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R. D. Blackmore's "Lorna Doone" is a quintessential tale of romance and adventure set against the rugged backdrop of 17th-century Exmoor, England. This historical novel intertwines themes of love, class struggle, and the tension between nature and societal constraints, encapsulated through the poignant, heartfelt experiences of its hero, John Ridd, and his enigmatic love, Lorna. Blackmore's rich prose, marked by vivid imagery and dialectical nuances, immerses the reader in a world where the pastoral beauty of the landscape juxtaposes the darker facets of human nature, providing an intricate portrait of a bygone era that resonates with timeless emotional truths. R. D. Blackmore, a passionate advocate for the beauty of the English countryside, draws heavily on his West Country roots and the oral traditions of the region. His experiences as a farmer and a local historian enriched his understanding of rural life and its challenges, leading him to craft a narrative that is both a love story and a social commentary. The novel reflects Blackmore's interest in folklore and the complexities of human relationships amidst the trials of the time. "Lorna Doone" is not merely a novel; it is an exploration of love's potential to transcend barriers, making it an essential read for enthusiasts of historical fiction and romantic literature. Blackmore's compelling characters and vividly rendered setting invite readers to lose themselves in a classic tale that bridges the gap between romantic idealism and stark realism, suitable for anyone seeking to engage with the depths of human emotion and the beauty of a forgotten landscape. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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In "Alice Lorraine: A Tale of the South Downs," R. D. Blackmore crafts a captivating narrative set against the picturesque backdrop of the English countryside. Richly imbued with vivid descriptions and melodious prose, the novel explores themes of love, identity, and the interplay between nature and human experience. Blackmore'Äôs literary style is marked by a keen observation of rural life and a deep appreciation for landscape, reminiscent of the Romantic Movement yet distinct in its psychological depth and intricate characterizations. The story intertwines elements of adventure and romance within the unique social fabric of the South Downs, showcasing the author's ability to blend realism with lyrical storytelling. R. D. Blackmore, best known for his iconic work "Lorna Doone," delves into the tapestry of his own life experiences and regional heritage while writing "Alice Lorraine." His upbringing in the rural landscapes of Devon, combined with a keen interest in folklore and local history, provided him the insight necessary to authentically portray the struggles and triumphs of his characters. Blackmore's extensive knowledge of English geography and its cultural nuances enhances the narrative, inviting readers to immerse themselves in the life and spirit of the South Downs. With its richly woven narrative and profound connection to place, "Alice Lorraine" is a must-read for those who appreciate elegantly constructed tales that explore the heart of humanity through the lens of nature. Readers seeking an intricate blend of lyrical beauty and emotional depth will find in Blackmore's work a timeless reflection on life, love, and the landscapes that shape us.
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Set against the pastoral backdrop of Yorkshire, R. D. Blackmore's 'Mary Anerley: A Yorkshire Tale' intricately weaves a narrative of love, social change, and the complexities of rural life in the 19th century. Blackmore employs a rich, descriptive prose style that is steeped in regional dialects and vivid imagery, allowing readers to immerse themselves in the landscape and culture of Yorkshire. The novel explores themes of identity, class distinction, and the pull between tradition and modernity, reflecting the shifting societal norms of the Victorian era. R. D. Blackmore, best known for his celebrated work 'Lorna Doone', was deeply influenced by his surroundings and the natural beauty of the English countryside. His background as a Devonshire native and his education in natural philosophy and literature fostered a deep appreciation for the intricacies of human emotion and the environment's impact on life. Such influences are evident in 'Mary Anerley', where the characters are vividly shaped by their Yorkshire landscape and the challenges they face. Readers seeking a richly textured narrative filled with intricate characters and robust themes will find 'Mary Anerley: A Yorkshire Tale' a compelling addition to their literary collections. Blackmore'Äôs ability to blend romance with elements of realism provides a captivating exploration of 19th-century British life, making this novel a must-read for enthusiasts of classic literature.
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In "George Bowring - A Tale Of Cader Idris," R. D. Blackmore weaves a rich narrative that captures the essence of Welsh landscapes through the captivating tale of George Bowring. The book employs a vivid, descriptive style reminiscent of the Romantic tradition, deeply engaging with nature while also exploring themes of adventure and personal growth. Set against the iconic backdrop of Cader Idris, Blackmore masterfully fuses local folklore with a broader exploration of the human condition, creating an atmospheric setting that immerses the reader in both the characters'Äô emotional and physical journeys. R. D. Blackmore, renowned for his deep appreciation of the pastoral and natural world, channels his own fascination with rural life into George Bowring. His established reputation as an adept storyteller is complemented by his desire to evoke the beauty of Britain's landscapes, particularly those of Wales. Blackmore'Äôs familiarity with the area and blend of local history and culture inform his unique perspective, allowing him to paint a compelling portrait of the region that resonates with both authenticity and poetic grace. This book is a must-read for enthusiasts of historical fiction and lovers of nature alike. Blackmore'Äôs evocative prose and intricate characterizations invite readers to traverse the breathtaking terrain of Cader Idris and reflect upon the interplay of nature and self-discovery, making it an essential addition to any literary collection.
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R. D. Blackmore's "The Maid of Sker" is a captivating historical novel set in the picturesque yet turbulent landscape of southern Wales, intricately weaving themes of love, tragedy, and social commentary. The narrative is characterized by its rich, lyrical prose, embodying a romantic nostalgia for the past while exploring the harsh realities of 19th-century societal constraints. With strong influences from the Gothic tradition, Blackmore constructs a haunting atmosphere that mirrors the emotional turmoil of his characters, particularly the titular Maid, whose fate is intertwined with the tumult of the times and the oppressive weight of familial and societal expectations. R. D. Blackmore, though primarily known for his celebrated work "Lorna Doone," draws on his own West Country roots and profound appreciation for the natural world as he creates this engrossing tale. His background in agriculture and a keen interest in local folklore deeply inform his storytelling, allowing readers to immerse themselves in the authentic setting and societal issues of his characters. Blackmore's personal experiences and observations enrich the narrative, making it resonate on multiple levels. This novel is a must-read for enthusiasts of classic literature and those interested in narratives that explore the complexities of love and societal norms. "The Maid of Sker" not only captivates the imagination with its vivid descriptions and relatable characters but also invites readers to reflect on the enduring nature of human passion and the constraints imposed by society. In this enriched edition, we have carefully created added value for your reading experience: - A succinct Introduction situates the work's timeless appeal and themes. - The Synopsis outlines the central plot, highlighting key developments without spoiling critical twists. - A detailed Historical Context immerses you in the era's events and influences that shaped the writing. - A thorough Analysis dissects symbols, motifs, and character arcs to unearth underlying meanings. - Reflection questions prompt you to engage personally with the work's messages, connecting them to modern life. - Hand‐picked Memorable Quotes shine a spotlight on moments of literary brilliance. - Interactive footnotes clarify unusual references, historical allusions, and archaic phrases for an effortless, more informed read.
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    Erema; Or, My Father’s Sin turns the tug-of-war between inherited stain and individual integrity into a steady, searching drama in which a young woman confronts the shadow cast by her father’s past, testing the limits of loyalty, memory, and social judgment as she pursues a truth that refuses to sit quietly beneath rumor, respectability, and fear, and in doing so it poses the unsettling question of whether a person’s fate can be sealed by another’s deeds or redeemed by courage, patience, and an unwavering commitment to discover what really happened when the world prefers a simpler, darker story.

Written by R. D. Blackmore, a prominent Victorian novelist best known for Lorna Doone, this work belongs to the nineteenth-century English tradition that blends domestic realism with elements of romance and mystery. Published in the late 1870s, it reflects the era’s appetite for morally charged narratives and carefully patterned plots. The setting is rooted in Victorian society, moving through milieus shaped by class expectations, religious sensibilities, and legal constraints. Within these recognizable contours, Blackmore crafts a narrative attentive to landscape, custom, and social ritual, while also foregrounding a heroine whose private quest unsettles the public confidence in tidy reputations and inherited assumptions.

The premise is straightforward but potent: a daughter grows up under the shadow of a scandal tied to her father and resolves to test hearsay against evidence, sentiment against fact. Her journey draws her into conversations, confidences, and records that stretch across time and social boundaries, requiring both tact and tenacity. Rather than relying on sensational turns, the narrative builds momentum through patient inquiry, moral reflection, and the gradual unveiling of motives long obscured. Readers encounter a mystery fueled less by locked rooms than by locked hearts, and the unfolding investigation becomes a measure of character as much as a search for proof.

Blackmore’s style is recognizably Victorian: measured, descriptive, and attentive to the textures of ordinary life. He interleaves scenes of domestic calm with currents of unease, allowing atmosphere and implication to do as much work as overt revelation. The voice privileges observation and restraint, encouraging readers to dwell on nuance—how a landscape frames a conversation, how a pause suggests an undisclosed wound, how courtesy may conceal conflict. The mood is contemplative and quietly suspenseful, striking a balance between tenderness and severity. The result is a narrative that rewards patient reading, where emotional clarity emerges from carefully arranged detail and moral steadiness rather than spectacle.

Themes of filial devotion and moral responsibility anchor the novel, but they ramify into broader questions about identity and justice. What does a person owe to the truth when the truth threatens the fragile structures that hold communities together? How do rumor, partial memory, and social position shape what counts as credible? The book probes the tension between inherited reputation and earned character, asking whether lineage can fix a destiny or merely complicate it. It also traces the pressures placed on a young woman navigating a world that values propriety yet demands resilience, illuminating the courage required to insist on fair judgment.

For contemporary readers, the story resonates with ongoing debates about reputation, stigma, and the ethics of evidence. Its scrutiny of hearsay, bias, and institutional authority feels timely in any era concerned with how narratives—official and private—are formed, circulated, and corrected. The heroine’s persistence models a careful, humane approach to truth-seeking that avoids both credulity and cynicism. The novel also invites reflection on intergenerational burdens, raising questions about how families inherit not only property or status but also unresolved conflicts. In this sense, it offers both emotional ballast and intellectual provocation, asking readers to weigh empathy alongside accountability.

Erema; Or, My Father’s Sin offers a quietly absorbing experience for readers who favor character-driven mystery threaded through with moral inquiry. It is less a race toward revelation than a steady calibration of feeling and fact, guided by a sensibility that trusts observation and patience. Those drawn to Victorian fiction’s layered social textures will find in it the satisfactions of a world minutely rendered, while admirers of mystery will appreciate its disciplined withholding and humane stakes. Above all, it proposes that the search for truth is a formative journey, capable of reshaping not only a story’s end but a life’s meaning.
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    Erema is a young Englishwoman whose life is shaped by a shadow that falls on her family before she can understand it. Her father, once a man of standing, lives under an accusation tied to a death within their kin, a charge he denies yet cannot escape. Driven by grief and honor, he withdraws from their ancestral world, carrying his child into obscurity. Narrated from Erema’s perspective, the story opens with displacement, secrecy, and a pledge to seek truth. The early chapters move from England toward distant shores, establishing the bond between father and daughter and the burden that defines their future.

In exile, Erema grows under her father’s strict yet affectionate guidance, learning self-reliance and reserve. He guards the past while compiling fragments that might clear his name, a private archive of letters, dates, and recollections. Their travels carry them across oceans to a harsher, freer land where old titles mean little. Yet the family crisis persists, and whispers about the alleged crime follow. The father’s health and resources wane as his resolve hardens, and Erema senses both the strength and the strain of his purpose. Their refuge remains temporary, with each new place a staging point in a longer quest.

A sudden bereavement leaves Erema alone abroad, with little beyond pride, a few papers, and the memory of a charge that must be faced. She finds protection among practical, good-hearted Americans connected to timber and river work, whose steadiness anchors her. In this frontier setting she learns to act rather than to wait, testing courage in unfamiliar conditions of flood, fire, and rough justice. The world around her is vigorous and unsentimental, and it sharpens her resolve. She recognizes that the silence surrounding her father’s past cannot endure and that she must return to the source of the trouble.

The American chapters bring new dangers and hints. A figure from the old world seems to watch her movements, and rumors reach her of interests that prefer the scandal to remain unsettled. A stray remark and a mislaid document suggest that more than misfortune is involved in her father’s fall. Erema’s protectors, kind yet candid, urge prudence while respecting her purpose. She gathers what she can without drawing notice: names, dates, and inconsistencies that point back to England. The sense of pursuit, never overtly declared, grows into a quiet resolve to confront the past where it began.

Erema returns to England, entering a society that remembers her family yet hesitates to welcome her. Guided by a few trusted advisers—a methodical solicitor, a conscientious clergyman, and elderly retainers—she retraces the chronology of the disputed events. The ancestral house, long corridors, and private chapels yield small, stubborn clues. She studies wills, parish records, and correspondence, assembling a timeline that raises as many questions as it answers. Not all relatives are helpful, and some acquaintances prove evasive. The tone is procedural and restrained, as the narrative advances through interviews, archives, and deliberate, persistent inquiry.

Gradually, the outline of the old crisis becomes clear. A family rift, intensified by questions of inheritance and temperament, culminated in a night whose details were hastily judged and never fully tested. Erema confronts discrepancies in testimonies, notices gaps in surveillance, and identifies opportunities for error or manipulation. Each discovery leads to further resistance, suggesting that personal pride and worldly advantage once shaped the verdict more than impartial scrutiny. Though unwavering, she acts within decorum, avoiding scandal as she builds a case. The investigation remains balanced between public report and private memory, between rumor and verifiable fact.

A decisive turn comes with a perilous encounter that exposes the stakes and suggests hidden hands behind the original charge. Though the danger is immediate, its greater value is evidentiary: an admission not intended for her ears, a document withheld, a pattern at last intelligible. Erema’s allies move from cautious sympathy to active support, and legal steps follow. The narrative quickens, yet it refuses melodrama, presenting each advance as the natural result of patient reasoning. The opposing force weakens under the weight of timelines and testimony, and the past, once impenetrable, begins to yield to orderly proof.

The resolution unfolds through formal procedures and private reckonings, where the contested version of events is tested and the true sequence established. Without dwelling on spectacle, the story shows reputations rebalanced and long-standing estrangements reconsidered. The outcome reshapes Erema’s place in her family and society, with implications for love, livelihood, and loyalty. Her American friends are not forgotten, and the virtues learned abroad—plain dealing, steadiness, and courage—inform the conclusion. The novel closes its central inquiry without sensational disclosure, presenting vindication or censure as the measured result of evidence rather than dramatic revelation.

Erema; Or, My Father’s Sin is a narrative of filial duty and methodical pursuit of truth. It contrasts the weight of inherited reputation with the agency of a determined individual, and the manners of old England with the directness of the American frontier. The book emphasizes patience, honor, and scrupulous inquiry, showing how quiet perseverance can untangle a hardened judgment. Its sequence mirrors a legal and moral process: suspicion, examination, contradiction, and resolution. Without indulging in sentiment or censure, it conveys a message that justice, though delayed and obstructed, can be reached by steadfast clarity and humane resolve.
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    R. D. Blackmore situates Erema across the mid-Victorian decades, moving between rural England and the western United States. The English scenes evoke the social geography of the southern counties and London’s legal and commercial nexus, where reputation, inheritance, and the machinery of justice shape gentry life. The American chapters unfold in California’s interior and along its bays, amid mills, rivers, and emergent towns that grew from mining and timber. Chronologically, the action aligns with the 1840s–1860s, a period of rapid mobility and legal change, when steam, telegraph, and booming newspapers connected continents. This dual setting allows the novel to contrast entrenched British hierarchies with the fluid, risk-laden society of a young Pacific state.

The California Gold Rush, triggered by James W. Marshall’s discovery at Sutter’s Mill, Coloma, on 24 January 1848, transformed a remote Mexican-era province into a global magnet. By 1849, tens of thousands of “Forty-Niners” surged into the Sierra foothills; San Francisco’s population soared from roughly 1,000 in 1848 to about 25,000 by 1850, the year California entered the Union (9 September 1850). Early placer mining gave way to hydraulic and corporate operations after 1853, intensifying demands for timber, transport, and law. Erema embeds its heroine among pioneer mill-owners—most memorably the plainspoken “Uncle Sam” Gundry and his nephew Firm Gundry—whose saws, rafts, and bargains serve mining camps, mirroring the frontier’s improvisational economy and moral code.

Law and order on the Pacific frontier often rested on citizens’ committees when courts faltered. San Francisco’s Vigilance Committee of 1851, and the larger body of 1856 led by merchant William T. Coleman, arose amid corruption and violent crime. After the shooting of crusading editor James King of William on 14 May 1856, the Committee seized and executed James P. Casey and Charles Cora, then expelled others, briefly eclipsing state authority. These episodes dramatize a culture of summary justice and communal reputation. The novel’s preoccupation with clearing a tainted family name resonates with such climates, where verdicts could be social before they were legal, and where courage, witness, and informal tribunals often stood in for formal courts.

Transoceanic mobility underpins the book’s transatlantic arc. Before 1869, travelers reached California either by the Cape Horn route (five to six months) or via the Isthmus of Panama, where the Panama Railroad (completed 1855) cut sea voyages to six to eight weeks. Steamship lines—Cunard (from 1840) in the Atlantic and Pacific Mail Steamship Company (founded 1848) on the Pacific—knit together Liverpool, New York, Panama, and San Francisco. The 1869 completion of the First Transcontinental Railroad further compressed time and space. Erema’s passage among seaports, river landings, and inland mills registers these networks, bringing her into contact with immigrants, speculators, and self-made Americans whose trajectories refract the century’s unprecedented circulation of people, capital, and rumor.

Victorian Britain was reshaping its criminal and civil systems, amid a burgeoning press that amplified scandal. The Metropolitan Police were founded in 1829; the County and Borough Police Act of 1856 extended organized policing nationwide. The Prisoners’ Counsel Act (1836) expanded defense rights; the Matrimonial Causes Act (1857) moved divorce to a civil court, publicizing family disputes; and a lively popular press—exemplified by the Illustrated Police News (from 1864)—fed fascination with crime. The Road Hill House murder (1860), investigated by Inspector Jonathan Whicher, epitomized anxieties about secrecy in respectable homes. The novel’s emphasis on the stain of “a father’s sin” evokes this world, where evidence, rumor, and reportage could exalt or ruin gentry reputations.

Inheritance and property rules framed elite conflict. Primogeniture concentrated estates, while entails restricted alienation until reform by the Fines and Recoveries Act (1833) simplified disentailing. The repeal of the Corn Laws (1846) pressured agrarian incomes, prompting sales, mortgages, and the emigration of younger sons. Women’s proprietary rights began to shift only late in the period (Married Women’s Property Act 1870), leaving heiresses and daughters constrained by trustees and family councils. Such structures made accusations surrounding wills, legitimacy, and succession potent social weapons. Erema’s family tangle—title, land, and the legal memory of wrongdoing—echoes those pressures, where a whisper of crime could unsettle settlements and where vindication demanded patient disentangling of testimony, documents, and motives.

California’s Civil War-era economy and politics form another backdrop. Though far from battlefields, California remained in the Union (1861–1865); Governor Leland Stanford (1862–1863) embodied Republican ascendancy. The Pacific Railroad Act (1862) authorized the Central Pacific Railroad, launched at Sacramento in 1863 by the “Big Four” (Stanford, Huntington, Hopkins, Crocker), employing thousands of Chinese laborers; the Golden Spike met the Union Pacific at Promontory Summit, Utah, on 10 May 1869. Wartime demand and postwar expansion buoyed timber, shipping, and urban growth in San Francisco and Sacramento. The Gundry mill’s commerce sits within this surge, projecting a society of contracts and risk in which personal character—and the reliability of one’s word—often mattered as much as courts.

The novel operates as a critique of Victorian social justice by juxtaposing class-bound English legality with rough American communalism. In Britain, entrenched hierarchies, primogeniture, and a voracious press render reputation precarious and due process slow, exposing how suspicion can become inherited punishment. In California, speed and necessity create other distortions: vigilantism, speculative ethics, and fortunes made faster than institutions can mature. By following a young woman forced to negotiate these systems, the book quietly indicts gendered dependency, the tyranny of rumor, and the unequal access to vindication. It suggests that truth requires courage, cross-examination, and transnational mobility, while warning that societies obsessed with gain—whether land or gold—easily sacrifice justice.
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“The sins of the fathers upon the children, unto the third and fourth generation[1] of them that hate me.[1q]”

These are the words that have followed me always. This is the curse which has fallen on my life.

If I had not known my father, if I had not loved him, if I had not closed his eyes in desert silence deeper than the silence of the grave, even if I could have buried and bewailed him duly, the common business of this world and the universal carelessness might have led me down the general[4] track that leads to nothing.

Until my father fell and died I never dreamed that he could die. I knew that his mind was quite made up to see me safe in my new home, and then himself to start again for still remoter solitudes. And when his mind was thus made up, who had ever known him fail of it?

If ever a resolute man there was, that very man was my father. And he showed it now, in this the last and fatal act of his fatal life. “Captain, here I leave you all,” he shouted to the leader of our wagon train, at a place where a dark, narrow gorge departed from the moilsome mountain track. “My reasons are my own; let no man trouble himself about them. All my baggage I leave with you. I have paid my share of the venture, and shall claim it at Sacramento. My little girl and I will take this short-cut through the mountains.”

“General!” answered the leader of our train, standing up on his board in amazement. “Forgive and forget, Sir; forgive and forget. What is a hot word spoken hotly? If not for your own sake, at least come back for the sake of your young daughter.”

“A fair haven to you!” replied my father. He offered me his hand, and we were out of sight of all that wearisome, drearisome, uncompanionable company with whom, for eight long weeks at least, we had been dragging our rough way. I had known in a moment that it must be so, for my father never argued. Argument, to his mind, was a very nice amusement for the weak. My spirits rose as he swung his bear-skin bag upon his shoulder, and the last sound of the laboring caravan groaned in the distance, and the fresh air and the freedom of the mountains moved around us. It was the 29th of May—Oak-apple Day[2] in England—and to my silly youth this vast extent of snowy mountains was a nice place for a cool excursion.

Moreover, from day to day I had been in most wretched anxiety, so long as we remained with people who could not allow for us. My father, by his calm reserve and dignity and largeness, had always, among European people, kept himself secluded; but now in this rough life, so pent in trackless tracts, and pressed together by perpetual peril, every body's manners had been growing free and easy. Every man had been compelled to tell, as truly as he could, the story of his life thus far, to amuse his fellow-creatures—every man, I mean, of course, except my own poor father. Some told their stories every evening, until we were quite tired—although they were never the same twice over; but my father could never be coaxed to say a syllable more than, “I was born, and I shall die.”

This made him very unpopular with the men, though all the women admired it; and if any rough fellow could have seen a sign of fear, the speaker would have been insulted. But his manner and the power of his look were such that, even after ardent spirits, no man saw fit to be rude to him. Nevertheless, there had always been the risk of some sad outrage.

“Erema[3],” my father said to me, when the dust from the rear of the caravan was lost behind a cloud of rocks, and we two stood in the wilderness alone—“do you know, my own Erema, why I bring you from them?”

“Father dear, how should I know? You have done it, and it must be right.”

“It is not for their paltry insults. Child, you know what I think all that. It is for you, my only child, that I am doing what now I do.”

I looked up into his large, sad eyes without a word, in such a way that he lifted me up in his arms and kissed me, as if I were a little child instead of a maiden just fifteen. This he had never done before, and it made me a little frightened. He saw it, and spoke on the spur of the thought, though still with one arm round me.

“Perhaps you will live to be thankful, my dear, that you had a stern, cold father. So will you meet the world all the better; and, little one, you have a rough world to meet.”

For a moment I was quite at a loss to account for my father's manner; but now, in looking back, it is so easy to see into things. At the time I must have been surprised, and full of puzzled eagerness.

Not half so well can I recall the weakness, anguish, and exhaustion of body and spirit afterward. It may have been three days of wandering, or it may have been a week, or even more than that, for all that I can say for certain. Whether the time were long or short, it seemed as if it would never end. My father believed that he knew the way to the house of an old settler, at the western foot of the mountains, who had treated him kindly some years before, and with whom he meant to leave me until he had made arrangements elsewhere. If we had only gone straightway thither, night-fall would have found us safe beneath that hospitable roof.

My father was vexed, as I well remember, at coming, as he thought, in sight of some great landmark, and finding not a trace of it. Although his will was so very strong, his temper was good about little things, and he never began to abuse all the world because he had made a mistake himself.

“Erema,” he said, “at this corner where we stand there ought to be a very large pine-tree in sight, or rather a great redwood-tree, at least twice as high as any tree that grows in Europe, or Africa even. From the plains it can be seen for a hundred miles or more. It stands higher up the mountainside than any other tree of even half its size, and that makes it so conspicuous. My eyes must be failing me, from all this glare; but it must be in sight. Can you see it now?”

“I see no tree of any kind whatever, but scrubby bushes and yellow tufts; and oh, father, I am so thirsty!”

“Naturally. But now look again. It stands on a ridge, the last ridge that bars the view of all the lowland. It is a very straight tree, and regular, like a mighty column, except that on the northern side the wind from the mountains has torn a gap in it. Are you sure that you can not see it—a long way off, but conspicuous?”

“Father, I am sure that I can not see any tree half as large as a broomstick. Far or near, I see no tree.”

“Then my eyes are better than my memory. We must cast back for a mile or two; but it can not make much difference.”

“Through the dust and the sand?” I began to say; but a glance from him stopped my murmuring. And the next thing I can call to mind must have happened a long time afterward.

Beyond all doubt, in this desolation, my father gave his life for mine. I did not know it at the time, nor had the faintest dream of it, being so young and weary-worn, and obeying him by instinct. It is a fearful thing to think of—now that I can think of it—but to save my own little worthless life I must have drained every drop of water from his flat half-gallon jar. The water was hot and the cork-hole sandy, and I grumbled even while drinking it; and what must my father (who was dying all the while for a drop, but never took one)—what must he have thought of me?

But he never said a word, so far as I remember; and that makes it all the worse for me. We had strayed away into a dry, volcanic district of the mountains, where all the snow-rivers run out quite early; and of natural springs there was none forth-coming. All we had to guide us was a little traveler's compass (whose needle stuck fast on the pivot with sand) and the glaring sun, when he came to sight behind the hot, dry, driving clouds. The clouds were very low, and flying almost in our faces, like vultures sweeping down on us. To me they seemed to shriek over our heads at the others rushing after them. But my father said that they could make no sound, and I never contradicted him.
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At last we came to a place from which the great spread of the earth was visible. For a time—I can not tell how long—we had wholly lost ourselves, going up and down, and turning corners, without getting further. But my father said that we must come right, if we made up our minds to go long enough. We had been in among all shapes, and want of shapes, of dreariness, through and in and out of every thrup and thrum of weariness, scarcely hoping ever more to find our way out and discover memory of men for us, when all of a sudden we saw a grand sight. The day had been dreadfully hot and baffling, with sudden swirls of red dust arising, and driving the great drought into us. To walk had been worse than to drag one's way through a stubbly bed of sting-nettles. But now the quick sting of the sun was gone, and his power descending in the balance toward the flat places of the land and sea. And suddenly we looked forth upon an immeasurable spread of these.

We stood at the gate of the sandy range, which here, like a vast brown patch, disfigures the beauty of the sierra. On either side, in purple distance, sprang sky-piercing obelisks and vapor-mantled glaciers, spangled with bright snow, and shodden with eternal forest. Before us lay the broad, luxuriant plains of California, checkered with more tints than any other piece of earth can show, sleeping in alluvial ease, and veined with soft blue waters. And through a gap in the brown coast range, at twenty leagues of distance, a light (so faint as to seem a shadow) hovered above the Pacific.

But none of all this grandeur touched our hearts except the water gleam. Parched with thirst, I caught my father's arm and tried to urge him on toward the blue enchantment of ecstatic living water. But, to my surprise, he staggered back, and his face grew as white as the distant snow. I managed to get him to a sandy ledge, with the help of his own endeavors, and there let him rest and try to speak, while my frightened heart throbbed over his.

“My little child,” he said at last, as if we were fallen back ten years, “put your hand where I can feel it.”

My hand all the while had been in his, and to let him know where it was, it moved. But cold fear stopped my talking.

“My child, I have not been kind to you,” my father slowly spoke again, “but it has not been from want of love. Some day you will see all this, and some day you will pardon me.”

He laid one heavy arm around me, and forgetting thirst and pain, with the last intensity of eyesight watched the sun departing. To me, I know not how, great awe was every where, and sadness. The conical point of the furious sun, which like a barb had pierced us, was broadening into a hazy disk, inefficient, but benevolent. Underneath him depth of night was waiting to come upward (after letting him fall through) and stain his track with redness. Already the arms of darkness grew in readiness to receive him: his upper arc was pure and keen, but the lower was flaked with atmosphere; a glow of hazy light soon would follow, and one bright glimmer (addressed more to the sky than to the earth), and after that a broad, soft gleam; and after that how many a man should never see the sun again, and among them would be my father.

He, for the moment, resting there, with heavy light upon him, and the dark jaws of the mountain desert yawning wide behind him, and all the beautiful expanse of liberal earth before him—even so he seemed to me, of all the things in sight, the one that first would draw attention. His face was full of quiet grandeur and impressive calm, and the sad tranquillity which comes to those who know what human life is through continual human death. Although, in the matter of bodily strength, he was little past the prime of life, his long and abundant hair was white, and his broad and upright forehead marked with the meshes of the net of care. But drought and famine and long fatigue had failed even now to change or weaken the fine expression of his large, sad eyes. Those eyes alone would have made the face remarkable among ten thousand, so deep with settled gloom they were, and dark with fatal sorrow. Such eyes might fitly have told the grief of Adrastus, son of Gordias, who, having slain his own brother unwitting, unwitting slew the only son of his generous host and savior.

The pale globe of the sun hung trembling in the haze himself had made. My father rose to see the last, and reared his tall form upright against the deepening background. He gazed as if the course of life lay vanishing below him, while level land and waters drew the breadth of shadow over them. Then the last gleam flowed and fled upon the face of ocean, and my father put his dry lips to my forehead, saying nothing.

His lips might well be dry, for he had not swallowed water for three days; but it frightened me to feel how cold they were, and even tremulous. “Let us run, let us run, my dear father!” I cried. “Delicious water! The dark falls quickly; but we can get there before dark. It is all down hill. Oh, do let us run at once!”

“Erema,” he answered, with a quiet smile, “there is no cause now for hurrying, except that I must hurry to show you what you have to do, my child. For once, at the end of my life, I am lucky. We have escaped from that starving desert at a spot—at a spot where we can see—”

For a little while he could say no more, but sank upon the stony seat, and the hand with which he tried to point some distant landmark fell away. His face, which had been so pale before, became of a deadly whiteness, and he breathed with gasps of agony. I knelt before him and took his hands, and tried to rub the palms, and did whatever I could think of.

“Oh, father, father, you have starved yourself, and given every thing to me! What a brute I was to let you do it! But I did not know; I never knew! Please God to take me also!”

He could not manage to answer this, even if he understood it; but he firmly lifted his arm again, and tried to make me follow it.

“What does it matter? Oh, never mind, never mind such, a wretch as I am! Father, only try to tell me what I ought to do for you.”

“My child! my child!” were his only words; and he kept on saying, “My child! my child!” as if he liked the sound of it.

At what time of the night my father died I knew not then or afterward. It may have been before the moon came over the snowy mountains, or it may not have been till the worn-out stars in vain repelled the daybreak. All I know is that I ever strove to keep more near to him through the night, to cherish his failing warmth, and quicken the slow, laborious, harassed breath. From time to time he tried to pray to God for me and for himself; but every time his mind began to wander and to slip away, as if through want of practice. For the chills of many wretched years had deadened and benumbed his faith. He knew me, now and then, betwixt the conflict and the stupor; for more than once he muttered feebly, and as if from out a dream,

“Time for Erema to go on her way. Go on your way, and save your life; save your life, Erema.”

There was no way for me to go, except on my knees before him. I took his hands, and made them lissome with a soft, light rubbing. I whispered into his ear my name, that he might speak once more to me; and when he could not speak, I tried to say what he would say to me.

At last, with a blow that stunned all words, it smote my stupid, wandering mind that all I had to speak and smile to, all I cared to please and serve, the only one left to admire and love, lay here in my weak arms quite dead. And in the anguish of my sobbing, little things came home to me, a thousand little things that showed how quietly he had prepared for this, and provided for me only. Cold despair and self-reproach and strong rebellion dazed me, until I lay at my father's side, and slept with his dead hand in mine. There in the desert of desolation pious awe embraced me, and small phantasms of individual fear could not come nigh me.

By-and-by long shadows of morning crept toward me dismally, and the pallid light of the hills was stretched in weary streaks away from me. How I arose, or what I did, or what I thought, is nothing now. Such times are not for talking of. How many hearts of anguish lie forlorn, with none to comfort them, with all the joy of life died out, and all the fear of having yet to live, in front arising!

Young and weak, and wrong of sex for doing any valiance, long I lay by my father's body, wringing out my wretchedness. Thirst and famine now had flown into the opposite extreme; I seemed to loathe the thought of water, and the smell of food would have made me sick. I opened my father's knapsack, and a pang of new misery seized me. There lay nearly all his rations, which he had made pretense to eat as he gave me mine from time to time. He had starved himself; since he failed of his mark, and learned our risk of famishing, all his own food he had kept for me, as well as his store of water. And I had done nothing but grumble and groan, even while consuming every thing. Compared with me, the hovering vultures might be considered angels.

When I found all this, I was a great deal too worn out to cry or sob. Simply to break down may be the purest mercy that can fall on truly hopeless misery. Screams of ravenous maws and flaps of fetid wings came close to me, and, fainting into the arms of death, I tried to save my father's body by throwing my own over it.
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For the contrast betwixt that dreadful scene and the one on which my dim eyes slowly opened, three days afterward, first I thank the Lord in heaven, whose gracious care was over me, and after Him some very simple members of humanity.

A bronze-colored woman, with soft, sad eyes, was looking at me steadfastly. She had seen that, under tender care, I was just beginning to revive, and being acquainted with many troubles, she had learned to succor all of them. This I knew not then, but felt that kindness was around me.

“Arauna, arauna, my shild,” she said, in a strange but sweet and soothing voice, “you are with the good man in the safe, good house. Let old Suan give you the good food, my shild.”

“Where is my father? Oh, show me my father?” I whispered faintly, as she raised me in the bed and held a large spoon to my lips.

“You shall—you shall; it is too very much Inglese; me tell you when have long Sunday time to think. My shild, take the good food from poor old Suan.”

She looked at me with such beseeching eyes that, even if food had been loathsome to me, I could not have resisted her; whereas I was now in the quick-reviving agony of starvation. The Indian woman fed me with far greater care than I was worth, and hushed me, with some soothing process, into another abyss of sleep.

More than a week passed by me thus, in the struggle between life and death, before I was able to get clear knowledge of any body or any thing. No one, in my wakeful hours, came into my little bedroom except this careful Indian nurse, who hushed me off to sleep whenever I wanted to ask questions. Suan Isco, as she was called, possessed a more than mesmeric power of soothing a weary frame to rest; and this was seconded, where I lay, by the soft, incessant cadence and abundant roar of water. Thus every day I recovered strength and natural impatience.

“The master is coming to see you, shild,” Suan said to me one day, when I had sat up and done my hair, and longed to be down by the water-fall; “if, if—too much Inglese—old Suan say no more can now.”

“If I am ready and able and willing! Oh, Suan, run and tell him not to lose one moment.”

“No sure; Suan no sure at all,” she answered, looking at me calmly, as if there were centuries yet to spare. “Suan no hurry; shild no hurry; master no hurry: come last of all.”

“I tell you, Suan, I want to see him. And I am not accustomed to be kept waiting. My dear father insisted always—But oh, Suan, Suan, he is dead—I am almost sure of it.”

“Him old man quite dead enough, and big hole dug in the land for him. Very good; more good than could be. Suan no more Inglese.”

Well as I had known it long, a catching of the breath and hollow, helpless pain came through me, to meet in dry words thus the dread which might have been but a hovering dream. I turned my face to the wall, and begged her not to send the master in.

But presently a large, firm hand was laid on my shoulder softly, and turning sharply round, I beheld an elderly man looking down at me. His face was plain and square and solid, with short white curls on a rugged forehead, and fresh red cheeks, and a triple chin—fit base for remarkably massive jaws. His frame was in keeping with his face, being very large and powerful, though not of my father's commanding height. His dress and appearance were those of a working—and a really hard-working—man, sober, steadfast, and self-respecting; but what engaged my attention most was the frank yet shrewd gaze of deep-set eyes. I speak of things as I observed them later, for I could not pay much heed just then.

“'Tis a poor little missy,” he said, with a gentle tone. “What things she hath been through! Will you take an old man's hand, my dear? Your father hath often taken it, though different from his rank of life. Sampson Gundry is my name, missy. Have you ever heard your father tell of it?”

“Many and many a time,” I said, as I placed my hot little hand in his. “He never found more than one man true on earth, and it was you, Sir.”

“Come, now,” he replied, with his eyes for a moment sparkling at my warmth of words; “you must not have that in your young head, missy. It leads to a miserable life. Your father hath always been unlucky—the most unlucky that ever I did know. And luck cometh out in nothing clearer than in the kind of folk we meet. But the Lord in heaven ordereth all. I speak like a poor heathen.”

“Oh, never mind that!” I cried: “only tell me, were you in time to save—to save—” I could not bear to say what I wanted.

“In plenty of time, my dear; thanks to you. You must have fought when you could not fight: the real stuff, I call it. Your poor father lies where none can harm him. Come, missy, missy, you must not take on so. It is the best thing that could befall a man so bound up with calamity. It is what he hath prayed for for many a year—if only it were not for you. And now you are safe, and for sure he knows it, if the angels heed their business.”

With these words he withdrew, and kindly sent Suan back to me, knowing that her soothing ways would help me more than argument. To my mind all things lay in deep confusion and abasement. Overcome with bodily weakness and with bitter self-reproach, I even feared that to ask any questions might show want of gratitude. But a thing of that sort could not always last, and before very long I was quite at home with the history of Mr. Gundry.

Solomon Gundry, of Mevagissey, in the county of Cornwall, in England, betook himself to the United States in the last year of the last century. He had always been a most upright man, as well as a first-rate fisherman; and his family had made a rule—as most respectable families at that time did—to run a nice cargo of contraband goods not more than twice in one season. A highly querulous old lieutenant of the British navy (who had served under Nelson and lost both, arms, yet kept “the rheumatics” in either stump) was appointed, in an evil hour, to the Cornish coast-guard; and he never rested until he had caught all the best county families smuggling. Through this he lost his situation, and had to go to the workhouse; nevertheless, such a stir had been roused that (to satisfy public opinion) they made a large sacrifice of inferior people, and among them this Solomon Gundry. Now the Gundries had long been a thickset race, and had furnished some champion wrestlers; and Solomon kept to the family stamp in the matter of obstinacy. He made a bold mark at the foot of a bond for 150 pounds; and with no other sign than that, his partner in their stanch herring-smack (the Good Hope, of Mevagissey) allowed him to make sail across the Atlantic with all he cared for.

This Cornish partner deserved to get all his money back; and so he did, together with good interest. Solomon Gundry throve among a thrifty race at Boston; he married a sweet New England lass, and his eldest son was Sampson. Sampson, in the prime of life, and at its headstrong period, sought the far West, overland, through not much less of distance, and through even more of danger, than his English father had gone through. His name was known on the western side of the mighty chain of mountains before Colonel Fremont was heard of there, and before there was any gleam of gold on the lonely sunset frontage.

Here Sampson Gundry lived by tillage of the nobly fertile soil ere Sacramento or San Francisco had any name to speak of. And though he did not show regard for any kind of society, he managed to have a wife and son, and keep them free from danger. But (as it appears to me the more, the more I think of every thing) no one must assume to be aside the reach of Fortune because he has gathered himself so small that she should not care to strike at him. At any rate, good or evil powers smote Sampson Gundry heavily.

First he lost his wife, which was a “great denial” to him. She fell from a cliff while she was pegging out the linen, and the substance of her frame prevented her from ever getting over it. And after that he lost his son, his only son—for all the Gundries were particular as to quality; and the way in which he lost his son made it still more sad for him.

A reputable and valued woman had disappeared in a hasty way from a cattle-place down the same side of the hills. The desire of the Indians was to enlarge her value and get it. There were very few white men as yet within any distance to do good; but Sampson Gundry vowed that, if the will of the Lord went with him, that woman should come back to her family without robbing them of sixpence. To this intent he started with a company of some twenty men—white or black or middle-colored (according to circumstances). He was their captain, and his son Elijah their lieutenant. Elijah had only been married for a fortnight, but was full of spirit, and eager to fight with enemies; and he seems to have carried this too far; for all that came back to his poor bride was a lock of his hair and his blessing. He was buried in a bed of lava on the western slope of Shasta, and his wife died in her confinement, and was buried by the Blue River.

It was said at the time and long afterward that Elijah Gundry—thus cut short—was the finest and noblest young man to be found from the mountains to the ocean. His father, in whose arms he died, led a sad and lonely life for years, and scarcely even cared (although of Cornish and New England race) to seize the glorious chance of wealth which lay at his feet beseeching him. By settlement he had possessed himself of a large and fertile district, sloping from the mountain-foot along the banks of the swift Blue River, a tributary of the San Joaquin. And this was not all; for he also claimed the ownership of the upper valley, the whole of the mountain gorge and spring head, whence that sparkling water flows. And when that fury of gold-digging in 1849 arose, very few men could have done what he did without even thinking twice of it.

For Sampson Gundry stood, like a bull, on the banks of his own river, and defied the worst and most desperate men of all nations to pollute it. He had scarcely any followers or steadfast friends to back him; but his fame for stern courage was clear and strong, and his bodily presence most manifest. Not a shovel was thrust nor a cradle rocked in the bed of the Blue River.

But when a year or two had passed, and all the towns and villages, and even hovels and way-side huts, began to clink with money, Mr. Gundry gradually recovered a wholesome desire to have some. For now his grandson Ephraim was growing into biped shape, and having lost his mother when he first came into the world, was sure to need the more natural and maternal nutriment of money.

Therefore Sampson Gundry, though he would not dig for gold, wrought out a plan which he had long thought of. Nature helped him with all her powers of mountain, forest, and headlong stream. He set up a saw-mill, and built it himself; and there was no other to be found for twelve degrees of latitude and perhaps a score of longitude.
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If I think, and try to write forever with the strongest words, I can not express to any other mind a thousandth part of the gratitude which was and is, and ought to be forever, in my own poor mind toward those who were so good to me. From time to time it is said (whenever any man with power of speech or fancy gets some little grievances) that all mankind are simply selfish, miserly, and miserable. To contradict that saying needs experience even larger, perhaps, than that which has suggested it; and this I can not have, and therefore only know that I have not found men or women behave at all according to that view of them.

Whether Sampson Gundry owed any debt, either of gratitude or of loyalty, to my father, I did not ask; and he seemed to be (like every one else) reserved and silent as to my father's history. But he always treated me as if I belonged to a rank of life quite different from and much above his own. For instance, it was long before he would allow me to have my meals at the table of the household.

But as soon as I began in earnest to recover from starvation, loss, and loneliness, my heart was drawn to this grand old man, who had seen so many troubles. He had been here and there in the world so much, and dealt with so many people, that the natural frankness of his mind was sharpened into caution. But any weak and helpless person still could get the best of him; and his shrewdness certainly did not spring from any form of bitterness. He was rough in his ways sometimes, and could not bear to be contradicted when he was sure that he was right, which generally happened to him. But above all things he had one very great peculiarity, to my mind highly vexatious, because it seemed so unaccountable. Sampson Gundry had a very low opinion of feminine intellect. He never showed this contempt in any unpleasant way, and indeed he never, perhaps, displayed it in any positive sayings. But as I grew older and began to argue, sure I was that it was there; and it always provoked me tenfold as much by seeming to need no assertion, but to stand as some great axiom.

The other members of the household were his grandson Ephraim (or “Firm” Gundry), the Indian woman Suan Isco, and a couple of helps, of race or nation almost unknown to themselves. Suan Isco belonged to a tribe of respectable Black Rock Indians, and had been the wife of a chief among them, and the mother of several children. But Klamath Indians, enemies of theirs (who carried off the lady of the cattle ranch, and afterward shot Elijah), had Suan Isco in their possession, having murdered her husband and children, and were using her as a mere beast of burden, when Sampson Gundry fell on them. He, with his followers, being enraged at the cold-blooded death of Elijah, fell on those miscreants to such purpose that women and children alone were left to hand down their bad propensities.

But the white men rescued and brought away the stolen wife of the stockman, and also the widow of the Black Rock chief. She was in such poor condition and so broken-hearted that none but the finest humanity would have considered her worth a quarter of the trouble of her carriage. But she proved to be worth it a thousandfold; and Sawyer Gundry (as now he was called) knew by this time all the value of uncultivated gratitude. And her virtues were so many that it took a long time to find them out, for she never put them forward, not knowing whether they were good or bad.

Until I knew these people, and the pure depth of their kindness, it was a continual grief to me to be a burden upon them. But when I came to understand them and their simple greatness, the only thing I was ashamed of was my own mistrust of them. Not that I expected ever that any harm would be done to me, only that I knew myself to have no claim on any one.

One day, when I was fit for nothing but to dwell on trouble, Sampson Gundry's grandson “Firm”—as he was called for Ephraim—ran up the stairs to the little room where I was sitting by myself.

“Miss Rema, will you come with us?” he said, in his deep, slow style of speech. “We are going up the mountain, to haul down the great tree to the mill.”

“To be sure I will come,” I answered, gladly. “What great tree is it, Mr. Ephraim?”

“The largest tree any where near here—the one we cut down last winter. Ten days it took to cut it down. If I could have saved it, it should have stood. But grandfather did it to prove his rights. We shall have a rare job to lead it home, and I doubt if we can tackle it. I thought you might like to see us try.”

In less than a minute I was ready, for the warmth and softness of the air made cloak or shawl unbearable. But when I ran down to the yard of the mill, Mr. Gundry, who was giving orders, came up and gave me an order too.

“You must not go like this, my dear. We have three thousand feet to go upward. The air will be sharp up there, and I doubt if we shall be home by night-fall. Run, Suan, and fetch the young lady's cloak, and a pair of thicker boots for change.”

Suan Isco never ran. That manner of motion was foreign to her, at least as we accomplish it. When speed was required, she attained it by increased length of stride and great vigor of heel. In this way she conquered distance steadily, and with very little noise.

The air, and the light, and the beauty of the mountains were a sudden joy to me. In front of us all strode Sampson Gundry, clearing all tangles with a short, sharp axe, and mounting steep places as if twoscore were struck off his threescore years and five. From time to time he turned round to laugh, or see that his men and trained bullocks were right; and then, as his bright eyes met my dark ones, he seemed to be sorry for the noise he made. On the other hand, I was ashamed of damping any one's pleasure by being there.

But I need not have felt any fear about this. Like all other children, I wrapped myself up too much in my own importance, and behaved as if my state of mind was a thing to be considered. But the longer we rose through the freedom and the height, the lighter grew the heart of every one, until the thick forest of pines closed round us, and we walked in a silence that might be felt.

Hence we issued forth upon the rough bare rock, and after much trouble with the cattle, and some bruises, stood panting on a rugged cone, or crest, which had once been crowned with a Titan of a tree. The tree was still there, but not its glory; for, alas! the mighty trunk lay prostrate—a grander column than ever was or will be built by human hands. The tapering shaft stretched out of sight for something like a furlong, and the bulk of the butt rose over us so that we could not see the mountains. Having never seen any such tree before, I must have been amazed if I had been old enough to comprehend it.

Sampson Gundry, large as he was, and accustomed to almost every thing, collected his men and the whole of his team on the ground-floor or area of the stump before he would say any thing. Here we all looked so sadly small that several of the men began to laugh; the bullocks seemed nothing but raccoons or beavers to run on the branches or the fibres of the tree; and the chains and the shackles, and the blocks and cranes, and all the rest of the things they meant to use, seemed nothing whatever, or at all to be considered, except as a spider's web upon this tree.

The sagacious bullocks, who knew quite well what they were expected to do, looked blank. Some rubbed their horns into one another's sadly, and some cocked their tails because they felt that they could not be called upon to work. The light of the afternoon sun came glancing along the vast pillar, and lit its dying hues—cinnamon, purple, and glabrous red, and soft gray where the lichens grew.

Every body looked at Mr. Gundry, and he began to cough a little, having had lately some trouble with his throat. Then in his sturdy manner he spoke the truth, according to his nature. He set his great square shoulders against the butt of the tree, and delivered himself:

“Friends and neighbors, and hands of my own, I am taken in here, and I own to it. It serves me right for disbelieving what my grandson, Firm Gundry, said. I knew that the tree was a big one, of course, as every body else does; but till you see a tree laid upon earth you get no grip of his girth, no more than you do of a man till he lieth a corpse. At the time of felling I could not come anigh him, by reason of an accident; and I had some words with this boy about it, which kept me away ever since that time. Firm, you were right, and I was wrong. It was a real shame, now I see it, to throw down the 'King of the Mountains.' But, for all that, being down, we must use him. He shall be sawn into fifty-foot lengths. And I invite you all to come again, for six or seven good turns at him.”

At the hearing of this, a cheer arose, not only for the Sawyer's manly truth, but also for his hospitality; because on each of these visits to the mountain he was the host, and his supplies were good. But before the descent with the empty teams began, young Ephraim did what appeared to me to be a gallant and straightforward thing. He stood on the chine of the fallen monster, forty feet above us, having gained the post of vantage by activity and strength, and he asked if he might say a word or two.

“Say away, lad,” cried his grandfather, supposing, perhaps, in his obstinate way (for truly he was very obstinate), that his grandson was going now to clear himself from art or part in the murder of that tree—an act which had roused indignation over a hundred leagues of lowland.

“Neighbors,” said Firm, in a clear young voice, which shook at first with diffidence, “we all have to thank you, more than I can tell, for coming to help us with this job. It was a job which required to be done for legal reasons which I do not understand, but no doubt they were good ones. For that we have my grandfather's word; and no one, I think, will gainsay it. Now, having gone so far, we will not be beaten by it, or else we shall not be Americans.”

These simple words were received with great applause; and an orator, standing on the largest stump to be found even in America, delivered a speech which was very good to hear, but need not now be repeated. And Mr. Gundry's eyes were moist with pleasure at his grandson's conduct.

“Firm knoweth the right thing to do,” he said; “and like a man he doeth it. But whatever aileth you, Miss Rema, and what can 'e see in the distance yonner? Never mind, my dear, then. Tell me by-and-by, when none of these folk is 'longside of us.”

But I could not bear to tell him, till he forced it from me under pain of his displeasure. I had spied on the sky-line far above us, in the desert track of mountain, the very gap in which my father stood and bade me seek this landmark. His memory was true, and his eyesight also; but the great tree had been felled. The death of the “King of the Mountains” had led to the death of the king of mankind, so far as my little world contained one.
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The influence of the place in which I lived began to grow on me. The warmth of the climate and the clouds of soft and fertile dust were broken by the refreshing rush of water and the clear soft green of leaves. We had fruit trees of almost every kind, from the peach to the amber cherry, and countless oaks by the side of the river—not large, but most fantastic. Here I used to sit and wonder, in a foolish, childish way, whether on earth there was any other child so strangely placed as I was. Of course there were thousands far worse off, more desolate and destitute, but was there any more thickly wrapped in mystery and loneliness?

A wanderer as I had been for years, together with my father, change of place had not supplied the knowledge [2q]which flows from lapse of time. Faith, and warmth, and trust in others had not been dashed out of me by any rude blows of the world, as happens with unlucky children huddled together in large cities. My father had never allowed me much acquaintance with other children; for six years he had left me with a community of lay sisters[8], in a little town of Languedoc[5], where I was the only pupil, and where I was to remain as I was born, a simple heretic[6]. Those sisters were very good to me, and taught me as much as I could take of secular accomplishment. And it was a bitter day for me when I left them for America.

For during those six years I had seen my father at long intervals, and had almost forgotten the earlier days when I was always with him. I used to be the one little comfort of his perpetual wanderings, when I was a careless child, and said things to amuse him. Not that he ever played with me any more than he played with any thing; but I was the last of his seven children, and he liked to watch me grow. I never knew it, I never guessed it, until he gave his life for mine; but, poor little common thing as I was, I became his only tie to earth. Even to me he was never loving, in the way some fathers are. He never called me by pet names, nor dandled me on his knee, nor kissed me, nor stroked down my hair and smiled. Such things I never expected of him, and therefore never missed them; I did not even know that happy children always have them.

But one thing I knew, which is not always known to happier children: I had the pleasure of knowing my own name. My name was an English one—Castlewood—and by birth I was an English girl, though of England I knew nothing, and at one time spoke and thought most easily in French. But my longing had always been for England, and for the sound of English voices and the quietude of English ways. In the chatter and heat and drought of South France some faint remembrance of a greener, cooler, and more silent country seemed to touch me now and then. But where in England I had lived, or when I had left that country, or whether I had relations there, and why I was doomed to be a foreign girl—all these questions were but as curling wisps of cloud on memory's sky.

Of such things (much as I longed to know a good deal more about them) I never had dared to ask my father; nor even could I, in a roundabout way, such as clever children have, get second-hand information. In the first place, I was not a clever child; for the next point, I never had underhand skill; and finally, there was no one near me who knew any thing about me. Like all other girls—and perhaps the very same tendency is to be found in boys—I had strong though hazy ideas of caste. The noble sense of equality, fraternity, and so on, seems to come later in life than childhood, which is an age of ambition. I did not know who in the world I was, but felt quite sure of being somebody.

One day, when the great tree had been sawn into lengths, and with the aid of many teams brought home, and the pits and the hoisting tackle were being prepared and strengthened to deal with it, Mr. Gundry, being full of the subject, declared that he would have his dinner in the mill yard. He was anxious to watch, without loss of time, the settlement of some heavy timbers newly sunk in the river's bed, to defend the outworks of the mill. Having his good leave to bring him his pipe[9], I found him sitting upon a bench with a level fixed before him, and his empty plate and cup laid by, among a great litter of tools and things. He was looking along the level with one eye shut, and the other most sternly intent; but when I came near he rose and raised his broad pith hat, and made me think that I was not interrupting him.

“Here is your pipe, Uncle Sam,” I said; for, in spite of all his formal ways, I would not be afraid of him. I had known him now quite long enough to be sure he was good and kind. And I knew that the world around these parts was divided into two hemispheres, the better half being of those who loved, and the baser half made of those who hated, Sawyer Sampson Gundry[7].

“What a queer world it is!” said Mr. Gundry, accepting his pipe to consider that point. “Who ever would have dreamed, fifty years agone, that your father's daughter would ever have come with a pipe to light for my father's son?”

“Uncle Sam,” I replied, as he slowly began to make those puffs which seem to be of the highest essence of pleasure, and wisps of blue smoke flitted through his white eyebrows and among the snowy curls of hair—“dear Uncle Sam, I am sure that it would be an honor to a princess to light a pipe for a man like you.”

“Miss Rema, I should rather you would talk no nonsense,” he answered, very shortly, and he set his eye along his level, as if I had offended him. Not knowing how to assert myself and declare that I had spoken my honest thoughts, I merely sat down on the bench and waited for him to speak again to me. But he made believe to be very busy, and scarcely to know that I was there. I had a great mind to cry, but resolved not to do it.

“Why, how is this? What's the matter?” he exclaimed at last, when I had been watching the water so long that I sighed to know where it was going to. “Why, missy, you look as if you had never a friend in all the wide world left.”

“Then I must look very ungrateful,” I said; “for at any rate I have one, and a good one.”

“And don't you know of any one but me, my dear?”

“You and Suan Isco and Firm—those are all I have any knowledge of.”

“'Tis a plenty—to my mind, almost too many. My plan is to be a good friend to all, but not let too many be friends with me. Rest you quite satisfied with three, Miss Rema. I have lived a good many years, and I never had more than three friends worth a puff of my pipe.”

“But one's own relations, Uncle Sam—people quite nearly related to us: it is impossible for them to be unkind, you know.”

“Do I, my dear? Then I wish that I did. Except one's own father and mother, there is not much to be hoped for out of them. My own brother took a twist against me[10] because I tried to save him from ruin; and if any man ever wished me ill, he did. And I think that your father had the same tale to tell. But there! I know nothing whatever about that.”

“Now you do, Mr. Gundry; I am certain that you do, and beg you to tell me, or rather I demand it. I am old enough now, and I am certain my dear father would have wished me to know every thing. Whatever it was, I am sure that he was right; and until I know that, I shall always be the most miserable of the miserable.”

The Sawyer looked at me as if he could not enter into my meaning, and his broad, short nose and quiet eyes were beset with wrinkles of inquiry. He quite forgot his level and his great post in the river, and tilted back his ancient hat, and let his pipe rest on his big brown arm. “Lord bless me!” he said, “what a young gal you are! Or, at least, what a young Miss Rema. What good can you do, miss, by making of a rout? Here you be in as quiet a place as you could find, and all of us likes and pities you. Your father was a wise man to settle you here in this enlightened continent. Let the doggoned old folk t'other side of the world think out their own flustrations. A female young American you are now, and a very fine specimen you will grow. 'Tis the finest thing to be on all God's earth.”

“No, Mr. Gundry, I am an English girl, and I mean to be an Englishwoman. The Americans may be more kind and generous, and perhaps my father thought so, and brought me here for that reason. And I may be glad to come back to you again when I have done what I am bound to do. Remember that I am the last of seven children, and do not even know where the rest are buried.”

“Now look straight afore you, missy. What do you see yonner?” The Sawyer was getting a little tired, perhaps, of this long interruption.

“I see enormous logs, and a quantity of saws, and tools I don't even know the names of. Also I see a bright, swift river.”

“But over here, missy, between them two oaks. What do you please to see there, Miss Rema?”

“What I see there, of course, is a great saw-mill.”

“But it wouldn't have been 'of course,' and it wouldn't have been at all, if I had spent all my days a-dwelling on the injuries of my family. Could I have put that there unekaled sample of water-power and human ingenuity together without laboring hard for whole months of a stretch, except upon the Sabbath, and laying awake night after night, and bending all my intellect over it? And could I have done that, think you now, if my heart was a-mooning upon family wrongs, and this, that, and the other?”

Here Sampson Gundry turned full upon me, and folded his arms, and spread his great chin upon his deer-skin apron, and nodded briskly with his deep gray eyes, surveying me in triumph. To his mind, that mill was the wonder of the world, and any argument based upon it, with or without coherence, was, like its circular saws, irresistible. And yet he thought that women can not reason! However, I did not say another word just then, but gave way to him, as behooved a child. And not only that, but I always found him too good to be argued with—too kind, I mean, and large of heart, and wedded to his own peculiar turns. There was nothing about him that one could dislike, or strike fire at, and be captious; and he always proceeded with such pity for those who were opposed to him that they always knew they must be wrong, though he was too polite to tell them so. And he had such a pleasant, paternal way of looking down into one's little thoughts when he put on his spectacles, that to say any more was to hazard the risk of ungrateful inexperience.
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The beautiful Blue River came from the jagged depths of the mountains, full of light and liveliness. It had scarcely run six miles from its source before it touched our mill-wheel; but in that space and time it had gathered strong and copious volume. The lovely blue of the water (like the inner tint of a glacier) was partly due to its origin, perhaps, and partly to the rich, soft tone of the granite sand spread under it. Whatever the cause may have been, the river well deserved its title.

It was so bright and pure a blue, so limpid and pellucid, that it even seemed to out-vie the tint of the sky which it reflected, and the myriad sparks of sunshine on it twinkled like a crystal rain. Plodding through the parched and scorching dust of the mountain-foot, through the stifling vapor and the blinding, ochreous glare, the traveler suddenly came upon this cool and calm delight. It was not to be descried afar, for it lay below the level, and the oaks and other trees of shelter scarcely topped the narrow comb. There was no canyon, such as are—and some of them known over all the world—both to the north and south of it. The Blue River did not owe its birth to any fierce convulsion, but sparkled on its cheerful way without impending horrors. Standing here as a child, and thinking, from the manner of my father, that strong men never wept nor owned the conquest of emotion, I felt sometimes a fool's contempt for the gushing transport of brave men. For instance, I have seen a miner, or a tamer of horses, or a rough fur-hunter, or (perhaps the bravest of all) a man of science and topography, jaded, worn, and nearly dead with drought and dearth and choking, suddenly, and beyond all hope, strike on this buried Eden. And then he dropped on his knees and spread his starved hands upward, if he could, and thanked the God who made him, till his head went round, and who knows what remembrance of loved ones came to him? And then, if he had any moisture left, he fell to a passion of weeping.

In childish ignorance I thought that this man weakly degraded himself, and should have been born a woman. But since that time I have truly learned that the bravest of men are those who feel their Maker's Land most softly, and are not ashamed to pay the tribute of their weakness to Him.

Living, as we did, in a lonely place, and yet not far from a track along the crest of the great Californian plain from Sacramento southward, there was scarcely a week which did not bring us some traveler needing comfort. Mr. Gundry used to be told that if he would set up a rough hotel, or house of call for cattle-drovers, miners, loafers, and so on, he might turn twice the money he could ever make by his thriving saw-mill. But he only used to laugh, and say that nature had made him too honest for that; and he never thought of charging any thing for his hospitality, though if a rich man left a gold piece, or even a nugget, upon a shelf, as happened very often, Sawyer Gundry did not disdain to set it aside for a rainy day. And one of his richest or most lavish guests arrived on my account, perhaps.

It happened when daylight was growing shorter, and the red heat of the earth was gone, and the snow-line of distant granite peaks had crept already lower, and the chattering birds that spent their summer in our band of oak-trees were beginning to find their food get short, and to prime swift wings for the lowland; and I, having never felt bitter cold, was trembling at what I heard of it. For now it was clear that I had no choice but to stay where I was for the present, and be truly thankful to God and man for having the chance of doing so. For the little relics of my affairs—so far as I had any—had taken much time in arrangement, perhaps because it was so hard to find them. I knew nothing, except about my own little common wardrobe, and could give no information about the contents of my father's packages. But these, by dint of perseverance on the part of Ephraim (who was very keen about all rights), had mainly been recovered, and Mr. Gundry had done the best that could be done concerning them. Whatever seemed of a private nature, or likely to prove important, had been brought home to Blue River Mills; the rest had been sold, and had fetched large prices, unless Mr. Gundry enlarged them.

He more than enlarged, he multiplied them, as I found out long afterward, to make me think myself rich and grand, while a beggar upon his bounty. I had never been accustomed to think of money, and felt some little contempt for it—not, indeed, a lofty hatred, but a careless wonder why it seemed to be always thought of. It was one of the last things I ever thought of; and those who were waiting for it were—until I got used to them—obliged in self-duty to remind me.

This, however, was not my fault. I never dreamed of wronging them. But I had earned no practical knowledge of the great world any where, much though I had wandered about, according to vague recollections. The duty of paying had never been mine; that important part had been done for me. And my father had such a horror always of any growth of avarice that he never gave me sixpence.

And now, when I heard upon every side continual talk of money, from Suan Isco upward, I thought at first that the New World must be different from the Old one, and that the gold mines in the neighborhood must have made them full of it; and once or twice I asked Uncle Sam; but he only nodded his head, and said that it was the practice every where. And before very long I began to perceive that he did not exaggerate.

Nothing could prove this point more clearly than the circumstance above referred to—the arrival of a stranger, for the purpose of bribing even Uncle Sam himself. This happened in the month of November, when the passes were beginning to be blocked with snow, and those of the higher mountain tracts had long been overwhelmed with it. On this particular day the air was laden with gray, oppressive clouds, threatening a heavy downfall, and instead of faring forth, as usual, to my beloved river, I was kept in-doors, and even up stairs, by a violent snow-headache. This is a crushing weight of pain, which all new-comers, or almost all, are obliged to endure, sometimes for as much as eight-and-forty hours, when the first great snow of the winter is breeding, as they express it, overhead. But I was more lucky than most people are; for after about twelve hours of almost intolerable throbbing, during which the sweetest sound was odious, and the idea of food quite loathsome, the agony left me, and a great desire for something to eat succeeded. Suan Isco, the kindest of the kind, was gone down stairs at last, for which I felt ungrateful gratitude—because she had been doing her best to charm away my pain by low, monotonous Indian ditties, which made it ten times worse; and yet I could not find heart to tell her so.
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