattie said no, their man Peter
would ascertain and take the package. So after Miss
Verner was gone, and Peter came round to prune a rosebush,
Mattie put him the same question:

“‘Did he know Mrs. David West?’

“‘Yes, he knew where she lived; she had that handsome
grandchild.’

“Of course Mattie deputed him at once to do my errand,
and I consented, though I wished so much to go myself.
Running upstairs I wrote on a card:

“‘Dr. West, of Beechwood, commissioned me to be the
bearer of this little package, which I should have brought
to you myself had Mrs. Randall known where to find
you.




“‘Dora Freeman, West Lawn.’





“I did not see Peter again until long after dinner, and
then I asked if he had done my errand.

“‘Yes, miss,’ he replied. ‘She was much obliged.
She’s a nice woman.’

“‘Peter, don’t those verbenas need sheltering from the
hot sun?’ Mr. Randall called out, his manner indicating
that by volunteering information respecting Mrs.
David West, Peter was getting too familiar.

“Mr. Randall is very proud, and so is Mattie, but in a
different way. If she knew how much I wish to see
Mrs. West, or at least learn something of her, she would
never rest until the wish was gratified. We took a walk
after tea to the village cemetery, of which the people are
justly proud, for it is a most beautiful spot, divesting the
dark, still grave of half its terrors. There are some
splendid monuments there, one costing I dare not tell
how much. It was reared to the memory of General
Morris, for whom the town was named, but this did not
impress me one half so much as a solitary grave standing
apart from all the others and enclosed by a slender iron
fence. The grass in the little yard was fresh and green,
and there were many roses growing there. The stone was
a plain slab of Italian marble, with only these words upon
it:

“‘Anna, aged 20.’

“Even Mattie was interested, and we leaned a long time
on the gate, speculating upon the Anna sleeping at our
feet. Who was she, and whose the hand of love which
had been so often busy there? She was young, only
twenty when she died. Had many years been joined to
the past since she was laid to rest? Was she beautiful,
and good, and pure? Yes, she was all that, I fancied,
and I even dared to pluck a rose-bud whose parent stalk
had taken root near the foot of the grave. I can see it
now in the glass of water where I put it after returning
home. That rose and that grave have interested me
strangely, painfully I may say, as if the Anna whom they
represented were destined to cross my path, if ever the
dead can rise up a barrier between the living.




“June 15th.







“A steady summer rain has kept us in-doors all day, but
I have enjoyed the quiet so much. It seems as if I never
should get rested, and I am surprised to find how tired I
am, and how selfish I am growing. I was wicked enough
to be sorry when in the afternoon Bell Verner came,
bringing her crocheting and settling herself for a visit.
She is very sociable, and asks numberless questions about
Beechwood and its inhabitants. I wonder why I told her
of everybody but Dr. West, for I did, but of him I could
not talk, and did not.




“Saturday, June 16th.







“A long letter from Johnnie, and so like him, that I
cannot find it in my heart to scold him on paper for his
dreadful language. I will talk to him on my return, and
tell him he must be more choice of words and must make
an effort to learn to spell, though I believe it is natural
to the Russells to spell badly. I can see just how they
miss me at home, and I cried over the letter till I was almost
sick. I am sure they want me there, and I wonder
what they would say if they knew how the Randalls, and
Verners, and Strykers are plotting to keep me here until
September, Mattie and Bell saying they will then go
with me to Beechwood. Just think of those two fine
ladies at our house. To be sure, it is quite as expensively
furnished as either Mattie’s or Bell Verner’s, and we
keep as many servants; but the children, the confusion!
What would they do? No, I must not stay, though I should
enjoy it vastly. I like Bell Verner, as I know her better.
There is a depth of character about her for which I did
not at first give her credit. One trait, however, annoys
me excessively. She wants to get married, and makes
no secret of it either. She’s old enough, too,—twenty-eight,
as she told me of her own accord, just as she is
given to telling everything about herself. Secretly, I
think she would suit Dr. West, only she might feel above
him, she is so exclusive. I wonder Margaret should tell
him that story about Lieutenant Reed, and I am glad
Johnnie set him right. I would not have Lieutenant Reed
for the diamonds of India, and yet he is a great, good-natured,
vain fellow, who is coming here by and by. I
think I’ll turn him over to Bell, though I can fancy how
her black eyes would flash upon him.

“I have had a note from Mrs. David West, inviting me
to come and see her, and this is the way it reads:




“‘My Dear Miss Freeman:







“‘I am much obliged for the trouble you took in bringing
me that package, and did I go out at all, except to
church, I would thank you in person. If you can, will
you come and see me before you return to Beechwood? I
should like to talk with you about the Doctor. Any one
interested in him has a sure claim upon my friendship.




“‘Yours respectfully,

“‘Helen West.










“‘Grove Street, No. 30.’







“Nothing can be more ladylike than the handwriting,
and, indeed, the whole thing. Mrs. David West may be
poor and unknown, but she is every whit as refined and
cultivated as either Mattie or Bell. I shall see her, too,
before I leave Morrisville; but why does she take it for
granted that I am interested in Dr. West? I am not, except
as a good physician; and what is she to him? Here
I am puzzling my brain and wasting the gas, when I
ought to be in bed; so with one look at that rose, which I
have been foolish enough to press,—the rose from Anna’s
grave,—I’ll bid the world good-night.”


CHAPTER VI.
 LETTERS.
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No. 1.
 Mrs. David West’s Letter.
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“My dear Richard:

“Your package of money and little note, sent
by Miss Dora Freeman, was brought to me with
a line from the young lady by Mr. Randall’s colored servant
Peter. I know you could not afford to send me so
much, and I wish you had kept a part for yourself.
Surely, if the commandment with promise means anything,—and
we know it does,—you, my son, will be
blessed for your kindness to your widowed mother, as
well as your unselfish devotion to those who have been,
one the innocent, the other the guilty, cause of so much
suffering. God reward my boy—my only boy as I sometimes
fear. Surely if Robert were living he would have
sent us word ere this. I have given him up, asking God
to pardon his sin, which was great.

“And so the debt is paid at last! Dear Richard, when
I read that I shed tears of gratitude and thanksgiving
that you were free from a load you never should have
borne. It was a large sum for you to earn and pay in
less than seven years, besides supporting me and Robin.
He grows dearer to me every day, and yet I seldom look
at him without a great choking sob rising to my throat.
He is like his mother, and I loved her as if she had been
my daughter. O Anna, lost darling, was she as pure
and sinless when she died as when she crept into my arms
and whispered of her newly found hope in Him who can
keep us all from sin? God only knows. Alas! that her
end should be wrapt in so dark a mystery; and ten times
alas! that any one should be malignant enough to blame
you, who had well-nigh died when the trouble fell upon
us.

“And so you fear you are more interested in this Dora
than you ought to be, or rather that she is far too good
for you.

“She must be very, very good, if my boy be not worthy
of her.

“Yes, the Randalls are very grand, fashionable people,
as you may know from the fact that the Verners and
Strykers took them up at once. I don’t know what influence
they may have over Dora; not a bad one, I hope.
I think I saw her the other night riding by on horseback,
in company with Bell Verner. It was too dark to see
her distinctly, but I heard Miss Verner say, in reply evidently
to some remark, ‘I never trouble myself to know
or inquire after any one out of our set,’ and then they
galloped on rapidly. As I am not in Miss Verner’s
‘set’ she will not probably bring Dora to see me, but I
have obviated that difficulty by writing her a note and
inviting her to call on me. Did I do right? I am
anxious to see her, for a mother can judge better than
her son of what is in woman.




“Yours affectionately,

“Helen West.”







“By the way, did you know that Mr. Randall was the
purchaser of West Lawn, our old home?




“H. W.”







No. 2.
 Extract from Dr. West’s reply.


“Dear Mother:—Your letters do me so much good,
and make me strong to bear, though really I have perhaps
as little to trouble me as do most men of my years.
If the mystery concerning poor Anna were made clear,—if
we were sure that she was safe with the good Shepherd,
and if we knew that Robert, whether dead or alive,
had repented of his sin, I should be very happy.

“There’s Dora, I know,—a continuous trouble, but
one with which I would not willingly dispense. You ask
if you did right to invite her to call. You seldom do
wrong; but in this case, O mother, I have become a
perfect coward since Dora left me. I thought I wanted
her to know all that we know of Anna and Robin; but
now the very possibility of her hearing the little you can
tell, and then giving it the natural construction which she
might, makes the cold sweat ooze out in drops upon my
face. If she comes, tell her as little as possible. It
gives me a thrill of satisfaction to know that she is at
West Lawn, enjoying the roses I planted. Dear West
Lawn! but for that terrible misfortune which prompted
us to sell it, you might have belonged to Miss Bell Verner’s
set. But don’t tell Dora. I’d rather she should like
me for myself, and not for what I used to be.”****

No. 3.
 Extract from Margaret’s letter to Dora.


**** “I do think you might come home, instead of
asking to stay longer. It’s right shabby in you to leave
me so long, when you know how much I suffer. The
children behave dreadfully, and even John has acted real
cross, as if he thought all ailed me was nervousness. You
cannot love me, Dora, as much as I do you, and I think
it’s downright ungrateful after all I’ve done for you since
father died. If you care for me at all, you’ll come in just
one week from to-day. I have about decided to go to
Saratoga, and want you to go with me. Be sure and
come.”

No. 4.
 Extract from Mattie’s letter to Margaret.


“Dear Mrs. Russell:—Excuse the liberty I am
taking, but really if you and your husband knew how
much Dora has improved since leaving home, and how
much she really needs rest, you would not insist on her
coming home so soon. Husband and I and Bell Verner
all think it too bad, and I for one veto her leaving us.”

No. 5.
 Extract from Mr. Randall’s letter.


“Mrs. Russell.—Madam:—Both myself and Mrs.
Randall are exceedingly loth to part with our young
guest, whom rest is benefiting so much. You will do
us and her a great favor to let her remain, and I may add
I think it your duty so to do.”

Scene in Mrs. Russell’s parlor one morning about the first of July.

Squire John nervously fumbling his watch-chain, looking
very hot and distressed; Johnnie all swollen up, looking
like a little volcano ready to explode; Mrs. Russell crying
over Mr. and Mrs. Randall’s letters, wondering what
business it was of theirs to meddle and talk, just as if she
did not do her duty by Dora. Who, she’d like to know, had
supported Dora these dozen years, sending her to school,
taking her to Newport, and buying her such nice dresses?
It was right mean in Dora, and she would not stand it.
Dora should come home, and John should write that very
day to tell her so, unless he liked Dora better than he did
her, as she presumed he did—yes, she knew he did.
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