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Preface


What shall I say in this Preface to my

book? Shall I make the usual half-sincere, half-affected apology of haste and inexperience,

with hints of improvement in future efforts? Indeed I cannot, for though this volume

really is the first novel ever printed in book form under my name, its imperfections,

whatever they are, arise from no inexperience or undue haste, but from absolute

lack of power to accomplish that which I have undertaken. Nor is it probable that

the points in which I have failed here, would be very greatly improved were the

same book to be written again.


I have endeavored to make this book a good one. If I have failed

it is because the power has not been granted to me by the Source of all power, and

for deficiency like this, the only admissible apology would be for having written

at all. But excuses are out of place here. The book, with all its faults, is frankly

surrendered to the public judgment, asking neither favoritism or forbearance, save

that favoritism which deals gently with unintentional error, and that forbearance

which no American ever withholds from a woman. Shall I say that this volume is launched

on the world with fear and trembling? That would express an ungrateful want of faith

in a class of readers who have generously sustained me through years of literary

toil and have nobly supported not only Peterson’s Ladies’ National Magazine now

under my charge, but every periodical with which I have been connected. It would

be ungrateful to the press that, without a single respectable exception, has always

dealt generously by me, and would betray a weakness of character which I am not

willing to acknowledge, for I have lived long enough to tremble at nothing which

results from an honest intention, and to fear nothing but deserved disgrace—the

death of beloved objects—or change in those affections that no literary fame or

misfortune can ever reach.


But it is not without emotions that I present this book to the

public, grateful and sweet emotions that liberal minds must respect more than a

thousand insincere apologies. The thoughts of an author are the perfume of her own

soul going forth on the winds of heaven to awaken other souls and renew itself in

their kindred sympathies. I am more anxious for the effect which these thoughts,

so long a portion of my own being, will have upon others, than for the return they

may bring to myself. The American people are, in the mass, just and intelligent

judges; always generous and perhaps over-indulgent to their authors. In writing

this book I have endeavored to deserve their approbation and to cast no discredit

upon a profession that I honor more than any other upon the broad earth. If I have

succeeded, no human being can be more grateful than I shall be for the public opinion

that assures me of it; but, to satisfy even my humble ambition, it must be an opinion

honestly earned and frankly given. Popularity won without merit, and lost without

blame, would be valueless to me, even while it lasted.


 


New York, May 22, 1854.









Chapter 1


THE STRAWBERRY GIRL


Like wild flowers on the mountain side,


Goodness may be of any soil;


Yet intellect, in all its pride,


And energy, with pain and toil,


Hath never wrought a holier thing


Than Charity in humble birth.


God’s brightest angel stoops his wing,


To meet so much of Heaven on earth.


 


The morning had not fully dawned on New

York, yet its approach was visible everywhere amid the fine scenery around the city.

The dim shadows piled above Weehawken, were warming up with purple, streaked here

and there with threads of rosy gold. The waters of the Hudson heaved and rippled

to the glow of yellow and crimson light, that came and went in flashes on each idle

curl of the waves. Long Island lay in the near distance like a thick, purplish cloud,

through which the dim outline of house, tree, mast and spire loomed mistily, like

half-formed objects on a camera obscura.


Silence—that strange, dead silence that broods over a scene crowded

with slumbering life—lay upon the city, broken only by the rumble of vegetable carts

and the jar of milk-cans, as they rolled up from the different ferries; or the half-smothered

roar of some steamboat putting into its dock, freighted with sleeping passengers.


After a little, symptoms of aroused life became visible about

the wharves. Grocers, carmen, and huckster-women began to swarm around the provision

boats. The markets nearest the water were opened, and soon became theatres of active

bustle.


The first market opened that day was in Fulton street. As the

morning deepened, piles of vegetables, loads of beef, hampers of fruit, heaps of

luscious butter, cages of poultry, canary birds swarming in their wiry prisons,

forests of green-house plants, horse-radish grinders with their reeking machines,

venders of hot coffee, root beer and dough nuts, all with men, women and children

swarming in, over and among them, like so many ants, hard at work, filled the spacious

arena, but late a range of silent, naked and gloomy looking stalls. Then carts,

laden and groaning beneath a weight of food, came rolling up to this great mart,

crowding each avenue with fresh supplies. All was life and eagerness. Stout men

and bright-faced women moved through the verdant chaos, arranging, working, chatting,

all full of life and enterprise, while the rattling of carts outside, and the gradual

accumulation of sounds everywhere, bespoke a great city aroused, like a giant refreshed,

from slumber.


Slowly there arose out of this cheerful confusion, forms of homely

beauty, that an artist or a thinking man might have loved to look upon. The butchers’

stalls, but late a desolate range of gloomy beams, were reddening with fresh joints,

many of them festooned with fragrant branches and gorgeous garden flowers. The butchers

standing, each by his stall, with snow-white apron, and an eager, joyous look of

traffic on his face, formed a display of comfort and plenty, both picturesque and

pleasant to contemplate.


The fruit and vegetable stands were now loaded with damp, green

vegetables, each humble root having its own peculiar tint, often arranged with a

singular taste for color, unconsciously possessed by the woman who exercised no

little skill in setting off her stand to advantage.


There was one vegetable stand to which we would draw the reader’s

particular attention; not exactly as a type of the others, for there was something

so unlike all the rest, both in this stall and its occupant, that it would have

drawn the attention of any person possessed of the slightest artistical taste. It

was like the arrangement of a picture that long table heaped with fruit, the freshest

vegetables, and the brightest flowers, ready for the day’s traffic. Rich scarlet

radishes glowing up through their foliage of tender green, were contrasted with

young onions swelling out from their long emerald stalks, snowy and transparent

as so many great pearls. Turnips, scarcely larger than a hen’s egg, and nearly as

white, just taken fresh and fragrant from the soil, lay against heads of lettuce,

tinged with crisp and greenish gold, piled against the deep blackish green of spinach

and water-cresses, all moist with dew, or wet with bright water-drops that had supplied

its place, and taking a deeper tint from the golden contrast. These with the red

glow of strawberries in their luscious prime, piled together in masses, and shaded

with fresh grape leaves; bouquets of roses, hyacinths, violets, and other fragrant

blossoms, lent their perfume and the glow of their rich colors to the coarser children

of the soil, and would have been an object pleasant to look upon, independent of

the fine old woman who sat complacently on her little stool, at one end of the table,

in tranquil expectation of customers that were sure to drop in as the morning deepened.


And now the traffic of the day commenced in earnest. Servants,

housekeepers and grocers swarmed into the market. The clink of money—the sound of

sharp, eager banter—the dull noise of the butcher’s cleaver, were heard on every

hand. It was a pleasant scene, for every face looked smiling and happy. The soft

morning air seemed to have brightened all things into cheerfulness.


With the earliest group that entered Fulton market that morning

was a girl, perhaps thirteen or fourteen years old, but tiny in her form, and appearing

far more juvenile than that. A pretty quilted hood, of rose-colored calico, was

turned back from her face, which seemed naturally delicate and pale; but the fresh

air, and perhaps a shadowy reflection from her hood, gave the glow of a rose-bud

to her cheeks. Still there was anxiety upon her young face. Her eyes of a dark violet

blue, drooped heavily beneath their black and curling lashes, if any one from the

numerous stalls addressed her; for a small splint basket on her arm, new and perfectly

empty, was a sure indication that the child had been sent to make purchase; while

her timid air—the blush that came and went on her face—bespoke as plainly that she

was altogether unaccustomed to the scene, and had no regular place at which to make

her humble bargains. The child seemed a waif cast upon the market; and she was so

beautiful, notwithstanding her humble dress of faded and darned calico, that at

almost every stand she was challenged pleasantly to pause and fill her basket. But

she only cast down her eyes and blushed more deeply, as with her little bare feet

she hurried on through the labyrinth of stalls, toward that portion of the market

occupied by the huckster-women. Here she began to slacken her pace, and to look

about her with no inconsiderable anxiety.


“What do you want, little girl; anything in my way?” was repeated

to her once or twice, as she moved forward. At each of these challenges she would

pause, look earnestly into the face of the speaker, and then pass on with a faint

wave of the head, that expressed something of sad and timid disappointment.


At length the child—for she seemed scarcely more than that—was

growing pale, and her eyes turned with a sort of sharp anxiety from one face to

another, when suddenly they fell upon the buxom old huckster-woman, whose stall

we have described. There was something in the good dame’s appearance that brought

an eager and satisfied look to that pale face. She drew close to the stand, and

stood for some seconds, gazing timidly on the old woman. It was a pleasant face,

and a comfortable, portly form enough, that the timid girl gazed upon. Smooth and

comely were the full and rounded cheeks, with their rich autumn color, dimpled like

an over-ripe apple. Fat and good humored enough to defy wrinkles, the face looked

far too rosy for the thick, gray hair that was shaded, not concealed, by a cap of

clear white muslin, with a broad, deep border, and tabs that met like a snowy girth

to support the firm, double chin. Never did your eyes dwell upon a chin so full

of health and good humor as that. It sloped with a sleek, smiling grace down from

the plump mouth, and rolled with a soft, white wave into the neck, scarcely leaving

an outline, or the want of one, before it was lost in the white of that muslin kerchief,

folded so neatly beneath the ample bosom of her gown. Then the broad linen apron

of blue and white check, girding her waist, and flowing over the smooth rotundity

of person, was a living proof of the ripeness and wholesome state of her merchandise.

I tell you, reader, that woman, take her for all in all, was one to draw the attention,

aye, and the love of a child, who had come forth barefooted and alone in search

of kindness.


At length the huckster-woman saw the child gazing upon her with

a look so earnest, that she was quite startled by it. She also caught a glance at

the empty basket, and her little brown eyes twinkled at the promise of a new customer.


“Well, my dear, what do you want this morning?” she said, smoothing

her apron with a pair of plump, little hands, and casting a well satisfied look

over her stall, and then at the girl, who grew pale at her notice, and began to

tremble visibly, “all sorts of vegetables, you see—flowers—strawberries—radishes—what

will you have, child?”


The little girl crept round to where the woman stood, and speaking

in a low, frightened voice, said:


“Please, ma’m, I want you to trust me!”


“Trust you!” said the woman, with a soft laugh that shook her

double chin, and dimpled her cheeks. “Why, I don’t know you, little one—what on

earth do you want trust for? Lost the market money, hey, and afraid of a scolding—is

that it?”


“No, no, I haven’t lost any money,” said the child eagerly, “please

ma’m, just stoop down one minute, while I tell you!”


The little girl in her earnestness took hold of the woman’s apron,

and she, kind soul, sunk back to her stool: it was the most comfortable way of listening.


“I—I live with grandfather and grandmother, ma’m; they are old

and poor—you don’t know how poor; for he, grandpa, has been sick, and—it seems strange—I

eat as much as any of them. Well, ma’m, I tried to get something to do, but you

see how little I am; nobody will think me strong enough, even to tend baby; so we

have all been without anything to eat, since day before yesterday.”


“Poor thing!” muttered the huckster-woman, “poor thing!”


“Well, ma’m, I must do something. I can bear anything better

than seeing them hungry. I did not sleep a wink all last night but kept thinking

what I should do. I never begged in my life; they never did; and it made

me feel sick to think of it; but I could have done it rather than see them sit and

look at each other another day. Did you ever see an old man cry for hunger, ma’m?”


“No, no, God forbid!” answered the dame, brushing a plump hand

across her eyes.


“I have,” said the child, with a sob, “and it was this that made

me think that begging, after all, was not so very, very mean. So, this morning,

I asked them to let me go out; but grandpa said he might go himself, if he were

strong enough; but I never should—never—never!”


“Nice old man—nice old man!” said the huckster-woman.


“I did not ask again,” resumed the child, “for an idea had come

into my head in the night. I have seen little girls, no older than I am, selling

radishes and strawberries, and things.”


“Yes—yes, I understand!” said the old woman, and her eyes began

to twinkle the more brightly that they were wet before.


“But I had no strawberries to sell, nor a cent of money to buy

them with!”


“Well! well!”


“Not even a basket!”


“Poor thing!”


“But I was determined to do something. So I went to a grocery,

where grandpa used to buy things when he had money, and they trusted me with this

basket.”


“That was very kind of them!”


“Wasn’t it very kind?” said the child, her eyes brightening,

“especially as I told them it was all myself—that grandpa knew nothing about it.

See what a nice new basket it is—you can’t think how much courage it gave me. When

I came into the market it seemed as if I shouldn’t be afraid to ask anybody about

trusting me a little.”


“And yet you came clear to this side without stopping to ask

anybody?”


“I was looking into their faces to see if it would do,” answered

the child, with meek simplicity, “but there was something in every face that sent

the words back into my throat again.”


“So you stopped here because it was almost the last stand.”


“No, no, I did not think of that,” said the child eagerly. “I

stopped because something seemed to tell me that this was the place. I thought if

you would not trust me, you would, anyway, be patient and listen.”


The old huckster-woman laughed—a low, soft laugh—and the little

girl began to smile through her tears. There was something mellow and comfortable

in that chuckle, that warmed her to the heart.


“So you were sure that I would trust you—hey, quite sure?”


“I thought if you wouldn’t, there was no chance for me anywhere

else,” replied the child, lifting her soft eyes to the face of the matron.


Again the old woman laughed.


“Well, well, let us see how many strawberries will set you up

in business for the day. Six, ten—a dozen baskets—your little arms will break down

with more than that. I will let you have them at cost, only be sure to come back

at night with the money. I would not for fifty dollars have you fail.”


“But I may not sell them all!” said the child, anxiously.


“I should not wonder, poor thing. That sweet voice of yours will

hardly make itself heard at first; but never mind, run down into the areas and look

through the windows—people can’t help but look at your face, God bless it!”


As the good woman spoke, she was busy selecting the best and

most tempting strawberries from the pile of little baskets that stood at her elbow.

These she arranged in the orphan’s basket, first sprinkling a layer of damp, fresh

grass in the bottom, and interspersing the whole with young grape leaves, intended

both as an embellishment, and to keep the fruit fresh and cool. When all was arranged

to her satisfaction, she laid a bouquet of white and crimson moss rose-buds at each

end of the basket, and interspersed little tufts of violets along the side, till

the crimson berries were wreathed in with flowers.


“There,” said the old woman, lifting up the basket with a sigh

of satisfaction, “between the fruit and flowers you must make out. Sell the berries

for sixpence a basket, and the roses for all you can get. People who love flowers

well enough to buy them, never cavil about the price; just let them pay what they

like.”


The little girl took the basket on her arm; her pretty mouth

grew tremulous and bright as the moss rose-bud that blushed against her hand; her

eyes filled with tears.


“Oh, ma’m, I want to thank you so much, only I don’t know how,”

she said, in a voice that went to the good woman’s heart.


“There, there!—never mind—be punctual, that’s a good girl. Now,

my dear, what is your name?”


“Julia—Julia Warren, ma’m!”


“A pretty name—very well—stop a moment, I had forgotten.”


The child sat her basket down upon the stool which the huckster-woman

hastily vacated and waited patiently while the good dame disappeared in some unknown

region of the market, eager to accomplish an object that had just presented itself

to her mind.


“Here,” she said, coming back with her face all in a glow, a

small tin pail in one hand, and her apron gathered up in the other. “Just leave

the strawberries and run home with these. It will be a long time for the old folks

to wait, and you will go about the day’s work with a lighter heart, when you know

that they have had a breakfast, to say nothing of yourself, poor thing! There, run

along, and be back in no time.”


Julia took the little tin pail and the rolls that her kind friend

hastily twisted up in a sheet of brown paper.


“Oh! they will be so glad,” broke from her, and with a

sob of joy she sprang away with her precious burden.


“Well now, Mrs. Gray, you are a strange creature, trusting people

like that, and absolutely laying out money too; I only wonder how you ever got along

at all!” said a little, shrewish woman from a neighboring stand, who had been watching

this scene from behind a heap of vegetables.


“Poh! it’s my way; and I can afford it,” answered the huckster-woman,

rubbing her plump palms together, and twinkling her eyelashes to disperse the moisture

that had gathered under them. “I haven’t sat in this market fourteen years for nothing.

The child is a good child, I’ll stake my life on it!”


“I hope you may never see the pail again, that’s all,” was the

terse reply.


“Well, well, I may be wrong—maybe I am—we shall know soon. At

any rate I can afford to lose half a dozen pails, that’s one comfort.”


“Always chuckling over the money she has saved up,” muttered

the little woman, with a sneer, “for my part I don’t believe that she is half as

well off as she pretends to be.”


The conversation was here cut short by several customers, who

crowded up to make their morning purchases. During the next half hour good Mrs.

Gray was so fully occupied, that she had no opportunity for thought of her protégé;

but just as she obtained a moment’s breathing time, up came the little girl panting

for breath; her cheeks glowing like June roses; and her eyes sparkling with delight.


“They have had their breakfast; I told them all about it!” she

said, in a panting whisper, drawing close up to the huckster-woman, and handing

back the empty pail. “I wish you could have seen grandpa when I took off the cover

and let the hot coffee steam into the room. I only wish you could have seen him!”


“And he liked it, did he?”


“Liked it! Oh! if you had been there to see!”


The child’s eyes were brimful of tears, and yet they sparkled

like diamonds.


Mrs. Gray looked over her stall to see if there was anything

else that could be added to the basket. That pretty, grateful look expanded her

warm heart so pleasantly, that she felt quite like heaping everything at hand upon

the little girl. But the basket was already quite heavy enough for that slender

arm, and the addition of a single handful of fruit or tuft of flowers, would have

destroyed the symmetry of its arrangement. So with a sigh, half of disappointment,

half of that exquisite satisfaction that follows a kind act, she patted little Julia

on the head, lifted the basket from the stool, and kindly bade her begone to her

day’s work.


The child departed with a light tread and a lighter heart, smiling

upon every one she met, and looking back, as if she longed to point out her benefactress

to the whole world.


Mrs. Gray followed her with moist and sunny eyes; then shaking

the empty pail at her cynical neighbor, in the good-humored triumph of her benevolence,

she carried it back to the coffee-stand whence it had been borrowed.


“Strawberries!—strawberries!”


Julia Warren turned pale, and looked around like a frightened

bird, when this sweet cry first broke from her lips in the open street. Nobody seemed

to hear—that was one comfort; so she hurried round a corner, and creeping into the

shadow of a house, leaned, all in a tremor, against an iron railing, quite confident,

for the moment, that she should never find courage to open her mouth again. But

a little reflection gave her strength. Mrs. Gray had told her that the morning was

her harvest hour. She could not stand there trembling beneath the weight of her

basket. The fruity scent—the fragrant breath of the violets that floated up from

it, seemed to reproach her.


“Strawberries!—strawberries!”


The sound rose from those red lips more cheerily now. There was

ripeness in the very tones that put you in mind of the fruit itself. The cry was

neither loud nor shrill, but somehow people were struck by it, and turned unconsciously

to look upon the girl. This gave her fresh courage, for the glances were all kind,

and as she became accustomed to her own voice, the novelty of her position began

to lose its terror. A woman called to her from the area of a house, and purchased

two baskets of the strawberries, without asking any reduction in the price. Poor

child, how her heart leaped when the shilling was placed in her hand! How important

the whole transaction seemed to her; yet with what indifference the woman paid for

the strawberries and turned to carry them into the basement.


Julia looked through the railings and thanked this important

customer. She could not help it; her little heart was full. A muttered reply that

she was “welcome,” came back; that was all. Notwithstanding the gruff answer, Julia

took up her basket with a radiant face.


“Strawberries!—strawberries!”


Now the words came forth from red and smiling lips—nay, once

or twice the little girl broke into a laugh, as she went along, for the bright shilling

lay in the bottom of her basket. She wandered on unacquainted with the streets,

but quite content; for though she found herself down among warehouses only, and

in narrow, crowded streets, the gentlemen who hurried by would now and then turn

for a bunch of violets, and she kept on bewildered, but happy as a bird.


All at once the strawberry girl found herself among the shipping;

and a little terrified at the coarse and barren appearance of the wharves, she paused

close by the water, irresolute what direction to pursue. It was now somewhat deep

in the morning, and everything was life and bustle in that commercial district;

for the child was but a few streets above the Battery and could detect the cool

wave of its trees through a vista in the buildings. The harbor, glowing with sunshine

and covered with every species of water craft, lay spread before her gaze. Brooklyn

Heights, Jersey City, and the leafy shores of Hoboken, half veiled in the golden

haze of a bright June morning, rose before her like soft glimpses of the fairy land

she had loved to read about. Never in her life had she been in that portion of the

city before; and she forgot everything in the strange beauty of the scene, which

few ever looked upon unmoved. The steamboats ploughing the silvery foam of the waters,

curving around the Battery, darting in and out from every angle of the shore; the

fine national vessels sleeping upon the waters, with their masts penciled against

the sky, and their great, black hulls, so imposing in their motionless strength;

the ferry-boats, the pretty barges and smaller kind of water craft shooting with

arrowy speed across the waves—all these things had a strange and absorbing effect

on the girl.


As she stood gazing upon the scene, there came looming up in

the distant horizon, an ocean steamer, riding majestically on the waters, that seemed

to have suddenly heaved the monster up into the bright June atmosphere. At first,

the vast proportions of this sea monarch were lost in the distance; but it came

up with the force and swiftness of some wild steed of the desert, and each moment

its vast size became more visible. Up it came, black, swift, and full of majestic

strength, ploughing the waters with a sort of haughty power, as if spurning the

element which had become its slave. Its great pipes poured forth a whirlwind of

black, fleecy smoke, now and then flaked and lurid with fire, that whirled and whirled

in the curling vapor, till all its glow went out, rendering the thick volumes of

smoke that streamed over the water still more dense and murky.


At first the child gazed upon this imposing object with a sensation

of affright. Her large eyes dilated; her cheek grew pale with excitement; she felt

a disposition to snatch up her basket and flee from the water’s edge. But curiosity,

and something akin to superstitious dread kept her motionless. She had heard of

these great steamships and knew that this must be one; yet it seemed to her like

some dangerous monster tortured with black, fiery venom. She turned to an old sailor

that stood near, his countenance glowing with enthusiasm, and muttering eagerly

to himself:


“Oh! sir, it is only a ship—you are sure of that!” she said,

for her childish dread of strangers was lost in wonder at a sight so new and majestic.


The man turned and gave one glance at the mild, blue eyes and

earnest face of the child.


“Why, bless your heart, what else should it be? A ship, to be

sure it is—or at any rate, a sort of one, going by wind and fire both together;

but after all, a clean rigged taut merchantman for me—that’s the sort of craft for

an old salt that’s been brought up to study wind and water, not fire and smoke!

But take care of your traps, little one, she’ll be up to her berth in no time.”


The child snatched up her basket and gave a hurried glance around,

seeking for some means of egress from the wharf; but while she was occupied by the

steamer, a crowd had gathered down to the water’s edge, and she shrunk from attempting

a passage through the mass of carts, carriages and people that blocked up her way

to the city.


“Poh! there’s nothing to be afeared of!” said the good-natured

tar, observing her terrified look, “only take care of your traps, and it’s worth

while waiting.”


By this time the steamer was opposite Governor’s Island. She

made a bold curve around the Battery and came up to her berth with a slow and measured

beat of the engine, blowing off steam at intervals, like a racer drawing breath

after sweeping his course.


The deck of the steamer was alive with passengers, an eager crowd

full of cheerfulness and expectation. Most of them were evidently from the higher

classes of society; for their rich attire and a certain air of refined indifference

was manifest, even in the excitement of an arrival.


Among the rest, Julia saw two persons that fascinated her attention

in a most singular degree, drawing it from the whole scene, till she heeded nothing

else.


One of these was a woman somewhat above the common size, and

of superb proportions, who leaned against the railing of the steamer with a heavy,

drooping bend, as if occupied with some deep and painful feeling. One glove was

off, and her eager grasp upon the black wood-work seemed to start the blue veins

up to the snowy surface of a hand, whose symmetry was visible, even from the shore.

Julia could not remove her eyes from the strange and beautiful face of this woman.

Deep, but subdued agony was at work in every lineament. There was wildness in her

very motion, as she lifted her superb form from the railing, and drew the folds

of a cashmere shawl over her bosom, pressing her hand hard upon the rich fabric,

as if to relieve some painful feeling that it covered.


The steamer now lay close in her berth. A sort of movable staircase

was flung from the side of the wharf, and down this staircase came the passengers,

eager to touch the firm earth once more. Among the foremost was the woman who had

so riveted the attention of Julia Warren; and, behind her, bearing a silver dressing-case

and a small, embroidered satchel, came a tall and singular looking man. Though his

form was upright enough in itself, he bent forward in his walk; and his arms, long

and awkward, seemed like the members of some other body, that had, by mistake, been

given up to his ungainly use. His dress was fine in material, but carelessly put

on, ill-fitting and badly arranged in all its tints. A hat of fine beaver and foreign

make, seemed flung on the back of his head, and settled tightly there by a blow

on the crown; his great hands were gloveless; and his boots appeared at least a

size too large for the feet they encased.


This man would now and then cast a glance from his small, gray

eyes on the superb woman who preceded him; and it was easy to see by his countenance,

that he observed, and after his fashion shared the anguish visible in her features.

His own face deepened in its expression of awkward sadness with every glance; and

he hugged the dressing case to his side with unconscious violence, which threatened

to crush the delicate frost-work that enriched it.


With a wild and dry brightness in her large, blue eyes, the lady

descended to the wharf, a few paces from the spot occupied by the strawberry girl.

As her foot touched the earth, Julia saw that the white hand dropped from its hold

on the shawl, and the costly garment half fell from her shoulders, trailing the

dirty wharf with its embroidery. In the whole crowd there was no object but this

woman to the girl. With a pale cheek and suspended breath she watched every look

and motion. There was something almost supernatural in the concentration of her

whole being on this one person. An intense desire to address the stranger—to meet

the glance of her eyes—to hear her voice, seized upon the child. She sprang forward,

obeying this strange impulse, and lifting the soiled drapery of the shawl, held

it up grasped in her trembling hands.


“Lady, your shawl!”


The child could utter no more. Those large, blue eyes were bent

upon her face. Her own seemed fascinated by the gaze. Slowly, sadly they filled

with tears, drop by drop, and the eyes of that strange, beautiful woman filled also.

Still she gazed upon the child—her clean, poverty-stricken dress—her meek face,

and the basket of fruit and flowers upon her arm; and as she gazed, a faint smile

crept around her mouth.


“This sweet voice—the flowers—is it not a beautiful welcome?”

she said, glancing through her tears upon the man who stood close by her side; but

the uncouth friend, or servant, whatever he might be, did not answer. His eyes were

riveted on the child, and some strange feeling seemed to possess him.


“Give me,” said the lady, passing her hand over Julia’s head

with a caressing motion, “give me some of these roses; it is a long time since I

have touched a flower grown in home soil!”


Julia selected her freshest bouquet and held it up. The lady’s

hand trembled as she drew forth her purse, and dropping a bright coin into the basket,

received the flowers.


“Take a few of the strawberries, lady, they are so ripe and cool!”

said the little girl, lifting one of the baskets from its leafy nest.


Again the lady smiled through her tears, and taking the little

basket, poured a few of the strawberries into her ungloved hand.


“Would not he like some?” questioned the child, offering the

basket with its scarcely diminished contents to the man, who still kept his eyes

fixed on her face.


“No, not them—but give me a bunch of the blue flowers—they grew

around the rock-spring at the old homestead, thousands and thousands on ’em!” cried

the man, with a strong Down East pronunciation, and securing a tuft of the violets

he turned aside, as if ashamed of the emotion he had betrayed.


The lady turned away. Something in his words seemed to have disturbed

her greatly. She gathered the shawl about her and moved towards a carriage that

had drawn close up to the wharf.


Julia’s heart beat quick; she could not bear to see that strange,

beautiful woman depart without speaking to her again.


“Lady, will you take this one little bunch?—some people love

violets better than anything!”


“No, no, I cannot—I—” The lady paused; tears seemed choking her.

She drew down the folds of a rich blonde veil over her face and moved on.


Julia laid the violets back into her basket with a sigh. Feelings

of vague disappointment were saddening her heart. When she looked up again, the

lady had taken her seat in the carriage, and leaning out was beckoning to her.


“I will take the violets!” she said, reaching forth her hand,

that trembled as the simple blossoms were placed in it. “Heaven forbid that I should

cast the sweet omen from me. Thank you child—thank you.”


The lady drew back into the carriage. Her face was clouded by

the veil, but tears trembled in her voice, and that voice lingered upon Julia Warren’s

ear many a long month afterward. It had unlocked the deepest well-spring of her

life.


The strawberry girl stood upon the wharf motionless and lost

in thought minutes after the carriage drove away. She had forgotten the basket on

her arm, everything in the strange regret that lay upon her young heart. Never,

never would she meet that beautiful woman again. The thought filled her soul with

unutterable loneliness. She was unconscious that another carriage had driven up,

and that a Southern vessel, arrived that morning, was pouring forth luggage and

passengers on the opposite side of the pier. She took no heed of anything that was

passing around her, till a sweet, low voice close by, exclaimed:


“Oh! see those flowers—those beautiful, beautiful moss rose-buds!”


Julia looked up. A young girl with soft, dark eyes, and lips

dewy and red as the buds she coveted, stood a few paces off, with her hand grasped

by a tall and stately looking man, approaching middle age, if not a year or two

on the other side, who seemed anxious to hurry his companion into the carriage.


“Step in, Florence, the girl can come to us!” said the man, restraining

the eager girl, who had withdrawn her foot from the carriage steps. “Come, come,

lady-bird, this is no place for us: see, half the crowd are looking this way.”


The young lady blushed and entered the carriage, followed by

her impatient companion, who beckoned Julia towards him.


“Here,” he said, tossing a silver coin into her basket, “give

me those buds, quick, and then get out of the way, or you will be trampled down.”


Julia held up her basket, half terrified by the impatience that

broke from the dark eyes bent upon her.


“There, sweet one, these might have ripened on your own smile:

kiss them for my sake!” said the man, gently bending with his fragrant gift toward

his lovely companion.


His voice, soft, sweet and harmonious, fell upon the child’s

heart also; and while the tones melted into her memory, she shuddered as the flower

may be supposed to shrink when a serpent creeps by.









Chapter 2


THE OLD COUPLE


There is no spot so dark on earth,


But love can shed bright glimmers there,


Nor anguish known, of human birth,


That yieldeth not to faith and prayer.


 


In the basement of a rear building in

one of those cross streets that grow more and more squalid as they stretch down

to the water’s edge, sat an aged couple, at nightfall, on the day when our humble

heroine was presented to the reader. The room was damp, low and dark; a couple of

rude chairs, a deal table, and a long wooden chest were all the furniture it contained.

A rough shelf ran over the mantel-piece, on which were arranged a half dozen unmatched

cups and saucers, and a broken plate or two, and a teapot, minus half its spout,

all scrupulously washed, and piled together with some appearance of ostentation.


A brown platter, which stood on the table, contained the only

approach to food that the humble dwelling afforded. A bone of bacon thrice picked

and preserved probably from a wretched desire to possess something in the shape

of food, though that something was but a mockery, this and a fragment of bread lay

upon the platter, covered with a neat crash towel.


A straw bed made up on one corner of the floor partook of the

general neatness everywhere visible in the wretched dwelling; the sheets were of

homespun linen, such as our Down East house-wives loved to manufacture years ago,

and the covering a patch-work quilt, formed of rich, old-fashioned chintz, was neatly

turned under the edges. One might have known how more than precious was that fine

old quilt, by the great care taken to preserve it. The whole apartment bespoke extreme

poverty in its most respectable form. Perfect destitution and scrupulous neatness

were so blended, that it made the heart ache with compassion.


The old couple drew their seats closer together on the hearth-stone

and looked wistfully in each other’s faces as the darkness of coming night gathered

around them. The bright morning had been succeeded by a chill, uncomfortable rain,

and this increased tenfold the gloomy and dark atmosphere of the basement. Thus

they sat gazing at each other and listening moodily to the rain as it beat heavier

and heavier upon the sidewalks.


“Come, come!” said the old woman, with a smile that she intended

to be cheerful, but which was only a wan reflection of what she wished. “This is

all very wrong; once today the Lord has sent us food, and here we are desponding

again. Julia will be cold and wet, poor thing; don’t let her find us looking so

hungry when she comes in.”


“I was thinking of her,” muttered the old man, in a sad voice.

“Yes, the poor thing will be cold and wet and wretched enough, but that is nothing

to the disappointment; she had built up such hopes this morning.”


“Well, who knows after all; something may have happened!” said

the old woman, with an effort at hopefulness.


“No, no,” replied the man, in a voice of touching despondency,

“if she had done anything, the child would have been home long ago. She has no heart

to come back.”


The old man passed his hand over his eyes, and then flung a handful

of chips and shavings on the fire from a scant pile that lay in a corner. The blaze

flamed up, revealing the desolate room for a moment, and then died away, flashing

over the pale and haggard faces that bent over it, with a wan brilliancy that made

them look absolutely corpse-like.


Those two wrinkled faces were meagre and wrinkled from lack of

sustenance; still, in the faded lineaments there was nothing to revolt the heart.

Patience, sweet and troubled affection, were blended with every grief-written line.

But the wants of the body had stamped themselves sharply there. The thin lips were

pale and fixed in an expression of habitual endurance. Their eyes were sharp and

eager, dark arches lay around them, and these were broken by wrinkles that were

not all of age.


As the flame blazed up, the old man turned and looked earnestly

on his wife, a look of keen want, of newly whetted hunger broke from her eyes, naturally

so meek and tranquil, and the poor old man turned his glance another way with a

faint groan. It was a picture of terrible famine. Yet patience and affection flung

a thrilling beauty over it.


One more furtive glance that old man cast on his wife, as the

flame went down, and then he clasped his withered fingers, wringing them together.


“You are starving—you are more hungry than ever,” he said, “and

I have nothing to give you.”


The poor woman lifted up her head and tried to smile, but the

effort was heart-rending.


“It is strange,” she said, “but the food we had this morning

only seems to make me more hungry. Is it so with you, Benjamin? I keep thinking

of it all the time. The rain as it plashes on the pavement seems like that warm

coffee boiling over on the hearth; those shavings as they lie in the corner are

constantly shifting before my eyes, and seem like rolls and twists of bread, which

I have only to stoop forward and take.”


The old man smiled wanly, and a tear started to his eyes, gliding

down his cheek in the dim light.


“Let us try the bone once more,” he said, after a brief silence,

“there may be a morsel left yet.”


“Yes, the bone! there may be something on the bone yet! In our

good fortune this morning we must have forgotten to scrape it quite clean!” cried

the old woman, starting up with eager haste, and bringing the platter from the table.


The husband took it from her hands, and setting it down before

the fire, knelt on one knee, and began to scrape the bone eagerly with a knife.

“See, see!” he said, with a painful effort at cheerfulness, as some strips and fragments

fell on the platter, leaving the bone white and glistening like ivory. “This is

better than I expected! With a crust and a cup of clear cold water, it will go a

good way.”


“No, no,” said the woman, turning her eyes resolutely away, “we

had forgotten Julia. She scarcely ate a mouthful this morning!”


“I know,” said the old man, dropping his knife with a sigh.


“Put it aside and let us try and look as if we had been eating

all day. She would not touch it if—if—” Here the good old woman’s eyes fell upon

the little heap of food—those precious fragments which her husband had scraped together

with his knife. The animal grew strong within her at the sight; she drew a long

breath, and reaching forth her bony hand, clutched them like a bird of prey; her

thin lips quivered and worked with a sort of ferocious joy, as she devoured the

little morsel, then, as if ashamed of her voracity, she lifted her glowing eyes

to her husband, and cast the fragment of food still between her fingers back upon

the platter.


“I could not help it! Oh, Benjamin, I could not help it!”

Big tears started in her eyes and rolled penitently down her cheek. “Take it away!

take it away!” she said, covering her face with both hands. “You see how ravenous

the taste of food makes me!”


“Take it!” said the old man, thrusting the platter into her lap.


“No! no! You haven’t had a taste; you—you—I am better now, much

better!”


For one instant the old man’s fingers quivered over the morsel

still left upon the platter, for he was famished and craving more food, even as

his wife had been; but his better nature prevailed, and dashing his hand away, he

thrust the plate more decidedly into her lap.


“Eat!” he said. “Eat! I can wait, and God will take care of the

child!”


But the poor woman waved the food away, still keeping one hand

resolutely over her eyes. “No—no!” she said faintly, “no—no!”


Her husband lifted the plate softly from her lap: she started,

looked eagerly around, and sunk back in her chair with a hysterical laugh.


“The strawberries! the strawberries, Benjamin! Only think, if

Julia could not sell the strawberries she will eat them, you know, all—all. Only

think what a feast the child will have when she has all those strawberries! Bring

back the meat; what will she care for that?”


The old man brought back the plate, but with a sorrowful look.

He remembered that the strawberries entrusted to his grandchild were the property

of another; but he could not find the heart to suggest this to the poor famished

creature before him, and he rejoiced at the brief delusion that would induce her

to eat the little that was left. With martyr-like stoicism he stifled his own craving

hunger and sat by while his wife devoured the remainder of the precious store.


“And you have had none,” she said, with a piteous look of self-reproach,

when her own sharp want was somewhat appeased.


“Oh, I can wait for Julia and the strawberries.”


“And if that should fail,” answered the poor wife, filled with

remorse at her selfishness, or what she began to condemn as such, “if anything should

have happened, you may pawn or sell the quilt tomorrow—I will say nothing against

it—not a word. It was used for the first time when—when she was a baby, and—”


“And we have starved and suffered rather than part with it!”

cried the old man, moving gloomily up and down the room, “while she—”


“Is dead and buried, I am afraid,” said the woman, interrupting

him.


“No,” answered the old man, solemnly, “or we should not have

been left behind. It is not for nothing, wife, that you and I, and her child too,

have starved and pined, and prayed in this cellar. God has an end to accomplish,

and we are His instruments; how, I cannot tell. It is dark, as yet; but all in His

good time, His work will be done. Let us be patient.”


“Patient!” said the old woman, dolefully, “I haven’t strength

to be anything but patient.”


“She will yet return to us—our beautiful prodigal—our lost child,”

continued the old man, lifting his meek eyes heavenward. “We have waited long; but

the time will come.”


“If I could only think so,” said the woman, shaking her head

drearily, “If I could but think so!”


“I know it,” said the old man, lifting his clasped hands upward,

while his face glowed with the holy faith that was in him, “God has filled my soul

with this belief. It has given me life when food was wanting. It grows stronger

with each breath that I draw. The time will come when I shall be called to redeem

our child, even to the laying down of life, it may be. I sometimes had a thought,

wife, that her regeneration will be thus accomplished.”


“How? What do you mean to say, husband?”


“How, I cannot tell that; but the God of heaven will, in His

own good time. Let us wait and watch.”


“Oh! if she comes at last, I could be so patient! But think of

the years that are gone, and no news, not a word. While we have suffered so much,

every month, more and more—ah, husband, how can I be patient?”


“Wait,” said the old man, solemnly, “keep still while God does

his work. We know that our child has committed a great sin; but she was good once,

and—”


“Oh, how kind, how good she was! I think she was more like an

angel than anything on earth, till he came.”


“Hush! When he is mentioned, bitter wrath rises in my bosom;

I cannot crush it out—I cannot pray it out. God help me! Oh, my God, help me to

hear this one name with charity.”


“Benjamin—my husband!” cried the old woman, regarding the strong

anguish in his face with affright, as his uplifted hands shook in their tight grip

on each other, and his whole frame began to tremble.


He did not heed her pathetic cry, but sat down again by the hearth,

and with a thin hand pressed hard upon each knee, bent forward, gazing into the

smoldering fire, gloomy and silent. The old woman stole one hand over his and pressed

it gently. It returned no answering token of her sympathy, but still rigidly held

its grasp on his knee.


Again she touched his hand, and the loved name, that had been

so sweet to her in youth, filled his ear with pathetic tenderness.


“Benjamin!”


He lifted his head, looked earnestly in her face, and then sunk

slowly to his knees. With his locked hands pressed down upon the hearth, and his

head bent low like one preparing to cast off a heavy weight, he broke forth in a

prayer of such stern, passionate entreaty, that the very storm seemed to pause and

listen to the outbreak of a soul more impetuous than itself. Never in God’s holiest

temple has the altar been sanctified by a prayer, more full of majestic eloquence,

than that which rose from the hearth of the miserable cellar that night. The old

man truly wrestled with the angels, and called for help against his own rebellious

nature, till his forehead was beaded with drops of anguish, and every word seemed

to burn and quiver like fire upon his meagre lips.


She, in her weaker and more timid nature, fell down by his side,

pouring faint ejaculations and low moans into the current of his eloquence. But

while he prayed for strength to endure, for divine light by which he could tread

on beneath the burden of life, she now and then broke forth into a moaning cry,

which was,


“Bread! bread! oh God, give us this day our daily bread!”


All at once, in the midst of his pleading, the old man’s voice

broke; a glorious smile spread over his features, and dropping his forehead between

both hands, he murmured in the fulness of a heart suddenly deluged with love,


“Oh, my God, I thank thee, thou hast indeed rendered me worthy

to redeem our child!”


Then he arose feebly from his knees, and sat down with her withered

hand in his, and gazed tranquilly on the sparks of fire that shot, at intervals,

through the black shaving ashes.


“Wife,” he said, and his voice was so changed from its sharp

accents, that she lifted her eyes to his in wonder, “wife, you may speak of him

now, God has given me strength; I can hear it without a vengeful wish.”


“But I don’t want to mention his name, I didn’t mean to do it,

then,” answered the wife with a shudder.


“You see,” rejoined Father Warren, with a grave, sweet smile,

“You see, wife, how long the Lord has been chastening us before he would drive the

fiend from my heart. How could I expect God to make me the instrument to save our

child while this hate of her husband lay coiled up like a viper in my bosom?”


“And did you hate him so terribly?” she asked, not able to comprehend

the strength of a nature like his.


“Hate!” exclaimed the old man, “did you not see how I toiled

and wrestled to cast that hate out from my soul?”


“Yes, I saw,” answered the wife, timidly, and they sunk into

silence. Thus minutes stole on; the rain came down more furiously; the winds shook

the loose window panes, and the fire grew fainter and fainter, only shedding a smoky

gloom over those two pale faces.


All at once there came a faint noise in the area—the moist plash

of a footstep mingled with the sound of falling rain. Then the outer door opened,

admitting a gush of damp wind into the hall that forced back the door of the basement,

and there stood little Julia Warren, panting for breath, but full of wild and beautiful

animation. The rain was dripping from her hood, and down the heavy braids of her

hair, and her little feet left a wet print on the floor at every step.


The old man started up, and flung some fresh fuel on the fire,

which instantly filled the basement with a brilliant but transitory light. There

she stood, that brave little girl, dripping with wet, and deluged with sudden light.

Her cheeks were all in a glow, warm and wet, like roses in a storm. Her eyes were

absolutely star-like in their brilliancy, and her voice broke through the room in

a joyful gush that made everything cheerful again.


“Did you think I was lost, grandpa, or drowned in the rain—don’t

it pour, though? Here, grandma, come help me with the basket. Stop, till I light

a candle, though.”


The child knelt down in her dripping garments to ignite the candle,

which she had taken somewhere from the depths of her basket. But her little hands

shook, and the flame seemed to dance before her; she really could not hold the candle

still enough for her purpose, that little form thrilled and shook so with her innocent

joy.


“Here, grandpa, you try,” she said, surrendering the candle,

while her laugh filled the room like the carol of birds, when all the trees are

in blossom, “I never shall make it out; but don’t think, now, that I am shivering

with the wet, or tired out—don’t think anything till I have told you all about it.

There, now, we have a light; come, come!”


The little girl dragged her basket to the hearth, and no fairy,

telling down gold and rubies to a favorite, ever looked more lovely. Down by the

basket the old grandparents fell upon their knees—one holding the light—the other

crying like a child.


“See, grandpa, see; a beef-steak—a great, thick beef-steak, and

pickles, and bread, and—and—do look, grandmother, this paper—what do you think is

in it? oh! ha! I thought you would brighten up! tea, green tea, and sugar, and—why

grandfather, is that you crying so? Dear, dear, how can you? Don’t you see how happy

I am? Why, as true as I live, if I ain’t crying myself all the time! Now, ain’t

it strange; every one of us crying, and all for what? I—I believe I shall die, I’m

so happy!”


The excited little creature dropped the paper of tea from her

hands, as she uttered these broken words, and flinging herself on the old woman’s

bosom, clung to her, bathed in tears, and shaking like an aspen leaf, literally

strengthless with the joy that her coming had brought to that desolate place.


While her arms were around the poor woman’s neck, the grandmother

kept her eyes fixed upon the basket, and she contrived to break a fragment from

one of the loaves it contained, and greedily devour it amid those warm caresses.


Joy is often more restless than grief; Julia was soon on her

feet again.


“There, there, grandmother! just let the bread alone, what is

that to the supper we will have by-and-bye. I’ll get three cents’ worth of charcoal,

and borrow a gridiron, and—and—now don’t eat any more till I come back, because

of the supper!”


The little girl darted out of the room as she uttered this last

injunction, and her step was heard like the leap of a fawn, as she bounded through

the passage. When she returned, the larger portion of a loaf had disappeared, and

the old couple were in each other’s arms, while fragments of prayer and thanksgiving

fell from their lips. It was a beautiful picture of the human heart, when its holiest

and deepest feelings are aroused. Gratitude to God and to his creatures shed a touching

loveliness over it all.


Julia, with her bright eyes and eager little hands, bustled about,

quite too happy for a thought of the fatigue she had endured all the day. She drew

forth the little table. She furbished and brightened up the cups and saucers, and

gave an extra rub to the iron candlestick, which was, for the first time in many

a day, warmed up by a tall and snowy candle. The scent of the beef-steak as it felt

the heat, the warm hiss of the tea-kettle, the crackling of the fire, made a cheerful

accompaniment to her quick and joyous movements. The cold rain pattering without—the

light gusts of wind that shook the windows, only served to render the comfort within

more delightful.


“There now,” said Julia, wiping the bottom of her broken-spouted

tea-pot, and placing it upon the table, “there now, all is ready! I’m to pour out

the tea, grandpa must cut the steak, and you, grandma—oh, you are company tonight.

Come, everything is warm and nice.”


The old people drew up to the humble board. A moment their gray

heads were bent, while the girl bowed her forehead gently downward, and veiled her

eyes with their silken lashes, as if the joy sparkling there were suddenly clouded

by a thought of her own forgetfulness in taking a seat before the half-breathed

blessing was asked.


But her heart was only subdued for a moment. Directly her hands

began to flutter about the tea-pot, like a pair of humming birds, busy with some

great, uncouth flower. She poured the rich amber stream forth with a dash, and as

each lump of sugar fell into the cups, her mouth dimpled into fresh smiles. It was

quite like a fairy feast to her. Too happy for thoughts of her own hunger, she was

constantly dropping her knife and fork to push the bread to her grandfather, or

heap the old grandma’s plate afresh, and it seemed as if the broken tea-pot was

perfectly inexhaustible, so constantly did she keep it circulating around the table.


“Isn’t it nice, grandma, green tea, and such sugar. What, grandpa!

you haven’t got through yet?” she was constantly saying, if either of the old people

paused in the enjoyment of their meal, for it seemed to her as if such unusual happiness

ought to last a long, long time.


“Yes,” said the old man at length, pushing back his plate with

a pleasant sigh, and more pleasant smile, “yes, Julia; now let us see you eat something,

then tell us how all these things came about. You must have been very lucky to have

earned a meal like this with one day’s work.”


“A meal!” cried the child, “oh, the supper. You relished the

supper, grandpa?”


“Yes; you couldn’t have guessed how hungry we were, or how keenly

we should have relished anything.”


“But—but, you are wondering where the next will come from. You

think me like a child in having spent so much in this one famous supper.”


“Yes, like a child, a good, warm-hearted child—who could blame

you?”


“Blame!” cried the grandmother, with tears in her eyes, “blame!

God bless her!”


“But then,” said the child, shaking her head and forcing back

a tear that broke through the sunshine in her eyes, “one should not spend everything

at once; grandpa means that, I suppose?”


“No, no!” answered the old woman, eagerly, “he does not mean

to find the least fault. How should he?”


“It would have been childish, though; but perhaps I should have

done it, who knows?—one don’t stop to think with a bright half dollar in one’s hand,

and a poor old grandfather and grandmother, hungry at home. But then look here!”


The child drew a coin from her bosom and held it up in the candle-light.


“Gold!” cried the astonished grandfather, absolutely turning

pale with surprise.


“A half eagle, a genuine half eagle, as I am alive!” exclaimed

the old woman, taking the coin between her fingers and examining it eagerly.


“Yes, gold—a half eagle,” said the exulting child, clasping her

small hands on the table, “worth five dollars—the old woman in the market told me

so!—five dollars! only think of that!”


“But you did not earn it,” said the old man, gravely.


“Earn it—oh, no,” answered the little girl with a joyous laugh,

“who ever thought of a little girl like me earning five dollars in a day? Still

I don’t know. That good woman at the market told me to let everyone give what he

liked for the flowers, and so I did. The most beautiful lady you ever set eyes on,

took a bunch of rose-buds from my basket, and flung that money in its place.”


“But who was this lady? There may be some mistake. She might

not have known that it was gold!” said the old man, reaching over, and taking the

half eagle from his wife.


“I think she knew; indeed I am quite sure she did,” answered

the child, “for she looked at the piece as she took it from her purse. She knew

what it was worth, but I didn’t.”


“Well, that we may know what to think, tell us more about this

wonderful day,” said the old man, still examining the gold with an anxious expression

of countenance. “Your grandmother has finished her tea and will listen now.”


Julia was somewhat subdued by her grandfather’s grave air; but

spite of this, tears and smiles struggled in her eyes, and her mouth, now tremulous,

now dimpling, could hardly be trained into anything like serious narrative.


“Well,” she said, shaking back the braids of her hair, and resolutely

folding both hands in her lap. “Very well; please don’t ask any questions till I

have got through, and I’ll do my best to tell everything just as it happened. You

know how I went out this morning, about the basket that I got trusted for at the

grocery, and all that. Well, I went off with the new basket on my arm, making believe

to myself as bold as a lion. Still I couldn’t but just keep from crying—everything

felt so strange, and I was frightened too—you don’t know how frightened!


“Grandma, I think the babes in the woods must have felt as I

did, only I had no brother with me, and it is a great deal more lonesome to wander

through lots of cold looking men and women that you never saw before, than to be

lost among the green woods, where flowers lie everywhere in the moss, and the trees

are all sorts of colors, with birds hopping and singing about—dear little birds,

such as covered the poor babes with leaves, and—and—finally grandmother, as I was

saying, I felt more lonesome and down-hearted than these children could have done,

for they had plenty of blackberries, you know, but I was dreadful hungry—I was indeed,

though I would not own it to you; and then all the windows were full of nice tarts

and candies, just as if the people had put them there to see how bad they could

make me feel. Well, I have told you about going into the market, and how my heart

seemed to get colder and colder, till I saw that good woman—that dear, blessed woman—”


“God bless her, for that one kind act!” exclaimed the old man,

fervently.


“He will bless her; be sure of that,” chimed in the good

grandame.


“I wish you could have seen her—I only wish you could!” cried

the child, in her sweet, eager gratitude, “perhaps you will someday, who knows?”


And in the same sweet, disjointed language, the child went on

relating her adventures along the streets, and on the wharf, where for the first

time she had seen an ocean steamer.


When she spoke of the lady and her strange attendant, the old

people seemed to listen with more absorbing interest. They were keenly excited by

the ardent admiration expressed by the child, yet to themselves even this feeling

was altogether unaccountable. When the little girl spoke of the strange man whom

she had met on the wharf also, her voice become subdued, and there was a half-terrified

look in her eyes. The singular impression which that man had left upon her young

spirit seemed to haunt it like a fear; she spoke almost in whispers, and looked

furtively toward the door, as if afraid of being overheard; but the moment she related

how he drove away with his beautiful companion, her courage seemed to return, she

glanced brightly around, and went on with her narrative with renewed spirit.


“He had just gone,” she said, “and I was beginning to look around

for some way to leave the wharf, when I saw a handkerchief lying at my feet. The

carriage wheel had run over it, and it was crushed down in the mud. I picked it

up, and run after the carriage, for the handkerchief was fine as a cobweb, and worth

ever so much, I dare say. In and out, through the carts, and trunks, and people,

I ran with my basket on my arm, and the muddy handkerchief in one hand. Twice I

saw the carriage, but it was too far ahead, and at last I turned a corner—I lost

it there, and stood thinking what I should do, when the very carriage which I had

seen go off with the lady in it, passed by; the lady had stopped for something,

I suppose, and that kept her back. She was looking from the window that minute.

I thought perhaps the handkerchief was hers, after all; so I ran off the sidewalk

and shook it, that she might take notice. The carriage stopped; down came the driver

and opened the door, and then the lady leaned out, and smiling with a sort of mournful

smile, said:


“‘Well, my girl, what do you want now?’”


“I held up the handkerchief, but was quite out of breath, and

could only say, ‘this—this—is it yours, ma’am?’


“She took the handkerchief and turned to a corner where a name

was marked. Then her cheek turned pale as death, and her mouth, so full, so red,

grew white. I should have thought that she was dying, she fixed her eyes on me so

wildly.


“‘Come in, come in, this instant,’ she said, and before I could

speak, she caught hold of my arm, and drew me—basket and all—into the carriage.

The door was shut, and in my fright I heard her tell the man to drive fast. I did

not speak; it seemed like dreaming. There sat the lady, so pale, so altered, with

the handkerchief, all muddy as it was, crushed hard in her white hand—sometimes

looking with a sort of wild look at me, sometimes seeming to think of nothing on

earth. The carriage went faster and faster; I was frightened and began to cry. She

looked at me very kindly then, and said:


“‘Hush, child, hush! no one will harm you.’ Still I could not

keep from sobbing, for it all seemed very wild and strange.


“Then the carriage stopped before a great stone house, with so

many long windows, and iron-work fence all before it. A good many trees stood around

it, and a row of stone steps went up half way from the gate to the front door. The

windows of the house were painted all sorts of colors, and at one corner was a kind

of steeple, square at the top and full of narrow windows, and half covered with

a green vine that crept close to the stone-work almost to the top.


“No one came to the door. The strange man who rode with the driver

let us in with a key that he had, and everything was as still as a meeting-house.

When we got inside, the lady took my hand and led me into a great square entry-way,

with a marble floor checked black and white; then she led me up a great high stair-case,

covered from top to bottom with a carpet that seemed made of roses and wood-moss.

Everything was still and half dark, for all the windows were covered deep with silk

curtains, and it had begun to cloud up out of doors.


“The lady opened a door and led me into a room more beautiful

that anything I ever set my eyes on. But this was dark and dim like the rest. My

feet sunk into the carpet, and everything I touched seemed made of flowers, the

seats were so silken and downy.


“The lady flung off her shawl and sat down upon a little sofa

covered with blue silk. She drew me close to her and tried to smile.


“‘Now,’ she said, ‘you must tell me, little girl, exactly where

you got the handkerchief!’


“‘I found it—indeed I found it on the wharf,’ I said, as well

as I could, for crying. ‘At first I thought it must belong to the tall gentleman,

but he drove away so fast; then I saw your carriage, and thought—’


“She stopped me before I could say the rest—her eyes were as

bright as diamonds, and her cheeks grew red again.


“‘The tall gentleman! What tall gentleman?’ she said.


“I told her about the man with the beautiful lady. Before I had

done, she let go of my hand and fell back on the sofa; her eyes were shut, but down

through the black lashes the great tears kept rolling till the silk cushion under

her head was wet with them. I felt sorry to see her so troubled and took the handkerchief

from the floor—for it fell from her hand as she sunk down. With one corner that

the wheel had not touched, I tried to wipe away the tears from her face, but she

started up, all in a tremble, and pushed me away; but not as if she were angry with

me; only as if she hated the handkerchief to touch her face.


“She walked about the room a few times, and then seemed to get

quite natural again. By-and-bye the queer looking man came up with a satchel and

a silver box, under his arm; and she talked with him in a low voice. He seemed not

to like what she said; but she grew positive, and he went out. Then she lay down

on the sofa again, as if I had not been by; her two hands were clasped under her

head; she breathed very hard, and the tears now and then came in drops down her

cheeks.


“It was getting dark, and I could hear the rain pattering outside.

I spoke softly and said that I must go; she did not seem to hear; so I waited and

spoke again. Still she took no notice. Then I took up my basket and went out. Nobody

saw me. The great house seemed empty—everything was grand, but so still that it

made me afraid. Nothing but the rain dripping from the trees made the least noise.

All around was a garden, and the house stood mostly alone, among the trees on the

top of a hill and lifted up from the street. I had no idea where I was, for it seemed

almost like the country, trees all around, and green grass and rose bushes growing

all about the house!


“A long wide street stretched down the hill toward the city.

I noticed the street lamp posts standing in a line each side, and just followed

them till I got into the thick of the houses once more. After this I went up one

street and down another, inquiring the way, till after a long, long walk, I got

back to the market, quite tired out and anxious.


“The good market woman was so pleased to see me again.

I gave her all my money, and she counted it, and took out pay for the flowers and

strawberries. There was enough without the gold piece; she would not let me change

that, but filled the basket with nice things, just to encourage me to work hard

next week. There, now, grandfather, I have told you all about this wonderful day.

Isn’t it quite like a fairy tale?”


The old man sat gazing on the sweet and animated face of his

grandchild; his hands were clasped upon the table, and his aged face grew luminous

with Christian gratitude. Slowly his forehead bent downward, and he answered her

in the solemn and beautiful words of Scripture, “I have been young, and now I am

old; yet I have never seen the righteous forsaken, or his seed begging bread.” There

was pathos and fervency in the old man’s voice, solemn even as the words it syllabled.

The little strawberry girl bowed her head with gentle feeling, and the grandmother

whispered a meek “Amen.”









Chapter 3


THE LONE MANSION


There are some feelings all too deep,


For grief to shake, or torture numb,


Sorrows that strengthen as they sleep,


And struggle through the heart is dumb.


 


Little Julia Warren had given a very

correct description of the house to which she had been so strangely conveyed. Grand,

imposing, and unsurpassed for magnificence by anything known in our city, it was

nevertheless filled with a sort of gorgeous gloom that fell like a weight upon the

beholder. Most of the shutters were closed, and where the glass was not painted,

rich draperies muffled and tinted the light wherever it penetrated a crevice or

struggled through the reversed fold of a blind.


As you passed through those sumptuous rooms, so vast, so still,

it seemed like traversing a flower-garden by the faintest starlight; you knew that

beautiful objects lay around you on every side, without the power of distinguishing

them, save in shadowy masses. All this indistinctness took a strong hold on the

imagination, rendered more powerful, perhaps, by the profound stillness that reigned

in the dwelling.


Since the great front door had fallen softly to its latch after

the little girl left the building, no sound had broken the intense hush that surrounded

it. Still the lady, who had so marvelously impressed herself upon the heart of that

child, lay prone upon the couch in her boudoir in the second story. She was the

only living being in that whole dwelling, and but for the quick breath that now

and then disturbed her bosom, she appeared lifeless as the marble Flora that seemed

scattering lilies over the cushion where she rested.


After a time the stillness seemed to startle her. She lifted

her head and looked around the room.


“Gone!” she said, in a tone of disappointment, which had something

of impatience in it, “gone!”


The lady started up, pale and with an imperious motion, as one

whose faintest wish had seldom been opposed. She approached a window, and flinging

back the curtains of azure damask, cast another searching look over the room. But

the pale, sweet features of the Flora smiling down upon her lilies, was the only

semblance to a human being that met her eye. She dropped the curtain impatiently.

The statue seemed mocking her with its cold, classic smile. It suited her better

when the wind came with a sweep, dashing the rain-drops fiercely against the window.


The irritation which this sound produced on her nerves seemed

to animate her with a keen wish to find the child who had disappeared so noiselessly.

She went to the door, traversed the hall and the great stair-case; and her look

grew almost wild when she found no signs of the little girl! Two or three times

she parted her lips, as if to call out; but the name that she would have uttered

clung to her heart, and the parted lips gave forth no sound.


It was strange that a name, buried in her bosom for years, unuttered,

hidden as the miser hides his gold, at once the joy, and agony of his life, should

have sprung to her memory there and then; but so it was, and the very attempt to

syllable that name seemed to freeze up the animation in her face. She grew much

paler after that, and her white fingers clung to the silver knob like ice as she

opened the great hall-door and looked into the street.


The entrance to the mansion was sheltered, and though the rain

was falling, it had not yet penetrated to the threshold. Up and down the broad street

no object resembling the strawberry girl could be seen; and with an air of disappointment,

the lady was about to close the door, when she saw upon the threshold a broken rose-bud,

which had evidently fallen from the child’s basket, and beside it the prints of

a little, naked foot left in damp tracery on the granite. These foot-prints descended

the steps, and with a sigh the lady drew back, closing the door after her gently

as she had opened it.


She stood awhile musing in the vestibule, then slowly mounting

the stairs, entered the boudoir again. She sat down, but it was only for a minute;

the solitude of the great house might have shaken the nerves of a less delicate

woman, now that the rain was beating against the windows, and the gloom thickening

around her, but she seemed quite unconscious of this. Some new idea had taken possession

of her mind, and it had power to arouse her whole being. She paced the room, at

first gently, then with rapid footsteps, becoming more and more excited each moment;

though this was only manifested by the brilliancy of her eyes, and the breathless

eagerness with which she listened from time to time. No sound came to her ears,

however—nothing but the rain beating, beating, beating against the plate-glass.


The lady took out her watch, and a faint, mocking smile stole

over her lips. It seemed as if she had been expecting the return of her servant

for hours; and lo! only half an hour had passed since he went forth.


“And this,” she said, with a gesture and look of self-reproach,

“this is the patience—this the stoicism which I have attained—Heaven help me!” She

walked slower then, and at length sunk upon the couch with her eyes closed resolutely,

as one who forced herself to wait and be still. Thus she remained, perhaps fifteen

minutes, and the marble statue smiled upon her through its chill, white flowers.


She had wrestled with herself and conquered. So much time! Only

fifteen minutes, but it seemed an hour. She opened her eyes, and there was that

smiling face of marble peering down into hers; it seemed as if something human were

scanning her heart. The fancy troubled her, and she began to walk about again.


As the lady was pacing to and fro in her boudoir, her foot became

entangled in the handkerchief which she had so passionately wrested from the strawberry-girl,

when in her gentle sympathy the child would have wiped the tears from her eyes.

She took the cambric in her hand, not without a shudder; it might be of pain; it

might be that some hidden joy blended itself with the emotion; but with an effort

at self-control she turned to a corner of the handkerchief, and examined a name

written there with attention.


Again some powerful change of feeling seemed to sweep over her;

she folded the handkerchief with care, and went out of the room, still grasping

it in her hand. Slowly, and as if impelled against her wishes, this singular woman

mounted a flight of serpentine stairs, which wound up the tower that Julia had described

as a steeple and entered a remote room of the dwelling. Even here the same silent

splendor, the same magnificent gloom that pervaded the whole dwelling, was darkly

visible. Though perfectly alone, carpets thick as forest moss muffled her foot-steps,

till they gave forth no echo to betray her presence. Like a spirit she glided on,

and but for her breathing she might have been taken for something truly supernatural,

so singular was her pale beauty, so strangely motionless were her eyes.


For a moment the lady paused, as if calling up the locality of

some object in her mind, then she opened the door of a small room and entered.


A wonderful contrast did that little chamber present to the splendor

through which she had just passed. No half twilight reigned there; no gleams of

rich coloring awoke the imagination; everything was chaste and almost severe in

its simplicity. Half a shutter had been left open, and thus a cold light was admitted

to the chamber, revealing every object with chilling distinctness:—the white walls;

the faded carpet on the floor; and the bed piled high with feathers, and covered

with a patch-work quilt pieced from many gorgeously colored prints, now somewhat

faded and mellowed by age. Half a dozen stiff maple chairs stood in the room. In

one corner was a round mahogany stand, polished with age, and between the windows

hung a looking-glass framed in curled maple. No one of these articles bore the slightest

appearance of recent use, and common-place as they would have seemed in another

dwelling, in that house they looked mysteriously out of keeping.


The lady looked around as she entered the room, and her face

expressed some new and strong emotion; but she had evidently schooled her feelings,

and a strong will was there to second every mental effort. After one quick survey

her eyes fell upon the carpet. It was a humble fabric, such as the New England housewives

manufacture with their own looms and spinning wheels; stripes of hard, positive

colors contrasted harshly together, and even time had failed to mellow them into

harmony; though faded and dim, they still spread away from the feet harsh and disagreeable.

No indifferent person would have looked upon that cheerless object twice; but it

seemed to fascinate the gaze of the singular woman, as no artistic combination of

colors could have done. Her eyes grew dim as she gazed; her step faltered as she

moved across the faded stripes; and reaching a chair near the bed, she sunk upon

it pale and trembling. The tremor went off after a few minutes, but her face retained

its painful whiteness, and she fell into thought so deep that her attitude took

the repose of a statue.


Thus an hour went by. The storm had increased, and through the

window which opened upon a garden, might be seen the dark sway of branches tossed

by the roaring wind, and blackened with the gathering night. The rain poured down

in sheets and beat upon the spacious roof like the rattle of artillery. Gloom and

commotion reigned around. The very elements seemed vexed with new troubles as that

beautiful woman entered the room whose humble simplicity seemed so unsuited to her.


Ada saw nothing of the storm, or if she did, the wildness and

gloom seemed but a portion of the tumult in her own heart. Yet how still and calm

she was—that strange being! At length the chain of iron thought seemed broken; she

turned toward the bed, laid her hand gently down upon the quilt, and gazed at the

faded colors till some string in her proud heart gave way, and sinking down with

her face buried in the scant pillows, she wept like a child. Every limb in her body

began to tremble. The bed shook under her, and notwithstanding the stormy elements,

the noise of her bitter sobs filled the room. The voice of her grief was soon broken

by another sound—the sound of passionate kisses lavished upon the pillows, the quilt,

and the homespun linen upon the bed. She looked at them through her tears; she smoothed

them out with her trembling hands; she laid her cheek against them lovingly, as

a punished child will sometimes caress the very garments of a mother whose forgiveness

it craves; yet in all this you saw that this strange, almost insane excitement was

not usual to the woman—that she was not one to yield her strength to a light passion;

and this made her grief the more touching. You felt that if such storms often swept

across her track of life, she did not bow herself to them without a fierce struggle.


She lay upon the bed weeping and faint with exhausted emotion

when the sound of a closing door rang through the building. This was followed by

stumbling footsteps so heavy that even the turf-like carpets could not muffle them.

The lady started up, listened an instant, and then hurried from the room, closing

the door carefully after her. It was now almost dark, and but for the angular figure

and ungainly attitude of the person she found in her boudoir, she might not have

recognized her own servant, who stood waiting her approach.


“Jacob, you have come—well!” said the lady in a low voice.


“Yes, and a pretty time I have had of it,” said the man, drawing

back from the hand which she had almost placed upon his arm, and shaking himself

with much of the surliness, and all the indifference of a mastiff, till the rain

fell in showers from his coat. “I am soaking wet, ma’m, and dangerous to come near—it

might give you a cold.”


“It is raining then?” said the lady, subduing her impatience.


“Raining! I should think it was and blowing too. Why, don’t you

hear the wind yelling and tusseling with the trees back of the house?”


“I have not noticed,” answered the lady, mournfully, “I was thinking

of other things.”


“Of him, I suppose!” There was something husky in the

man’s voice as he spoke, the more remarkable that his strong Down East pronunciation

was usually prompt, and clear from any signs of feeling.


“Yes, of him and of them! Jacob, this has been a terrible day

to me.”


“And to me, gracious knows!” muttered the man, giving his coat

another rough shake.


“Yes, you have been upon your feet all day—you are wet through,

my kind friend, and all to serve me—I know that it is hard!”


“Nothing of the sort!—nothing of the sort! Who on earth complained,

I should like to know? A little rain, poh!” exclaimed the man, evidently annoyed

that his vexation, uttered in an under tone, should have reached the lady’s ear.


“No, you never do complain, Jacob; and yet you have often found

me an exacting mistress—or friend, I should rather say—for it is long since I have

considered you as anything else. I have often taxed your strength and patience too

far!”


“There it is again!” answered the man, with a sort of rough impatience,

which, however, had nothing unkind or disrespectful in it, “jist as if I was complaining

or discontented—jist as if I wasn’t your hired man—no, servant, that is the word—to

serve, wait, tend on you; and hadn’t been ever since the day—but no matter about

that—jist now I’ve been down town as you ordered.”


“Well!”


Oh! how much of exquisite self-control was betrayed by the low,

steady tone in which that little word was uttered.


“Of course,” said the man, “I could do nothing without help.

The little girl’s story was enough to prove that—that he was in town, but it only

went so far. She neither knew which way he drove, or how the coach was numbered;

so it seemed very much like searching for a needle in a hay-mow. But you wanted

to know where he was, and I determined to find out. Wal, this morning, as we left

the steamer, I saw a man in the crowd with a great, gilt star on his breast, and

as the thing looked rather odd for a republican, I asked what it meant. It was a

policeman; they have got up a new system here in the city, it seems, and from what

was said on the wharf, I thought it no bad idea to get some of these men to help

me to search for Mr. Leicester.”


“Hush, hush; don’t speak so loud,” said the lady, starting as

a name her lips had not uttered for years was thus suddenly pronounced.


“I inquired the way and went to the police office at once: it

is in the Park, ma’m, under the City Hall. Wal, there I found the chief, a smart,

active fellow as I ever set eyes on; I told him what brought me there, and who I

wanted to find. He called a young man from the out room; wrote on a slip of paper;

gave it to the man and asked me to sit down. Wal, I sat down, and we began to talk

about my travels, and things in gineral, like old acquaintances, till by-and-bye

in came the very policeman that I had seen on the wharf.
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