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It was Christmas eve, and the parlors of
No. 46 Shelby Street were ablaze with
light; rare flowers, in vases rarer still,
filled the rooms with a sweet perfume,
bringing back, as it were, the summer glory which
had faded in the autumn light, and died in the chill
December’s breath. Costly pictures adorned the
walls; carpets, which seemed to the eye like a
mossy bed inlaid with roses, covered the floors,
while over all, the gas-light fell, making a scene of
brilliant beauty such as was seldom witnessed in
the quiet city of ——, where our story opens.

It was the night of Alice Warren’s first presentation
to society, as a young lady, and in her luxurious
dressing-room she stood before her mirror, bending
her graceful head, while her mother placed among
her flowing curls a golden arrow, and then pronounced
the toilet complete. Alice Warren was
very beautiful with her fair young face, her waving
hair, and lustrous eyes of blue, which shone with
more than their wonted brightness, as, smoothing
down the folds of her dress, she glanced again at
the mirror opposite, and then turned toward her
mother just as a movement in the hall without attracted
the attention of both. It was a slow, uncertain
step, and darting forward, Alice cried:

“It is father—come to see how I look on my
eighteenth birthnight!”

“Not to see you, my child,” the father answered;
and in the tones of his voice there was a note of sorrow,
as if the struggle of nineteen long years were
not yet fully over.

To Hugo Warren the world was one dark, dreary
night, and the gold so many coveted would have
been freely given, could he but once have looked
upon the face of his only child, who, bounding to
his side, parted the white hair from his forehead,
and laying his hand upon her head, asked him “to
feel if she were not beautiful.”

Very tenderly and caressingly the father’s hand
moved over the shining hair, the glowing cheek,
and rounded arms of the graceful little figure which
stood before him, then dashing a tear away, the
blind man said:

“My Alice must be beautiful if she is, as they tell
me, like her mother,” and the sightless eyes turned
instinctively toward the mother, who, coming to his
side, replied:

“Alice is like me as I was when you last saw my
face—but I have changed since then—there are lines
of silver in my hair, and lines of time upon my
face.”

The blind man shook his head. The picture of
the fond girl-wife, who, in his hour of bitter agony
had whispered in his ear, “I will be sunlight,
moonlight, starlight—everything to you, my husband,”
had never changed to him—for faithfully and
well that promise had been kept, and it was better
perhaps, that he could not see the shadows on her
face—shadows which foretold a darker hour than
any he had ever known—an hour when the sunlight
of her love would set forever. But no such forebodings
were around him now. He held his wife
and daughter both in his arms, and holding them
thus, forgot for a moment that he was blind.

“Did you invite Adelaide?” Alice asked at last;
and Mr. Warren replied:

“Yes, but it is doubtful whether she will come.
She is very proud, her father says, and does not wish
to put herself in a position to be slighted.”

“Oh, father!” Alice cried, “Adelaide Huntington
does not know me. I could not slight her because
she is poor, and if she comes I will treat her
like a royal princess,” and Alice’s face flushed with
pleasure as she thought how attentive she would be
to the daughter of her father’s “confidential clerk
and authorized agent.”

Meanwhile, in a distant part of the city, in a
dwelling far more humble than that of Hugo Warren,
another family group was assembled, father, mother,
daughter—all, save old Aunt Peggy, who, thankful
for a home which saved her from the almshouse,
performed willingly a menial’s part, bearing patiently
the whims of the mother, and the caprices
of the daughter, the latter of whom proved a most tyrannical
and exacting mistress. Tall, dignified, and
rather aristocratic in her bearing, Adelaide Huntington
was called handsome by many, and admired
by those who failed to see the treachery hidden in her
large, dark eyes, or the constant effort she made to
seem what she was not. To be noticed by those
whose position in life was far above her own, was
her aim, and when the envied Alice Warren extended
to her family an invitation to be present at
her birthday party, her delight was unbounded.

She would go, of course, she said, “and her
father would go with her, and she must have a new
dress, too, even if it took every cent they had.”

The dress was purchased, and though it was only
a simple white muslin, it well became the queenly
form of the haughty Adelaide, who, when her toilet
was completed, asked her father if “he did not
think she would overshadow the diminutive Alice?”

“I don’t see why there should be this difference
between us,” she continued, as her father made no
answer. “Here I must be poor all my life, while
she will be rich, unless Mr. Warren chances to
fail——”

“Which he will do before three days are passed,”
dropped involuntarily from the lips of Mr. Huntington.

Then with a wild, startled look he grasped his
daughter’s arm, exclaiming:

“Forget what I just said—breathe not a word of
it to any one, for Heaven knows I would help it if I
could. But it is too late—too late.”

It was in vain that Adelaide and her mother
sought an explanation of these strange words. Mr.
Huntington would give none, and in unbroken silence
he accompanied his daughter to the house of
Mr. Warren.

Very cordially Alice welcomed the young girl
striving in various ways to relieve her from the embarrassment
she would naturally feel at finding herself
among so many strangers. And Adelaide was
ill at ease, for the spirit of jealous envy in her heart
whispered to her of slight and insult where none
were intended; whispered, too, that her muslin dress
which, at home with her mother and Aunt Peggy to
admire, had been so beautiful, was nothing, compared
with the soft, flowing robes of Alice Warren,
whose polite attentions she construed into a kind
of patronizing pity exceedingly annoying to one of
her proud nature. Then, as she remembered her
father’s words, she thought, “We may be equals yet.
I wonder what he meant? I mean to ask him
again,” and passing through the crowded apartments
she came to the little ante-room, where all
the evening her father had been sitting—a hard,
dark look upon his face, and his eyes bent on the
floor, as if for him that festive scene possessed no
interest.

“Father,” she said, but he made her no reply;
he did not even know that she was standing at
his side.

Far back through the “past” his thoughts were
straying, to the Christmas Eve when penniless,
friendless and alone he had come to the city, asking
employment from one whose hair was not
as white then as it was now, and whose eyes were
not quenched in darkness, but looked kindly down
upon him, as the wealthy merchant said:

“I will give you work as long as you do well.”

Hugo Warren was older than William Huntington,
and his station in life had always been different,
but over the mountain side the same Sunday bell
had once called them both to the house of God—the
same tall tree on the river bank bore on its bark
their names—the same blue sky had bent above
their childhood’s home, and for this reason he had
given the poor young man a helping hand, aiding
him step by step, until now, he was the confidential
clerk—the one trusted above all others—for when
the blindness first came upon him the helpless man
had put his hand on William’s head, saying, as he
did so:

“I trust you, with my all, and as you hope for
Heaven, do not be false to the trust.”

How those words, spoken years before, rang in
William Huntington’s ears, as he sat thinking of
the past, until the great drops of perspiration gathered
thickly around his lips and dropped upon the
floor. He had betrayed his trust—nay, more, he
had ruined the man who had been so kind to him,
and before three days were passed his sin would find
him out. Heavy bank notes must be paid, and
there was nothing with which to pay them. The
gambling table had been his ruin. Gradually he
had gone down, meaning always to replace what he
had taken, and oftentimes doing so; but fortune
had deserted him at last, and rather than meet the
glance of those sightless eyes, when the truth
should be known, he had resolved to go away. The
next day would be a holiday, and before the Christmas
sun set, he would be an outcast—a wanderer on
the earth. Of all this he was thinking when Adelaide
came to his side.

The sound of her voice aroused him at last, and
starting up, he exclaimed:

“It is time we were at home. The atmosphere
of these rooms is stifling. Get your things at once.”

Rather unwillingly Adelaide obeyed, and ten
minutes later she was saying good night to Alice
and her mother, both of whom expressed their surprise
that she should go so soon, as did Mr. Warren
also.

“I meant to have talked with you more,” he
said, as he stood in the hall with Mr. Huntington,
who, grasping his hand, looked earnestly into the
face which for all time to come would haunt him as
the face of one whom he had greatly wronged.

A few hours later, and all was still in the house
where mirth and revelry had so lately reigned.
Flushed with excitement and the flattery her youthful
beauty had called forth, Alice Warren had
sought her pillow, and in the world of dreamland
was living over again the incidents of the evening.
The blind man, too, was sleeping, and in his dreams
he saw again the forms of those he loved, but he did
not see the cloud hovering near, nor the crouching
figure which, across the way, was looking toward
his window and bidding him farewell.

Mr. Huntington had accompanied Adelaide to
his door, and then, making some trivial excuse, had
left her, and gone from his home forever, leaving his
wife to watch and wait for him as she had often done
before. Slowly the December night waned, and
just as the morning was breaking—the morn of the
bright Christmas day—a train sped on its way to
the westward, bearing among its passengers one
who fled from justice, leaving to his wife and
daughter grief and shame, and to the blind man
darkness, ruin, and death.
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The third day came and passed, and as the
twilight shadows fell upon the city, Alice
and her mother pushed back the heavy
curtain which shaded the window of their
pleasant sitting-room, and looked anxiously down
the street for one who seldom tarried long. An
hour went by, and another still, and then he came,
but far more helpless than when he left them in the
morning. The blind eyes were red with tears—the
stately form was bent with grief—the strong man
was crushed with the blow which had fallen so
suddenly upon him. He was ruined—hopelessly,
irretrievably ruined, and in all the world there was
nothing he could call his, save the loved ones who
soothed him now, as one had done before, when a
mighty sorrow overshadowed him.

As well as he could he told them of the fraud
which for many years had been imposed upon him
and how he had trusted and been betrayed by
one whom he would not suffer the officers to
follow.

“It will do no good,” he said “to have him
brought back to a felon’s cell, and I will save the
wife and daughter from more disgrace,” and so
William Huntington was suffered to go at large,
while in the home he had desolated there was
sorrow and mourning and bitter tears shed; the
blind man groping often through the familiar
rooms which would soon be his no longer; and the
daughter stifling her own grief to soothe her father’s
sorrow, and minister to her mother’s wants.

As has before been hinted, Mrs. Warren was far
from being strong, and the news of the failure burst
upon her with an overwhelming power, prostrating
her at once, so that before two weeks were gone
her husband forgot everything, save the prayer
that the wife of his bosom, the light of his eyes, the
mother of his child, might live.

But she who had been reared in the lap of luxury,
was never to know the pinching wants of poverty—never
to know what it was to be hungry, and
cold, and poor. All this was reserved for the gentle
Alice, who, younger and stronger, too, could
bear the trial better. And so, as day after day went
by, the blind man felt what he could not see—felt
the death shadows come creeping on—felt how the
pallor was deepening on his wife’s cheek—knew that
she was going from him fast—knew, alas, that she
must die, and one bright, beautiful morning, when
the thoughtless passers-by, pointing to the house,
said, one to another, “He has lost everything,” he,
from the depths of his aching heart, unconsciously
made answer, “Lost everything—lost everything!”
while Alice bowed her head in anguish, half
wishing she, too, were blind, so she could not
see the still, white face which lay upon the pillow.

Suddenly the deep stillness of the room was broken
by the sound of footsteps in the hall below,
and, lifting up her head, Alice said, “Who is it,
father?” but Mr. Warren did not answer. He knew
who it was and why they had come, and going out
to meet them, he stood upon the stairs, tall and
erect, like some giant oak which the lightning
stroke had smitten, but not destroyed.

“I know your errand,” he said; “I expected
you, but come with me and then surely you will
leave me alone a little longer,” and turning, he led
the way, followed by the men, who never forgot
that picture of the pale, dead wife, the frightened,
weeping child, and the blind man standing by with
outstretched arm as if to shield them from harm.

The sheriff was a man of kindly feelings, and
lifting his hat reverentially, he said:

“We did not know of this, or we would not
have come,” and motioning to his companion, he
left the room, walking with subdued footsteps down
the stairs, and out into the open air; and when the
sun went down not an article had been disturbed in
Hugo Warren’s home, for sheriff, creditors, lawyers—all
stood back in awe of the mighty potentate who
had entered before them, and levied upon its choicest
treasure—the white-haired blind man’s wife.


CHAPTER III.
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Nearly a year has passed by since we left
the blind man weeping over his unburied
dead, and our story leads us now to the
handsome rural town of Oakland, which
is nestled among the New England hills, and owes
much of its prosperity and rapid growth to the untiring
energy of its wealthiest citizen—its one “aristocrat,”
as the villagers persisted in calling Richard
Howland, the gentleman from Boston, who came to
Oakland a few years ago, giving to business a new
impetus, and infusing new life into its quiet, matter-of-fact
people, who respected him as few men have
ever been respected, and looked upon him as the
founder of their good fortune. He it was who built
the factory, bought the mills and owned the largest
store and shoe shop in the town, furnishing employment
to hundreds of the poor, many of whom
had moved into the village, and rented of him the
comfortable tenements which he had erected for that
purpose.

Richard Howland’s home was very beautiful,
overlooking, as it did, the town and the surrounding
country, and the passers-by often stopped to admire
its winding walks, its fountains, its grassy plats,
graceful evergreens, and wealth of flowers, the latter
of which were the especial pride of the stately Miss
Elinor, the maiden sister, who was mistress of the
house, for Richard Howland had no wife, and on
the night when we first introduce him to our readers,
he was seated in his pleasant sitting-room, with
his sister at his side, and every possible comfort and
luxury around him. The chill December wind
which howled among the naked branches of the maples,
or sighed through the drooping cedar boughs,
could not find entrance there. The blinds were
closely shut—the heavy curtains swept the floor—the
fire burned brightly in the grate, casting fantastic
shadows on the wall, and with his favorite paper in
his hand, he almost forgot that in the world without
there were such evils as poverty or pain. Neither
did he see the fragile form toiling through the darkness
up the street, and pausing at his gate. But he
heard the ringing of the door-bell, and his ear caught
the sound of some one in the hall, asking to see him.

“I wish I could be alone for one evening,” he
said, and with a slight frown of impatience upon
his brow, he awaited the approach of his visitor.

It was a delicate young girl, and her dress of
black showed that sorrow had thus early come to
her.

“Are you Mr. Howland?” she asked, and her
eyes of blue timidly sought the face of the young
man, who involuntarily arose and offered her a
seat.

Her errand was soon told. She had come to rent
his cheapest tenement—the brown house in the hollow,
which she had heard was vacant, and she wished
him to furnish her with work—she could make
both shirts and vests tolerably well, and she would
try hard to pay the rent!

The stranger paused, and Miss Elinor, who had
been watching her with mingled feelings of curiosity
and interest, saw that the  long eyelashes were
moist with tears. Mr. Howland saw it, too, and
wondering that one so young and timid should come
to him alone, he said:

“Little girl, have you no friends—no one on
whom to depend, save yourself?”

The tears on the eyelashes now dropped upon
the cheek, for the little girl, as Mr. Howland had
called her, mistook his meaning and fancied he was
thinking of security, and payment, and all those
dreadful words whose definition she was fast learning
to understand.

“I have a father,” she said, and before she had
time for more, the plain-spoken Miss Elinor asked:

“Why didn’t he come himself, and not send you,
who seem so much a child?”

There was reproach in the question, and the
young girl felt it keenly, and turning toward Miss
Elinor, she answered:

“My father could not find the way—he never
even saw my face—he couldn’t see my mother when
she died. Oh! he’s blind, he’s blind,” and the
voice, which at first had merely trembled, was
choked with bitter sobs.

The hearts of both brother and sister were
touched, and the brown house in the hollow, nay,
any house which Richard Howland had to rent,
was at the girl’s command. But he was a man of
few words, and so he merely told her she could
have both tenement and work, while his sister
thought how she would make her brother’s new
tenants her especial care.

Miss Elinor was naturally of a rather inquisitive
turn of mind and she tried very skillfully to learn
something of the stranger’s history. But the young
girl evaded all her questioning, and after a few
moments arose to go. Mr. Howland accompanied
her to the door, which he held open until she passed
down the walk and out into the street. Then the
door was closed, and Alice Warren was alone again
in the cold, dark night, but she scarcely heeded it,
for her heart was lighter than it had been for many
weeks. The gentleman whom she had so much
dreaded to meet had spoken kindly to her; the lady
too, had whispered “poor child” when she told
her of her father, while better far than all, she had
procured a shelter for her father, the payment for
which would come within their slender means.

Not time, but the joy or sorrow it brings,
changes people most, and the Alice Warren of to-day
is scarce the same we saw one year ago. Then,
petted, caressed and glowing with youthful beauty,
she presented a striking contrast to the pale-faced
girl, who, on the wintry night of which we write,
traversed street after street, until she came to the
humble dwelling which for the last few days had
been her home. Every cent of his large fortune
had Mr. Warren given up, choosing rather to starve
and know he had a right to do so, than to feed on
what was not his own. His handsome house and
furniture had all been sold, and with a mere pittance,
which would not last them long, they had gone
into the country, where Alice hoped to earn a livelihood
by teaching. But she was “too small, too
childish, too timid,” the people said, ever to succeed,
and so at last she resorted to her needle,
which in her days of prosperity, she had fortunately
learned to use.

As time passed on a kind-hearted woman, who
visited in their neighborhood, became interested
in them and urged their removal to Oakland, her
native town, whither they finally went, stopping
with her for a few days until further arrangements
could be made.

Hearing that the brown house in the hollow, as
it was called, was vacant, Alice had applied for it,
with what success we have seen, and returning home,
she told her father the result of her application,
and how small a sum they would have to pay for it,
and how neatly she could fit it up, and how in the
long winter evenings he should sit in his arm-chair
before the cheerful fire, and listening to her as she
talked, the blind man thanked God that the wife-love
he had lost forever was in a measure made up to
him in the love of his only child.

Two weeks went by, and then, in the shoe shop
and store the workmen said to each other, “to-morrow
is Christmas,” wondering if Mr. Howland
would present each of the families in his employ
with a turkey, as he was wont to do.

He had always done it before, they said, he
would surely do so now.

Nor were they disappointed, for when the day’s
labor was over, each man was given his usual gift,
and when all had been served, there was one turkey
left, for which no owner came.

“We shall need it ourselves perhaps,” Mr. Howland
thought, as he remembered the numerous city
friends expected on the morrow; and, as he was not
ashamed to carry it himself, he placed it in a covered
basked and started for home, turning involuntarily
down the street which would take him
through the hollow. He did not often go that way
for though it was quite as near, it was not a pleasant
portion of the town. But he was going that
way now, and as he came near the brown house,
from whose windows a cheerful light was shining,
he thought of his new tenants, and half decided to
call; then, remembering that one of his clerks had
told him of a young lady who had inquired for
him that afternoon, expressing much regret at his
absence and saying she should call at his
house early in the evening, he concluded to go
on. Still the light shining out upon the snow,
seemed beckoning him to come, and turning back
he stood before the window, from which the curtain
was drawn aside, revealing a picture, at which
he paused a moment to gaze. The blind man sat
in his old arm-chair, and the flickering flame of the
blazing fire shone on his frosty locks and lighted
up his grief-worn face, on which there was a pitiful
expression, most touching to behold. The sightless
eyes were cast downward as if they would see
the fair young head and wealth of soft brown
tresses resting on his knee.

Alice was crying. All day long she had
tried to repress her tears, and when, as she sat in
the gathering twilight with her father, he said, “She
was with us one year ago,” they burst forth, and
laying her head upon his lap she sobbed bitterly.

There were words of love spoken of the lost
one, and as Mr. Howland drew near, Mr. Warren
said:

“It is well, perhaps, that she died before she
knew what it was to be so poor.”

The words “to be so poor” caught Mr. Howland’s
ear, and glancing around the humble apartment
he fancied he knew why Alice wept. Just then
she lifted up her head and he saw the tears on her
cheek. Mr. Howland was unused to tears—they
affected him strangely—and as the sight of them on
Alice Warren’s eyelashes, when she told him her
father was blind, had once brought down the rent
of the house by half, so now the sight of them upon
her cheek as she sat at her father’s feet brought
himself into her presence and the turkey from his
basket. Depositing his gift upon the table and
apologizing for his abruptness, he took the chair
which Alice offered him, and in a short space of
time forgot the young lady who had so nearly
prevented him from being where he was—forgot
everything save the blue of Alice’s eyes and the
mournful sweetness of her voice as she answered
the few questions he addressed to her. He
saw at once that both father and daughter were educated
and refined, but he did not question them of
the past, for he felt instinctively that it would be to
them an unpleasant subject, so he conversed upon
indifferent topics, and Alice, as she listened to him,
could scarcely believe he was the man whom she
had heretofore associated with her wages of Saturday
night, he seemed so familiar and friendly.

“You will come to see us again,” Mr. Warren
said to his visitor, when the latter arose to go, and
smiling down on Alice, who stood with her arm
across her father’s neck, Mr. Howland answered:

“Yes, I shall come again.”

Then he bade them good night, and as the door
closed after him, Mr. Warren said:

“It seems darker now that he is gone,” but to
Alice, the room was lighter far for that brief visit.

Mr. Howland, too, felt better for the call. He
had done some good, he hoped, and the picture of
the two as he had left them was pleasant to remember,
and as he drew near his home, and saw in
imagination his own large easy-chair before the
fire, he tried to fancy how it would seem to be a
blind man, sitting there, with a brown-haired maiden’s
arm around his neck.
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“Miss Huntington, brother,” Miss Elinor
said, and Mr. Howland bowed low to
the lady thus presented to him by his
sister on his arrival home.

She had been waiting for him nearly an hour,
and she now returned his greeting with an air more
befitting a queen than Adelaide Huntington—for
she it was; and by some singular co-incidence she
had come to rent a house of Mr. Howland just as
Alice Warren had done but two or three weeks before.
The failure which had ruined Mr. Warren had
not affected Mrs. Huntington further than the mortification
and grief she naturally felt at the disgrace
and desertion of her husband, from whom she had
never heard since he left her so suddenly on the
night of the party—neither had she ever met with
Mr. Warren, although she had written him a note,
assuring him that in no way had she been concerned
in the fraud. Still her position in the city
was not particularly agreeable, and after a time she
had removed to Springfield, Mass., where she took
in plain sewing—for without her husband’s salary
it was necessary that she should do something for the
maintenance of her family. Springfield, however,
was quite too large for one of Adelaide’s proud, ambitious
nature. “She would rather live in a smaller
place,” she said, “where she could be somebody.
She had been trampled down long enough, and in
a country village she would be as good as any
one.”

Hearing by chance of Oakland and its democratic
people, she had persuaded her mother into
removing thither, giving her numerous directions
as to the manner in which she was to demean herself.

“With a little management,” she said, “no one
need to know that we have worked for a living—we
have only left the city because we prefer the
country,” and old Peggy, who still served in the
capacity of servant, was charged repeatedly “never
to say a word concerning their former position in
society.”

In short, Adelaide intended to create quite a
sensation in Oakland, and she commenced by assuming
a most haughty and consequential manner
toward both Mr. Howland and his sister.

“She had come as ma’s delegate,” she said, to
rent the white house on the hill, which they had
heard was vacant. Possibly if they liked the country,
they should eventually purchase, but it was
doubtful—people who have always lived a city life
were seldom contented elsewhere. Still, she should
try to be happy, though of course she should miss
the advantages which a larger place afforded.

All this and much more she said to Mr. Howland,
who, hardly knowing whether she were renting
a house of him or he were renting one of her,
managed at last to say:

“Your mother is a widow, I presume?”

Instantly the dark eyes sought the floor, and
Adelaide’s voice was very low in its tone as she
answered:

“I lost my father nearly a year since.”

“I wonder she don’t dress in mourning, but
that’s a way some folks have,” Miss Elinor thought,
while her brother proceeded to say that Mrs. Huntington
could have the white house on the hill, after
which Adelaide arose to go, casually asking if the
right or left hand street would bring her to the
hotel, where she was obliged to spend the night,
as no train, after that hour, went up to Springfield.

For a moment Mr. Howland waited, thinking
his sister would invite the stranger to stop with
them, but this Miss Elinor had no idea of doing;
she did not fancy the young lady’s airs, and she simply
answered:

“The right hand street—you can’t mistake it;”
frowning slightly when her brother said:

“I will accompany you, Miss Huntington.”

“I dislike very much to trouble you. Still I
hardly know the way alone,” and Adelaide’s dark
eyes flashed brightly upon him as she accepted his
offer.

Mr. Howland was not a lady’s man, but he could
be very agreeable when he tried, and so Adelaide
now found him, mentally resolving to give her
mother and old Aunt Peggy a double charge not to
betray their real circumstances. Mr. Howland evidently
thought her a person of consequence, and
who could tell what might come of her acquaintance
with him? Stranger things had happened, and she
thought that if she ever should go to that handsome
house as its mistress, her first act would be to send
that stiff old maid away.

With such fancies as these filling her mind, Adelaide
went back next day to Springfield, reported
her success, and so accelerated her mother’s movements
that scarcely a week elapsed ere they had
moved into the white house on the hill, a handsome
little cottage, which looked still more cozy and inviting
after Adelaide’s hands had fitted it up with
tasteful care. It was a rule with Mrs. Huntington
to buy the best, if possible, and as her husband had
always been lavish with his money, her furniture
was superior to that of her neighbors, many of
whom really stood in awe of the genteel widow, as
she was thought to be, and her stylish, aristocratic
daughter. They were supposed to be quite wealthy,
or at least in very easy circumstances, and more
than one young girl looked enviously at Adelaide,
as day after day she swept through the streets,
sometimes “walking for exercise,” she said, and
again going out to shop; always at Mr. Howland’s
store, where she annoyed the clerks excessively by
examining article after article, inquiring its price,
wondering if it would become her, or suit ma, and
finally concluding not to take it “for fear every
shoemaker’s daughter in town would buy something
like it, and that she couldn’t endure.”

Regularly each week she went to Springfield,
to take music lessons, she said, and lest something
should occur making it necessary for her to stay all
night, Aunt Peggy usually accompanied her to the
depot, always carrying a well-filled satchel, and
frequently a large bundle, whose many wrappings
of paper told no tales, and were supposed by the
credulous to cover the dressing-gown, which Adelaide
deemed necessary to the making of her morning
toilet.

“It was very annoying,” she said, “to carry so
much luggage, but the friends with whom she
stopped were so particular that she felt obliged to
change her dress, even though she merely stayed to
dinner.”

And so the villagers, looking at the roll of
music she invariably carried in her hands, believed
the tale, though a few of the nearest neighbors
wondered when the young lady practiced, for it was
not often that they heard the sound of the old-fashioned
instrument which occupied a corner of
the sitting-room. Finally, however, they decided
that it must be at night, for a light was
always seen in Mrs. Huntington’s windows until
after the clock struck twelve. As weeks went by,
most of those whom Adelaide considered somebodies,
called, and among them Mr. Howland. By the
merest chance she learned that he was coming and
though she pretended that she was surprised to see
him, and said she was just going out, she was
most becomingly dressed in her nicely-fitting
merino, which, in the evening, did not show the
wear of four years. The little sitting-room, too,
with its furniture so arranged as to make the best
of everything, seemed homelike and cheerful, causing
Mr. Howland to feel very much at ease, and
also very much pleased with the dark-eyed girl he
had come to see. She was very agreeable, he
thought, much more so in fact than any one he had
met in Oakland, and at a late hour, for one of
his early habits, he bade her good night, promising
to call again soon, and hear the new song she
was going to learn the next time she went to
Springfield.

In dignified silence his sister awaited his return,
and when to her greeting, “Where have you been?”
he replied, “Been to call on Miss Adelaide,” the
depth of the three winkles between her eyebrows
was perceptibly increased, while a contemptuous
Pshaw! escaped her lips. Miss Elinor was not
easily deceived. From the first she had insisted
that Adelaide “was putting on airs,” and if there
was one thing more than another which that
straightforward, matter-of-fact lady disliked, it was
pretention. She had not yet been to see Mrs.
Huntington, and now, when her brother, after
dwelling at length upon the pleasant evening he
had spent, urged her to make the lady’s acquaintance,
she replied rather sharply, that she always
wished to know something of the people with
whom she associated. For her part, she didn’t like
Miss Adelaide, and if her brother had the least
regard for her feelings, he wouldn’t call there quite
as often as he did.

“Quite as often,” Mr. Howland repeated, in
much surprise. “What do you mean? I’ve only
been there once,” and then in a spirit which men
will sometimes manifest when opposed, particularly
if in that opposition a lady is involved, he added,
“but I intend to go again—and very soon, too.”

“Undoubtedly,” was his sister’s answer, and
taking a light, the indignant woman walked from
the room, thinking to herself that, if ever that
girl came there to live—she’d no idea she would—but
if she did, she—Miss Elinor Howland would
make the house a little too uncomfortable for them
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The next morning Miss Elinor felt better,
and as time passed on and her brother
did not again visit his new tenants, she
began to feel a little more amiably disposed toward
the strangers, and at last decided to call, intending
to go next to the brown house in the hollow, where
she was a frequent visitor. She accordingly started
one afternoon for the white house on the hill, where
she was most cordially received. With the ladylike
manners of Mrs. Huntington she could find no
fault, but she did not like the expression of Adelaide’s
eyes, nor the sneering manner in which she
spoke of the country and country people; neither
did she fail to see the basket which the young lady
pushed hastily under the lounge as Aunt Peggy ushered
her into the sitting-room. On the table there
were scissors, needles and thread, but not a vestige
of sewing was visible, though on the carpet were
shreds of cloth, and from beneath the lounge peeped
something which looked vastly like the wristband
of a man’s shirt.

“Pride and poverty! I’ll venture to say they
sew for a living,” Miss Elinor thought, and making
her call as brief as possible, she arose to go.

It was in vain that Adelaide urged her to stay
longer, telling her “it was such a treat to see some
one who seemed like their former acquaintances.”

With a toss of her head Miss Elinor declined,
saying she was going to visit a poor family in the
hollow, a blind man and his daughter, and in adjusting
her furs she failed to see how both Adelaide
and her mother started at her words. Soon recovering
her composure, the former asked, who they
were, and if they had always lived in Oakland?

“Their name is Warren,” said Miss Elinor,
“and they came, I believe, from some city in western
New York, but I know nothing definite concerning
them, as they always shrink from speaking
of their former condition. Alice, though, is a sweet
little creature—so kind to her old father, and so refined,
withal.”

Mechanically bidding her visitor good afternoon,
Adelaide went to her mother’s side, exclaiming:

“Who thought those Warrens would toss up in
Oakland! Of course, when they know that we are
here, they’ll tell all about father and everything
else. What shall we do?”

“We are not to blame for your father’s misdeeds,”
Mrs. Huntington answered; and Adelaide
replied:

“I know it, but people think you are a widow
with a competence sufficient to support us genteelly—they
don’t suspect how late we sit up nights, sewing,
to make ends meet. Mercy! I hope the peeking
old maid didn’t see that,” she exclaimed, as her
own eye fell upon the wristband. Then, after a
moment, she continued, “I know what I’ll do. I’ll
go to Alice this very night, and tell her how sorry
we are for what has happened, and I’ll ask her to
say nothing about father’s having cheated them and
run away. She’s a pretty good sort of a girl, I
guess, if I did once to think her so proud.”

The plan seemed a feasible one, and that evening
as Alice Warren sat bending over a vest, which she
must finish that night, she was startled by the
abrupt entrance of Adelaide Huntington, who, seizing
both her hands, said, with well-feigned distress:

“My poor Alice! I never expected to find you
thus.”

In his arm-chair Mr. Warren was sleeping, but
when the stranger’s shadow fell upon him, he
awoke, and stretching out his arms, he said:

“Who is it, Alice?—who stands between me and
the fire?”

“It is I,” answered Adelaide, coming to his side,
“the daughter of him who ruined you. I have just
learned that you were living here in the same village
with ourselves, and, at my mother’s request, I have
come to tell you how bitterly we have wept over my
father’s sin, and to ask you not to hate us for a deed
of which we knew nothing until it was all over.”

Then seating herself in a chair she continued
to speak hurriedly, telling them some truth and
some falsehood—telling them how, for a few months
they had lived with a distant relative, a wealthy
man, who gave them money now for their support—telling
them how her father’s disgrace had affected
her mother, and begging of them not to speak of
it in Oakland, where it was not known.

“I don’t know why it is,” she said, “but people
have the impression that mother is a widow; and
though it is wrong to deceive them, I cannot tell
them my father ran away to escape a convict’s cell.
It would kill my mother outright, and if you will
keep silent, we shall be forever grateful.”

There was no reason why Mr. Warren should
speak of his former clerk, and he answered Adelaide
that neither himself nor Alice had any wish to injure
her by talking of the past. Thus relieved of
her fears, Adelaide grew very amiable and sympathetic,
saying she did not suppose they were so
poor, and pitying Alice, who must miss so much
her pictures, her flowers, her birds and her music.
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