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    Pitting a shrewd, domestic conscience against the windy theatrics of public life, Sweet Cicely — or Josiah Allen as a Politician unfolds as a comic reckoning with how personal ethics, neighborly duty, and everyday language can expose the pretensions, evasions, and self-importance that often masquerade as statesmanship, insisting—by turns gently and sharply—that the testing ground of any platform is not the platform itself but the kitchen table, the meeting-house steps, and the small, stubborn facts of community that resist being drafted into slogans, parades, and promises designed to look grand at a distance and thin upon close inspection.

Marietta Holley, a leading voice in nineteenth-century American humor and social satire, situates this novel within her long-running Samantha Allen series, where rural life in upstate New York provides the vantage point for observing national habits. First published in the late nineteenth century, the book belongs to the Gilded Age moment when civic reform, temperance, and women’s rights animated local and national debates. Framed as domestic fiction sharpened by political wit, it turns the familiar setting of a small community—often called Jonesville in the series—into a stage where everyday talk challenges the rhetoric of parties, platforms, and would-be reformers.

The premise is disarmingly simple: a household known to readers of Holley’s work becomes entangled with local politics when Josiah Allen, genial, fallible, and eager for importance, edges toward political activity, while Samantha Allen, clear-eyed and steadfast, weighs public claims against private conduct. Rather than chase high intrigues, the narrative lingers on meetings, errands, and conversations in which policy is translated into chores and consequences. Readers encounter a voice that blends humor with moral inquiry, using homespun idiom to test ideas. The result is a reading experience that is intimate, spirited, and safely spoiler-free, driven by situation and satire rather than by plot shocks.

Key themes surface through contrast: the difference between reform as lived responsibility and reform as speech; the tension between gendered expectations and civic competence; the pressure politics exerts on friendship, marriage, and neighborliness. Holley’s comedy consistently asks what kind of power counts—persuasion or position, common sense or ceremony—and who is permitted to wield it. The book participates in the era’s discourse on temperance and women’s rights without turning into a tract, preferring to show how big questions arrive at the doorstep in the form of errands to be run, budgets to be kept, and promises to be honored or quietly dropped.

Stylistically, the novel offers Holley’s hallmark blend of regional humor, colloquial turns, and satirical clarity. Samantha’s plain speech does more than charm; it strips away euphemism, exposing the moral weight of seemingly small choices. Exaggeration is part of the fun—puffed-up speeches, bustling committee scenes, comic misunderstandings—but the exaggeration serves diagnosis rather than mere farce. Holley’s pacing favors cumulative insight: repeated encounters, slightly varied, reveal habits of mind in her characters and in the culture they mirror. Readers attuned to voice-driven narratives will find that the narrator’s idiom is both the instrument of critique and the source of much of the book’s warmth.

For contemporary readers, the novel’s relevance lies in its scrutiny of political performance. It considers how community members evaluate leaders, how private behavior aligns—or fails to align—with public claims, and how domestic labor underwrites civic life. Its questions feel current: What counts as expertise? How do people weigh loyalty against principle? When do slogans obscure lived consequences? Without preaching, the story invites reflection on the responsibilities that come with influence, whether exercised at a town meeting or around a family table, and it reminds us that democracy, at base, is a habit sustained by everyday attentiveness and reciprocal obligations.

Approached as a stand-alone entry or within the broader Samantha Allen series, Sweet Cicely — or Josiah Allen as a Politician exemplifies Holley’s distinctive contribution to American letters: social criticism delivered with humor, empathy, and an ear for the ordinary. It offers the pleasures of character, cadence, and place, while extending a steady challenge to pomposity and cant. Readers will find an accessible gateway to nineteenth-century debates about reform and representation, refracted through a household whose observations never lose sight of human fallibility. The book matters not only as period satire but as an enduring case study in how clear, patient noticing can puncture grand illusions.
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    Set in a rural upstate New York community, the story follows Samantha Allen and her husband, Josiah, as local politics move from background chatter to a consuming preoccupation. Election season stirs the town, drawing farmers, merchants, and church leaders into caucuses and committees. Josiah’s casual interest grows into ambition when party men suggest he could serve the public. Samantha observes how political talk seeps into daily life, linking household concerns with civic choices. Against this backdrop emerges Cicely, a gentle young woman whose quiet presence and private burdens introduce a personal dimension to questions of public policy and community responsibility.

Early chapters trace Josiah’s first steps into organization meetings, where he learns the unwritten rules of nods, favors, and careful silence. He is coached to avoid contentious issues until after nominations, and to treat the platform as a flexible instrument. Debates about taxes, roads, and liquor licensing reveal the town’s divisions. Samantha attends from the margins, noting how decisions made in crowded rooms echo through kitchens and fields. The narrative establishes the central tension: whether political success requires compromise with entrenched interests or can rest on straightforward duty to neighbors, particularly those most vulnerable to the consequences of policy.

Cicely’s circumstances gradually unfold. She is industrious, self-effacing, and tethered to obligations that leave her precarious. Work is uncertain, money scarce, and her wellbeing easily affected by the choices of others. A thread of her past links her to the saloon culture that touches many families, making her story a quiet case study of how public indulgences become private burdens. Samantha’s respectful friendship with Cicely sets a tone of practical assistance rather than sentiment. Through their interactions, the narrative connects personal safety, economic survival, and legal protections to the conduct of local officials and the priorities set by party platforms.

As the party season gathers pace, the liquor issue becomes the hinge on which alliances turn. Saloons serve as informal headquarters, and endorsements from influential proprietors carry weight. Some men advocate strict regulation; others argue for personal liberty and business interests. Josiah is urged to keep temperance out of his speeches, lest he alienate supporters. The novel presents these negotiations in a matter-of-fact way, showing how small assurances accumulate into commitments. Meanwhile, domestic scenes continue to reflect civic tensions, as Samantha fields visitors, listens to rumors, and sees how women, though largely excluded from formal politics, bear the costs of its bargains.

County conventions and mass meetings supply set pieces of political performance: ornate oratory, resolutions drafted in back rooms, and newspapers that summarize events with partisan emphasis. In this arena, Josiah’s candidacy is weighed alongside others in terms of loyalty, usefulness, and willingness to trade support. The narrative keeps the focus on process—how planks are worded, how slates are balanced, and how promises are tallied. Without condemning individuals, the book illustrates how institutions nudge ordinary actors toward expedience. Samantha’s steady perspective ties spectacle to daily realities, reminding readers that what is agreed in crowds must eventually be lived out in homes.

Cicely’s thread intensifies as a specific incident connected with intemperance disturbs the town’s calm and tests its sympathy. Legal boundaries, public opinion, and financial hardship converge, leaving her exposed to gossip as well as practical danger. Samantha and a small circle offer discreet help, but the episode underscores the limits of private charity when laws and enforcement lag behind need. The novel does not dwell on sensational details; it emphasizes the chain between civic choices and individual outcomes. Through quiet scenes—errands, consultations, and guarded conversations—the narrative shows how protection, justice, and dignity depend on the integrity of local governance.

A reform movement gathers, modest at first: petitions circulate, ministers preach prudence, and women organize to present their concerns. Arguments arise over whether women should have a voice in matters that so deeply affect homes and livelihoods. Josiah faces competing expectations from party leaders and neighbors who urge a principled stand. The storyline remains balanced, portraying sincere convictions on multiple sides while marking the practical effects of delay. Campaign rituals—parades, banners, editorial squibs—continue around these discussions, highlighting the contrast between bright slogans and the quieter labor of those addressing the roots of social harm.

The campaign reaches a turning point at a public gathering where speeches give way to decisions. A sudden, unsettling event concentrates attention and forces choices that theories had postponed. Friendships strain, some alliances shift, and the costs of inaction become clearer. The outcome of votes and nominations is less central than the moral direction implied by them. Josiah must reconcile his desire for office with the demands of conscience, while Samantha observes how swiftly private welfare can hinge on a single clause or vote. The narrative preserves suspense, marking a change in momentum without fully disclosing its eventual resolution.

In closing movements, the novel draws together household scenes and civic consequences to affirm a practical message: public office is a trust, and policy is inseparable from everyday welfare. Temperance, honest administration, and a wider hearing for women’s experiences appear not as abstractions but as prudent safeguards for families like Cicely’s. The story suggests that modest reforms, steadily pursued, can prevent grief and strengthen community bonds. Without dwelling on outcomes, it leaves a sense of measured hope and responsibility. Samantha’s final reflections emphasize citizenship as shared work, guided by compassion and accountability rather than party convenience or personal advancement.
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    Set in the fictional hamlet of Jonesville in upstate New York, Sweet Cicely — or Josiah Allen as a Politician unfolds amid the Gilded Age, roughly the early-to-mid 1880s. The locale mirrors the agrarian culture of Jefferson and surrounding counties where Marietta Holley lived, with church-centered routines, grange halls, and town-meeting politics. Railroads knit farms to markets, yet rural voters faced party machines and saloon-dominated canvasses. Published in 1885, the book’s time frame aligns with post-Reconstruction political realignment and rapid industrialization. Through Samantha Allen’s wry narration, the novel scrutinizes everyday governance—caucuses, canvassing, and county conventions—against the wider national backdrop of reform campaigns and mounting debates over morality, citizenship, and civic virtue.

The woman suffrage movement forms a crucial historical backdrop. Beginning with the Seneca Falls Convention (1848) in Seneca Falls, New York, activists such as Elizabeth Cady Stanton and Susan B. Anthony pressed for voting rights and legal reform. Anthony’s 1872 vote in Rochester and her 1873 trial in Canandaigua dramatized the constitutional claim that women were citizens entitled to the franchise. In New York, the 1867 constitutional convention rejected woman suffrage, but hearings and petition drives continued into the 1880s. Holley’s Samantha—clear-eyed, moral, and practical—echoes the rhetoric of civic responsibility advanced by suffragists. The novel’s domestic perspective insists that household wisdom belongs in public decision-making, implicitly endorsing the era’s suffrage arguments.

Temperance agitation, organized nationally by the Woman’s Christian Temperance Union (founded in Cleveland, 1874; Frances Willard president from 1879), saturated local politics in the 1880s. The Prohibition Party (est. 1869) contested elections, while states tested options ranging from licensing to outright bans: Kansas adopted constitutional prohibition in 1880, effective 1881, later upheld by the U.S. Supreme Court in Mugler v. Kansas (1887). Saloon “treating” of voters and liquor-funded campaigns were common features of electioneering. Holley’s portrait of town caucuses and convivial corruption reflects these fights over alcohol and civic order. Josiah’s foray into politics is entwined with debates over saloon influence, evoking rural reformers’ demands for sobriety as a precondition of good governance.

The late 1870s–1880s social purity movement intersected with temperance and women’s activism to protect girls and reform sexual laws. The New York Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Children (NYSPCC), organized in 1875 under Elbridge T. Gerry, catalyzed child-protection statutes. Following international attention to exploitation (e.g., Britain’s Criminal Law Amendment Act, 1885), numerous U.S. states raised ages of consent; New York increased its age from 10 to 16 in the mid-1880s (enacted 1886). Holley’s title character, “Sweet Cicely,” embodies the vulnerability reformers decried. By exposing predatory male behavior tolerated in politics and law, the narrative resonates with contemporary campaigns to strengthen consent laws and punish seduction and abuse.

Civil service reform crested after President James A. Garfield’s 1881 assassination by a disgruntled office-seeker, prompting the Pendleton Civil Service Reform Act (January 16, 1883) under President Chester A. Arthur. The Act introduced merit examinations and limited the spoils system in federal hiring. In New York, machine politics—symbolized by Tammany Hall under John Kelly (leader 1872–1886)—coexisted with reformist currents. Grover Cleveland, elected New York governor in 1882, cultivated an anti-corruption reputation with frequent vetoes. Holley’s depiction of patronage expectations, petty graft, and partisan discipline frames Josiah’s candidacy as a moral test. The book mirrors the period’s struggle to replace personal obligation and liquor-fueled canvassing with impersonal rules and public accountability.

The 1884 presidential election, pitting Democrat Grover Cleveland against Republican James G. Blaine, turned on character and corruption. “Mugwump” reform Republicans deserted Blaine over scandals, while a Blaine ally’s “Rum, Romanism, and Rebellion” gaffe (October 29, 1884) alienated Irish Catholics. Cleveland won the pivotal state of New York by only 1,047 votes, securing the presidency. Tariffs, moral probity, and patronage dominated campaign rhetoric. Holley’s upstate setting is attuned to this volatility: front-porch speeches, partisan newspapers, and church suppers filter national controversies into township quarrels. The novel’s satire of campaign promises and moral grandstanding closely tracks the election’s focus on integrity in office and the costs of party loyalty.

Agrarian reform currents inform the book’s rural world. The Patrons of Husbandry (the Grange), founded in 1867 by Oliver H. Kelley, mobilized farmers against monopolistic railroads and grain operators. “Granger laws” in the 1870s regulated rates, upheld in Munn v. Illinois (1877), then curtailed by Wabash v. Illinois (1886), prompting the federal Interstate Commerce Act (February 4, 1887) and creation of the Interstate Commerce Commission. Though largely set before 1887, the novel’s complaints about distant corporations and party brokers echo these fights. Jonesville farmers prize fair weights, reasonable freight, and transparency; Samantha’s steady common sense voices the regulatory ethos that would soon harden into federal oversight to protect small producers and consumers.

As social and political critique, the book indicts male-dominated party structures that barter offices, liquor, and loyalty while excluding women’s voices. It exposes how patronage, saloon influence, and lax sexual laws injure the vulnerable—especially poor women and girls—and distort democratic choice. By situating domestic ethics in public talk, Holley challenges class snobbery, machine intimidation, and the casual cynicism of caucus rooms. The narrative’s insistence on temperance, consent reform, and civic merit anticipates Progressive Era solutions—clean government, regulation, and broader citizenship. In presenting Samantha as a rational moral actor denied formal power, the work spotlights the era’s central injustice: political authority severed from the people most invested in communal welfare.
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Josiah and me got to talkin' it over. He said it wuzn't right to think more of one child than you did of another.

And I says, “That is so, Josiah.”

And he says, “Then, why did you say yesterday, that you loved sweet Cicely[1] better than any of the rest of your thought-children? You said you loved 'em all, and was kinder sorry for the hull on 'em, but you loved her the best: what made you say it?”

Says I, “I said it, to tell the truth.”

“Wall, what did you do it for?” he kep' on, determined to get a reason.

“I did it,” says I, a comin' out still plainer,—“I did it to keep from lyin'.”

“Wall, when you say it hain't right to feel so, what makes you?”

“I don't know, Josiah,” says I, lookin' at him, and beyend him, way into the depths of emotions and feelin's we can't understand nor help,—

“I don't know why, but I know I do.[1q]”

And he drawed on his boots, and went out to the barn.
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It was somewhere about the middle of winter, along in the forenoon, that Josiah Allen was telegrafted to, unexpected. His niece Cicely and her little boy was goin' to pass through Jonesville the next day on her way to visit her aunt Mary (aunt on her mother's side), and she would stop off, and make us a short visit if convenient.

We wuz both tickled, highly tickled; and Josiah, before he had read the telegraf ten minutes, was out killin' a hen. The plumpest one in the flock was the order I give; and I wus a beginnin' to make a fuss, and cook up for her.

We loved her jest about as well as we did Tirzah Ann. Sweet Cicely was what we used to call her when she was a girl. Sweet Cicely is a plant that has a pretty white posy. And our niece Cicely was prettier and purer and sweeter than any posy that ever grew: so we thought then, and so we think still.
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Her mother was my companion's sister,—one of a pair of twins, Mary and Maria, that thought the world of each other, as twins will. Their mother died when they wus both of 'em babies; and they wus adopted by a rich aunt, who brought 'em up elegant, and likely too: that I will say for her, if she wus a 'Piscopal, and I a Methodist. I am both liberal and truthful—very.

Maria wus Cicely's ma, and she wus left a widow when she wus a young woman; and Cicely wus her only child. And the two wus bound up in each other as I never see a mother and daughter in my life before or sense.

The third year after Josiah and me wus married, Maria wusn't well, and the doctor ordered her out into the country for her health; and she and little Cicely spent the hull of that summer with us. Cicely wus about ten; and how we did love that girl! Her mother couldn't bear to have her out of her sight; and I declare, we all of us wus jest about as bad. And from that time they used to spend most all of their summers in Jonesville. The air agreed with 'em, and so did I: we never had a word of trouble. And we used to visit them quite a good deal in the winter season: they lived in the city.

Wall, as Cicely got to be a young girl, I used often to set and look at her, and wonder if the Lord could have made a prettier, sweeter girl if he had tried to. She looked to me jest perfect, and so she did to Josiah.

And she knew so much, too, and wus so womanly and quiet and deep. I s'pose it wus bein' always with her mother that made her seem older and more thoughtful than girls usially are. It seemed as if her great dark eyes wus full of wisdom beyend—fur beyend—her years, and sweetness too. Never wus there any sweeter eyes under the heavens than those of our niece Cicely.

She wus very fair and pale, you would think at first; but, when you would come to look closer, you would see there was nothing sickly in her complexion, only it was very white and smooth,—a good deal like the pure white leaves of the posy Sweet Cicely. She had a gentle, tender mouth, rose-pink; and her cheeks wuz, when she would get rousted up and excited about any thing; and then it would all sort o' die out again into that pure white. And over all her face, as sweet and womanly as it was, there was a look of power, somehow, a look of strength, as if she would venture much, dare much, for them she loved. She had the gift, not always a happy one, of loving,—a strength of devotion that always has for its companion-trait a gift of endurance, of martyrdom if necessary.

She would give all, dare all, endure all, for them she loved. You could see that in her face before you had been with her long enough to see it in her life.

Her hair wus a soft, pretty brown, about the color of her eyes. And she wus a little body, slender, and sort o' plump too; and her arms and hands and neck wus soft and white as snow almost.

Yes, we loved Cicely: and no one could blame us, or wonder at us for callin' her after the posy Sweet Cicely; for she wus prettier than any posy that ever blew, enough sight.

Wall, she had always said she couldn't live if her mother died.

But she did, poor little creeter! she did.

Maria died when Cicely wus about eighteen. She had always been delicate, and couldn't live no longer: so she died. And Josiah and me went right after the poor child, and brought her home with us.
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She lived, Cicely did, because she wus young, and couldn't die. And Josiah and me wus dretful good to her; and many's the nights that I have gone into her room when I'd hear her cryin' way along in the night; many's the times I have gone in, and took her in my arms, and held her there, and cried with her, and soothed her, and got her to sleep, and held her in my arms like a baby till mornin'. Wall, she lived with us most a year that time; and it wus about two years after, while she wus to some of her father's folks'es (they wus very rich), that she met the young man she married,—Paul Slide.

He wus a handsome young man, well-behaved, only he would drink a little once in a while: he'd got into the habit at college, where his mate wus wild, and had his turns. But he wus very pretty in his manners, Paul was,—polite, good-natured, generous-dispositioned,—and very rich.

And as to his looks, there wuzn't no earthly fault to find with him, only jest his chin. And I told Josiah, that how Cicely could marry a man with such a chin wus a mystery to me.

And Josiah said, “What is the matter with his chin?”

And I says, “Why, it jest sets right back from his mouth: he hain't got no chin at all hardly,” says I. “The place where his chin ort to be is nothin' but a holler place[2] all filled up with irresolution and weakness. And I believe Cicely will see trouble with that chin.”

And then—I well remember it, for it was the very first time after marriage, and so, of course, the very first time in our two lives—Josiah called me a fool, a “dumb fool,” or jest the same as called me so. He says, “I wouldn't be a dumb fool if I was in your place.”

I felt worked up. But, like warriors on a battle-field, I grew stronger for the fray; and the fray didn't scare me none.









[image: Paul Slide]



But I says, “You'll see if you live, Josiah Allen”; and he did.

But, as I said, I didn't see how Cicely ever fell in love with a man with such a chin. But, as I learned afterwards, she fell in love with him under a fur collar. It wus on a slay-ride. And he wuz very handsome from his mouth up, very: his mouth wuz ruther weak. It wus a case of love at first sight, which I believe in considerable; and she couldn't help lovin' him, women are so queer.

I had always said that when Cicely did love, it would go hard with her. Many's the offers she'd had, but didn't care for 'em. But I knew, with her temperament and nater, that love, if it did come to her, would come to stay, and it would come hard and voyalent. And so it did.

She worshipped him, as I said at first, under a fur collar. And then, when a woman once gets to lovin' a man as she did, why, she can't help herself, chin or no chin. When a woman has once throwed herself in front of her idol, it hain't so much matter whether it is stuffed full of gold, or holler: it hain't so much matter what they be, I think. Curius, hain't it?

It hain't the easiest thing in the world for such a woman as Cicely to love, but it is a good deal easier for her than to unlove, as she found out afterwards. For twice before her marriage she saw him out of his head with liquor; and it wus my advice to her, to give him up.

And she tried to unlove him, tried to give him up.

But, good land! she might jest as well have took a piece of her own heart out, as to take out of it her love for him: it had become a part of her. And he told her she could save him, her influence could redeem him, and it wus the only thing that could save him.

And Cicely couldn't stand such talk, of course; and she believed him—believed that she could love him so well, throw her influence so around him, as to hold him back from any evil course.

It is a beautiful hope, the very beautifulest and divinest piece of folly a woman can commit. Beautiful enough in the sublime martyrdom of the idee, to make angels smile; and vain enough, and foolish enough in its utter uselessness, to make sinners weep. It can't be done—not in 98 cases out of a 100 at least.

Why, if a man hain't got love enough for a woman when he is tryin' to win her affection,—when he is on probation, as you may say,—to stop and turn round in his downward course, how can she expect he will after he has got her, and has let down his watch, so to speak?

But she loved him. And when I warned her with tears in my eyes, warned her that mebby it wus more than her own safety and happiness that wus imperilled, I could see by the look in her eyes, though she didn't say much, that it wusn't no use for me to talk; for she wus one of the constant natures that can't wobble round. And though I don't like wobblin', still I do honestly believe that the wobblers are happier than them that can't wobble.

I could see jest how it wuz, and I couldn't bear to have her blamed. And I would tell folks,—some of the relations on her mother's side,—when they would say, “What a fool she wus to have him!”—I'd say to 'em, “Wall, when a woman sees the man she loves goin' down to ruination, and tries to unlove him, she'll find out jest how much harder it is to unlove him than to love him in the first place: they'll find out it is a tough job to tackle.”
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I said this to blamers of Cicely (relatives, the best blamers you can find anywhere). But, at the same time, it would have been my way, when he had come a courtin' me so far gone with liquor that he could hardly stand up—why, I should have told him plain, that I wouldn't try to set myself up as a rival to alcohol, and he might pay to that his attentions exclusively hereafter.

But she didn't. And he promised sacred to abstain, and could, and did, for most a year; and she married him.

But, jest before the marriage, I got so rousted up a thinkin' about what I had heard of him at college,—and I studied on his picture, which she had sent me, took sideways too, and I could see plain (why, he hadn't no chin at all, as you may say; and his lips was weak and waverin' as ever lips was, though sort o' amiable and fascinating),—and I got to forebodin' so about that chin, and my love for her wus a hunchin' me up so all the time, that I went to see her on a short tower, to beset her on the subject. But, good land! I might have saved my breath, I might have saved my tower.

I cried, and she cried too. And I says to her before I thought,—

“He'll be the ruin of you, Cicely.”

And she says, “I would rather be beaten by his hand, than to be crowned by another. Why, I love him, aunt Samantha.”

You see, that meant a awful sight to her. And as she looked at me so earnest and solemn, with tears in them pretty brown eyes, there wus in her look all that that word could possibly mean to any soul.

But I cried into my white linen handkerchief, and couldn't help it, and couldn't help sayin', as I see that look,—

“Cicely, I am afraid he will break your heart—kill you”—

“Why, I am not afraid to die when I am with him. I am afraid of nothing—of life, or death, or eternity.”

Well, I see my talk was no use. I see she'd have him, chin or no chin. If I could have taken her up in my arms, and run away with her then and there, how much misery I could have saved her from! But I couldn't: I had the rheumatiz. And I had to give up, and go home disappointed, but carryin' this thought home with me on my tower,—that I had done my duty by our sweet Cicely, and could do no more.

As I said, he promised firm to give up drinking. But, good land! what could you expect from that chin? That chin couldn't stand temptation if it came in his way. At the same time, his love for Cicely was such, and his good heart and his natural gentlemanly intuitions was such, that, if he could have been kep' out of the way of temptation, he would have been all right.

If there hadn't been drinking-saloons right in front of that chin, if it could have walked along the road without runnin' right into 'em, it would have got along. That chin, and them waverin'-lookin', amiable lips, wouldn't have stirred a step out of their ways to get ruined and disgraced: they wouldn't have took the trouble to.

And for a year or so he and the chin kep' out of the way of temptation, or ruther temptation kep' out of their way; and Cicely was happy,—radiently happy, as only such a nature as hern can be. Her face looked like a mornin' in June, it wus so bright, and glowing with joy and happy love.

I visited her, stayed 3 days and 2 nights with her; and I almost forgot to forebode about the lower part of his face, I found 'em so happy and prosperous and likely.

Paul wus very rich. He wus the only child: and his pa left 2 thirds of his property to him, and the other third to his ma, which wus more than she could ever use while she wus alive; and at her death it wus to go to Paul and his heirs.

They owned most all of the village they lived in. His pa had owned the township the village was built on, and had built most all the village himself, and rented the buildings. He owned a big manufactory there, and the buildings rented high.

Wall, it wus in the second year of their marriage that that old college chumb—(and I wish he had been chumbed by a pole, before he had ever gone there). He had lost his property, and come down in the world, and had to work for a livin'; moved into that village, and opened a drinking-saloon and billiard-room.

He had been Paul's most intimate friend at college, and his evil genius, so his mother said. But he was bright, witty, generous in a way, unprincipled, dissipated. And he wanted Paul's company, and he wanted Paul's money; and he had a chin himself, and knew how to manage them that hadn't any.

Wall, Cicely and his mother tried to keep Paul from that bad influence. But he said it would look shabby to not take any notice of a man because he wus down in the world. He wouldn't have much to do with him, but it wouldn't do to not notice him at all. How curius, that out of good comes bad, and out of bad, good. That was a good-natured idee of Paul's if he had had a chin that could have held up his principle; but he didn't.

So he gradually fell under the old influence again. He didn't mean to. He hadn't no idee of doin' so when he begun. It was the chin.

He begun to drink hard, spent his nights in the saloon, gambled,—slipped right down the old, smooth track worn by millions of jest such weak feet, towards ruin. And Cicely couldn't hold him back after he had got to slippin': her arms wuzn't strong enough.
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