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Chapter 1


A WEDDING FROLIC AT FOREST REST


The good folk of our county always seized

with gladness any fair excuse for merry-making, especially in the dead of winter,

when farm work was slack.


Now the marriage of the popular young doctor with the well-liked

young teacher was one of the best of excuses for general outbreak into gayety.


True, the newly married pair wished to settle down at once in

their pretty cottage home and be quiet.


But they were not to be permitted to do so.


Every family to whom the young doctor stood in the relation of

attendant physician gave either a dinner or a dancing party.


Judge Paul McCann, an old bachelor, who was one of his most valuable

patients—a chronic patient dying of good living, and taking a long, long time to

do it in—gave a heavy dinner party, to which he invited only married or middle-aged

people—such as the elder Forces, Grandieres, Elks, and—Miss Bayard, who did not

attend.


This dinner came off on the Monday after the marriage and was

a great success.


Everyone was pleased, except the young people who had nothing

to do with it.


“Selfish old rhinoceros! Wouldn’t give a dancing party because

he’s got the gout! And Natty so fond of dancing, too!” growled Wynnette, over her

disappointment on that occasion.


But the Grandieres consoled her and all the young people by giving

a dancing party at Oldfields on the following Wednesday, and inviting all the members,

young and old, of every family in the neighborhood.


This party was but a repetition, with improvements, on the New

Year’s Eve party, just four weeks previous; for again there was a full moon, a deep,

level snow, frozen over, and fine sleighing, and all circumstances combined to make

the entertainment a most enjoyable one.


This frolic was followed on Friday with a dancing party given

by the Elks at Grove Hill, to which the same people were invited, and where they

talked, laughed and danced as merrily as before.


And do you think that the descendant of the “Dook of England”

was one to neglect her social duties, or to be left behind in the competition of

hospitable attentions to the bride and groom because her house was small and her

means were even smaller?


Not at all! So she determined to give a dancing party on the

next Tuesday evening, and invite all the neighborhood with his wife and children,

and “his sisters, aunts and cousins.”


“But, great Jehosophat, Aunt Sibby, if you ask all these people,

what are you going to do with them? They can’t all get into the house, you know!”

exclaimed Roland Bayard, while his aunt and himself were forming a committee of

ways and means.


“That’s their business! My business is to invite

them to a party, and to open the door. Their business is to get in the house—if

they can. Do your duty, sez I! Without fear or favor, sez I! Do the proper thing,

sez I! unregardless of consequences, sez I! My duty is to give a party to

the bride and groom, and I’m a-going to do it! Take your own share of the world’s

play, sez I, as well as the world’s work, sez I! We can’t live our lives over again,

sez I!


 


“‘Live while you live, the sacred preachers say,


And seize the pleasures of the passing day.’”


 


“I think you have got that quotation wrong, auntie,” said Roland.


“’Tain’t quotation, you ignomanners! It’s verses out of the ‘English

Reader’ as I used to study when I went to school to young Luke Barriere, when he

was young Luke, and before he left off teaching and divested all his yearnings into

a grocery.”


“Well, you have got the lines wrong, anyway, Aunt Sibby.”


“I tell you I ain’t! What do you know about it? I’ve read more

verse books than ever you knew the names of! But that ain’t nothing to the point!

What I want you to do is to take the mule cart and drive round the neighborhood

and invite all the company—everybody that we saw at all the other parties! Every

one of ’em—childun and all! When you do a thing, sez I, do it well, sez I! What’s

worth a-doing of at all, sez I, is worth doing well, sez I!”


“I might as well start at once, as it will take me all day to

go the rounds. I’ll go harness up the mule now.”


“Yes, go; and wherever you happen to be at dinner time there

you stop and get your dinner. I shan’t expect you home till night, because after

you have given out all the invitations, you know, I want you to call at old Luke

Barriere’s grocery store and fetch me— Stop! have you got a pencil in your pocket?”


“Yes, Aunt Sibby.”


“Well, then, put down—Lord! where shall I get a piece of writing

paper? Hindrances, the first thing! It’s always the way, sez I!”


“It need not be writing paper. This will do,” said Roland, tearing

off a scrap of brown wrapper from a parcel that lay on the table.


“Now, then, write,” said Miss Sibby.


And she gave him a list for sugar, spices, candies, “resins”

and “ammuns,” “orringes” and “lemmuns.”


“Is this all?” inquired Roland.


“Yes, and tell Luke Barriere he must charge it to me, and tell

him I’ll pay him as soon as I get paid for that last hogshead of tobacco I shipped

to Barker’s.”


“All right, auntie.”


“And, mind, as I told you before, I shan’t expect you home to

dinner. You won’t have time to come. And I shan’t get no dinner, neither, ’cause

all the fireplace will be took up baking cakes. Soon’s ever you’re gone, me and

Mocka is a-going right at making of ’em. Thanks be to goodness as we have got a-plenty

of our own flour, and eggs, and milk, and butter! And when you have got plenty of

flour, and eggs, and milk, and butter, sez I, you’ll get along, sez I!”


“Very well, Aunt Sibby.”


“And don’t you forget to invite Luke Barriere to the party, mind

you! You mustn’t forget old friends, sez I!”


“Oh! And must I invite Judge Paul McCann?” inquired the sailor,

with a twinkle in his eye, for you see


 


“They had been friends in youth.”


 


“No!” emphatically replied the old lady. “No! Them as has the

least to do with old Polly McCann, sez I, comes the best off, sez I! There! Now

go! You ain’t got a minute more to lose!”


The young man went out to the little stable behind the house,

and put the mule to the cart, and drove around to the front door, to come in and

get his overcoat and cap.


“Oh! I forgot to tell you, Roland! Hire the nigger fiddlers while

you are out,” said Miss Sibby.


“I’ll remember, aunt,” replied the young man, drawing on his

“surtout,” and, with cap and gloves in hand, hurrying out to the cart.


In another moment Miss Sibby heard the mule cart rattle away

on its rounds.


She then tied on a large apron, rolled up her sleeves, washed

her hands, and went into the kitchen to make cakes.


And all that day her two servants, Mocka and Gad, had a time

of it!


Late in the evening Roland came back with a cargo of groceries,

and the report that all the neighborhood had been invited to her party and had accepted

the invitation.


“And now, Aunt Sibby, it is getting awfully serious! If they

all come—and they will all come—where are you going to put them? Here are only three

rooms on this floor—the kitchen, the parlor and the parlor bedroom,” said Roland,

in real concern.


“Le’s see,” mused the old lady, looking around. “‘Where there’s

a will there’s a way,’ sez I! And, Lord knows, as I have got the will, I must find

the way! The party is given to the young bride and groom, and for the sake of the

dancers, and they must have the preference. Le’s see, now: The bed must be took

out’n the parlor bedroom and put upstairs. The folks as don’t dance must sit in

the parlor bedroom, with the door open, so as they may see the dancing and hear

the music. Then the dancers must dance in this parlor, and the nigger fiddlers can

play in the kitchen, with the door open, so the music can be heard all over the

house. The two rooms upstairs can be used for the ladies’ and gentlemen’s dressing

rooms. Oh, there’s ample space! ample! And we shall have a grand time, Roland!”

said the old lady of sixty-one with the heart of sixteen.


And her words came true. Everything was propitious. To be sure,

the moonlight was gone; but the sky was clear and cold, and the stars sparkling

with the brilliancy that is only to be seen in just such winter weather, and the

snow was deep and frozen hard, and the sleighing was “hevvingly,” as the lady from

Wild Cats’ described it.


And when all the company were assembled in Miss Sibby’s little,

hospitable house, and divided into rooms according to her plan, there was really

no uncomfortable crowd at all.


Roland Bayard received all the guests at the door.


Gad showed the gentlemen upstairs into the little north bedroom,

and Mocka conducted the ladies up into the little south bedroom.


Both these small attic chambers had been neatly prepared as dressing

rooms.


As the guests came down, Miss Sibby, in her only black silk dress

and Irish gauze cap, received them at the foot of the stairs, and took them in turn

to their appointed places.


The negro fiddlers were seated in the kitchen near the door,

which was opened into the parlor.


The young people formed a double set on the parlor floor.


The elders sat on comfortable seats in the parlor bedroom, with

the door open, so that they could see the dancers and hear the music, while gossiping

with each other.


 


“The fun grew fast and furious”


 


as the witches’ dance at Kirk Alloway.


“Miss Sibby!” cried Wynnette, in one of the breathless pauses

of the whirling reel, “Miss Sibby, for down-right roaring fun and jollification

your party does whip the shirt off the back of every party given this winter.”


“I’m proud you like it; but, oh, my dear Miss Wynnette Force,

do not put it that there way! Wherever did you pick up sich expressions? It must

a been from them niggers,” said Miss Sibby, deprecatingly.


“I reckon it was from the niggers I ‘picked up sich expressions,’

Miss Sibby, for the words and phrases they let fall are often very expressive—and

I take to them so naturally that I sometimes think I must have been a nigger myself

in some stage of pre-existence,” laughed Wynnette.


“I don’t know what you are talking about, child; but I do know

as you sartainly ought to break yourself of that there habit of speaking.”


“I do try to, Miss Sibby! I correct myself almost every time,”

said Wynnette, and then craning her neck with dignity, she added, “What I meant

to say about your entertainment, Miss Bayard, was that it is far the most enjoyable

I have attended this season.”


“Thank y’, honey, that’s better! A young lady can’t be too particular,

sez I!” concluded Miss Sibby. But before she finished speaking the whirl of the

reel had carried Wynnette off to the other end of the room.


The dancing continued until ten o’clock.


The fiddlers rested from their labors and took then grog.


The dancers sat down to recover their breath and to partake of

refreshments in the form of every sort of cake, candy, nut and raisin, to say nothing

of apple toddy, lemon punch and eggnog.


When all had been refreshed the music and dancing recommenced

and continued until midnight, when they wound up the ball with the giddy Virginia

reel.


The hot mulled port wine was handed round and drunk amid much

laughing, talking and jesting.


Then the company put on their wraps, took leave of their happy

hostess, re-entered their sleighs and started merrily for their homes.


The lady from the gold diggings had partaken so heartily of all

the good things provided by Miss Sibby, and had tested so conscientiously the rival

merits of apple toddy, lemon punch, eggnog and mulled port, that she went sound

asleep in the sleigh and slept all the way to Mondreer and on being roused up to

enter the house she addressed the dignified squire as Joe Mullins, and remarked

that she thought the lead was running out at Wild Cats’, and they had better vamose

the gulch and go prospecting some’eres else.


However, she slept off the effects of the party and was her own

happy and hearty self at breakfast the next morning.









Chapter 2


ODALITE


Among all the merry-makers there was

one sad face—Odalite’s—which no effort of self-control could make otherwise than

sad.


Odalite, for the sake of her young sisters, had joined every

party, but she took no pleasure in them.


Now that all the distracting excitement was over, and she could

think calmly of the circumstances, they all combined to distress, mortify and humiliate

her. The remembrance of that scene in the church, of which at the time it transpired

she was but half conscious, was to her so shameful and degrading that she secretly

shrank from the eyes of friends and neighbors whom she was obliged to meet at the

various gatherings in the neighborhood.


Then the doubt of her real relations to the Satan who had entered

her Eden, the uncertainty of her true position, and the instability of her circumstances,

all gathered around her like heavy clouds and darkened, saddened and oppressed her

spirits.


That Anglesea had no moral claim on her she was perfectly well

assured. That her father would protect her against him she felt equally certain.

But that the man might have a legal claim upon her—supposing his marriage with the

Widow Wright to have been an irregular one—and that he might give her dear mother

and herself trouble through that claim, she was sorely afraid.


And then there was Le—her dear, noble, generous Le—who had pardoned

her apparent defection and had sworn to be faithful to her and share her fate to

the end of life, even though that fate should oblige them to live apart in celibacy

forever. Her heart ached for Le. She had had but one letter from him since he left

the house, a month before. In it he told her that he had reached his ship only six

hours before she was to sail, and that he had only time to write a few farewell

lines on the eve of departure. But these lines were, indeed, full of love, faith

and hope. He told her that he should keep a diary for her and send it in sections

by every opportunity. And he renewed all his vows of fidelity to her through life.


That was his first and last letter up to this time. But now she

was looking for another.


This daily expectation and the weekly visits to Greenbushes helped

to occupy her mind and enabled her to endure life.


Old Molly, the housekeeper there, who did not understand, and

could not appreciate, the comfort and consolation that Odalite derived from these

weekly inspections, remonstrated on the subject, saying:


“’Deed, Miss Odalite, ’tain’t no use for you to take all dis

yere trouble for to come ober yere ebery week to see as de rooms is all opened and

aired and dried—’deed it ain’t. You can trust me—’deed you can. Now did you eber

come ober yere on a Wednesday morning, and not find a fire kindled into ebery room

in de house, and de windows all opened, ef it was clear? And likewise, if you war

to come at night, you’d find the fires all out, and the windows all shut, and the

rooms all dry as a toast.”


“I know I can trust you thoroughly, Molly, but you see I like

to come. It seems to bring me nearer Le, you know,” Odalite replied, in her gentle

and confiding way.


“Yes, honey, so it do, indeed. Well, it was an awful set-down

to us w’en dat forriner come yere an’ cut Marse Le out, an’ him a married man, too,

Lord save us!”


“Hush, Molly. You must not speak of that person to me,” said

Odalite, sternly.


“Lord, honey, I ain’t a-blamin’ of you. Well I knows as you couldn’t

help it. Well I knows as he give you witch powders, or summut, to make you like

him whedder or no. W’ite people don’t believe nuffin ’bout dese witch powders, but

we dem colored people we knows, honey. But now he is foun’ out an’ druv away, we

dem all sees as you is a fo’gettin’ de nonsense, honey, ’cause he can’t give you

no mo’ witch powders. Lor’! why, if it had been true love you feeled for him, you

couldn’t a got ober it as soon as you has, eben if yer had foun’ him out to be de

gran’ vilyun as he is, ’cause it would a took time. But as it was not true love,

but only witch powders, you see you got ober it eber since he went away. Lor’! I

knows about witch powders.”


“Please, Mollie,” pleaded Odalite.


But the negro woman, having mounted her hobby, rocked on:


“Neber mind, honey. You and Marse Le is young ’nough to spare

t’ree years, an’ next time he come home, please de Lord, we’ll all ’joy a merry

marridge, an’ you an’ him to come to housekeeping ’long of us.”


Odalite took leave and went home. That was the only way in which

she could escape the painful subject.


She found a letter from Le on her return. It was dated last from

Rio de Janeiro. It contained the daily record of the young midshipman’s life on

the man-of-war, and no end to the vows of love and constancy.


This letter came under cover to her mother. It cheered Odalite

up for days.


But again her spirits sank.


At length her health began to suffer, and then her parents took

into consideration a plan that had been discussed a month before. This was to leave

the plantation under the competent direction of their long-known overseer and their

family solicitor, and to take a furnished house in Washington City for three years,

during which time they could place their two younger daughters at a good finishing

school and introduce their eldest into society.


It was Mrs. Force who had first proposed the plan, and it was

she who now recurred to it.


“You know, dear Abel,” she said to her husband, while they were

sitting together one morning in her little parlor, “you know that two considerations

press on us now—the health of Odalite and the education of Wynnette and Elva. I

really fear for Odalite, and so does Dr. Ingle, if she should be permitted to remain

in this neighborhood, where everything reminds her of the distress and mortification

she has suffered. Odalite must have a thorough change. And no better change can

be thought of for her than a winter in Washington. The gay season is just commencing

in that city, and with all that we could do for her there Odalite would be sure

to improve. Think what a contrast Washington in its season—Washington with its splendid

official receptions, its operas and concerts, every day and night—would be to the

secluded life we all lead here. And especially what a contrast in the conception

of Odalite, who will see the city for the first time.”


“I appreciate all that; but, my love, your simple wish to go

to the city would be quite sufficient for me,” said the squire.


Mrs. Force turned away her head and breathed a sigh, as she often

did at any especial mark of love or trust from her good husband.


“I should not express the wish on my own account, dear Abel.

I have always been well content with our retired life and your society alone. I

spoke only for the children’s sake. I have told you why Odalite needs the change,

and now I wish to tell you how our residence in Washington will benefit her younger

sisters. Wynnette and Elva must go on with their education. We would not like to

engage a stranger to come and take charge of them here, just after such a public

event as that of the broken marriage, even if we could get one to replace Natalie

Meeke, or suit us as well as she did, which I am sure we could not. Nor, on the

other hand, could we consent to send our children away from us. So I see no better

plan for them, as well as for all, than that we should all go to Washington, where

we can give our Odalite the social life that she so much needs just now, and where

we can enter Wynnette and Elva as day pupils in a first-class school.”


“My dear, I see that you are right,” said Mr. Force. “You are

quite right in regard to the wisdom of going to Washington, so far as the benefit

of our children is concerned; nor do I see any hindrance to our leaving this place

without our care. Barnes is an invaluable farm manager, and Copp is as capable an

agent as any proprietor could desire. We will leave the place in their care. We

can go at once, or just as soon as you can pack up. If we cannot secure a furnished

house at once we can go to a hotel and stay until we can get one.”


“But—what shall we do with Mrs. Anglesea?” demanded Mrs. Force,

in sudden dismay as the vision of the lady from Wild Cats’ arose in her mind’s eye.


Abel Force gave a long, low whistle, and then answered:


“We must invite her to go with us to Washington.”


“To— Invite Mrs. Anglesea to join our party to Washington?” gasped

the lady.


“Yes. She will be charmed to accept, I am sure,” replied the

gentleman, with a twinkle of humor in his eye.


“But, good heavens, Abel! how could we introduce that woman into

Washington society?”


“Very well, indeed. Very much better than we could into any other

society on the face of the earth. The wives of the high officers of the government

are the leaders of society; the latter are under the dominion of the sovereign people,

who flock to the city in great numbers, and from all parts of the country, and all

ranks and grades of the social scale; and you will find the drawing rooms of cabinet

ministers and foreign ambassadors filled with companies more mixed than you could

find elsewhere in the world. Our lady from the gold mines will find plenty to keep

her in countenance.”


“For all that,” said Mrs. Force, “I shall try to evade the necessity

of taking her with us.”


“My dear, we cannot, in decency, turn our guest out of doors;

so the only alternative we have is to take her with us or stay at home.”


“I think—she is so simple, good-humored and unconventional—that

I think I may explain to her the necessity of our going to Washington for the sake

of the children, and then give her a choice to go with us or to remain here.”


“That’s it!” exclaimed Mr. Force. “And let us hope that she will

elect to remain.”


A little later in the day Mrs. Force had an explanation with

her guest and put the alternative before her.


“You will understand, dear Mrs. Anglesea, the cruel necessity

that obliges us to leave our home at this juncture; and now I wish you to be guided

by your own impulses whether to go with us to Washington or to remain here as long

as it may suit you to do so,” said the lady, in conclusion.


“You say you’re all a-gwine to a hotel?” inquired the visitor.


“Yes.”


“Well, then, you don’t catch me leavin’ of a comfortable home

like this, where there’s plenty of turkeys, and canvas-back ducks, and game of all

sorts, as the niggers shoot and sell for a song, and feather beds, and good roaring

fires, and cupboards full of preserves and sweetmeats, to go to any of your hotels

to get pizened by their messes or catch my death in damp sheets. No, ma’am, no hotels

for me, if you please. I got enough of ’em at the Hidalgo. I know beans, I do; and

I stays here.”


“Very well. I shall be glad to think of you here; and I shall

leave Lucy and Jacob in the house to take care of it, and they will wait on you,”

said the well-pleased lady of the manor.


“I’ll make myself comfortable, you bet, ole ’oman! and I’ll take

good care of the house while you’re gone—you may stake your pile on that!”


And so this matter was satisfactorily settled.


Preparations for departure immediately began, and soon the news

got abroad in the neighborhood that the Forces were going to leave Mondreer and

live in Washington.









Chapter 3


ROSEMARY


“Rosemary, my dear,

I wish you would not dance all the time with young Roland Bayard when you happen

to be at a party with him,” said the grave and dignified Miss Susannah Grandiere

to the fair little niece who sat at her feet, both literally and figuratively.


The early tea was over at Grove Hill, and the aunt and niece

sat before the fire, with their maid Henny in attendance.


Miss Grandiere was knitting a fine white lamb’s wool stocking;

Rosemary was sewing together pieces for a patchwork quilt; and Henny, seated on

a three-legged stool in the chimney corner, was carding wool.


“Why not, Aunt Sukey?” inquired the child, pushing the fine,

silky black curls from her dainty forehead and looking up from her work.


“Because, my dear, though you are but a little girl, and he is

almost a young man, yet these intimate friendships, formed in early youth, may become

very embarrassing in later years,” gravely answered the lady, drawing out her knitting

needle from the last taken off stitch and beginning another round.


“But how, Aunt Sukey?” questioned the little one.


“In this way. No one knows who Roland Bayard is! He was cast

up from the wreck of the Carrier Pigeon, the only life saved. He was adopted

and reared by Miss Sibby Bayard, and I think, but am not sure, he was educated at

the expense of Abel Force, who never lets his left hand know what his right hand

does in the way of charity. But Miss Sibby has hinted as much to me.”


“Aunt Sukey, he may be the son of a lord, or a duke, or a prince,”

suggested romantic Rosemary.


“Or of a thief, or pirate, or convict,” added Miss Grandiere,

severely.


“Oh, Aunt Sukey! Never! Never! Dear Roland! Aunt Sukey, I like

Roland so much! And I have good reason to like him, too, whatever he may be!” exclaimed

the child, with more than usual earnestness.


“Oh! oh! oh!” moaned Miss Grandiere, sadly, shaking her head.


“Aunt Sukey, no one ever has the kindness to ask a little girl

like me to dance except dear Roland. Other gentlemen ask young ladies; but dear

Roland always asks me, and he never lets me be neglected. And I shall never forget

him for it but shall always like him.”


“Um, um, um!” softly moaned the stately lady to herself.


“And Roland told me he was named after a knight who was ‘without

fear and without reproach,’ and that he meant always to deserve his name, and to

be my knight—mine.”


“Dear, dear, dear!” murmured Miss Grandiere.


“What is the matter, Aunt Sukey?” inquired Rosemary, again pushing

back her silky, black curls, and lifting her large, light blue eyes to the lady’s

troubled face.


“Rosemary, my child,” began Miss Grandiere, without replying

to the little girl’s question, “Rosemary, you know the Forces are going to Washington

next week?”


“Oh! yes; everybody knows that now.”


“And Wynnette and Elva are going to be put to school there?”


“Yes, everybody knows that, too, Aunt Sukey.”


“Well, how would you like to be put to the same school that they

are going to attend?”


“Oh, so much! So very much, Aunt Sukey! I never dreamed of such

happiness as that! I do so much want to get a good education!” exclaimed the little

girl, firing with enthusiasm.


“Well, my dear child, I think the opportunity of sending you

to school with Wynnette and Elva, and under the protection of Mr. and Mrs. Force,

is such an excellent one that it ought not to be lost. I will speak to my sister

Hedge about it, and if she will consent to your going I will be at the cost of sending

you,” said the lady, as she began to roll up her knitting, for the last gleam of

the winter twilight had faded out of the sky and it was getting too dark even to

knit.


For once in her life Rosemary had forgotten to call for the curtains

to be let down and the candle to be lit and the novel brought forth. For once the

interests of real life had banished the memory of romance.


But Henny knew what was expected of her, and so she put up her

cards, went and lighted the tallow candle, pulled down the window blinds, replenished

the fire, and reseated herself on her three-legged stool in the chimney corner.


Rosemary, recalled to the interests of the evening, went and

brought forth the “treasured volume” from the upper bureau drawer and gave it to

her aunt to read. Then she settled herself in her low chair to listen.


It was still that long romance of “The Children of the Abbey”

that was the subject of their evening readings. And they had now reached a most

thrilling crisis, where the heroine was in the haunted castle; when suddenly the

sound of wheels was heard to grate on the gravel outside, accompanied by girlish

voices.


And soon there came a knock at the door.


“Who in the world can that be at this hour, after dark?” inquired

Miss Grandiere, as Henny arose and opened the door.


Odalite, Wynnette and Elva came in, in their poke bonnets and

buttoned coats.


“Oh, Miss Grandiere, excuse us, but yours was the only light

we saw gleaming around the edges of the blinds, and so we knocked at your door,”

said Wynnette, who always took the initiative in speaking, as in other things.


“My dear child! how is it that you children are out, after dark?”

inquired the lady.


“We have been making the rounds to bid good-by to the neighbors.

Mamma and papa went out yesterday, and we today. We are going to Washington next

week, and we have come to bid you good-by now,” said Wynnette, still speaking for

all the others.


“But who is with you for protection? Who drove the carriage?”


“Jake drove and Joshua came as bodyguard; but we are so late

that I am afraid Mr. and Mrs. Elk and the girls are asleep.”


“They are, my dears; and it is so late that I do not think it

right for you three children to be driving through the country with no better protection

than Jake and the dog. You must send them home and stay all night here. Then you

will have an opportunity of bidding good-by to William and Molly and the children

tomorrow morning.”


“Oh, Miss Grandiere, how jolly! I have not spent a night from

home for ages and ages and ages!” exclaimed Wynnette.


“But what will mamma say?” doubtfully inquired Elva.


“I fear, Miss Grandiere, that we ought to return home tonight,”

suggested Odalite.


“Nonsense, my dear child! You must do nothing of the sort. I

will write a note to your mother and send it by Jake,” replied Miss Grandiere, who

immediately arose and went to get her portfolio.


“If it hadn’t been for Miss Sibby Bayard keeping us so long talking

about her ancestor the ‘Duke of England’—she means the Duke of Norfolk all the

time but flouts us when we hint as much—we should have been here two hours ago,

and been home by this time,” said Wynnette.


Miss Grandiere finished her note, put a shawl over her head and

went out herself to speak to the coachman and send him home to Mondreer with her

written message.


“Now take off your hats and coats, and tell me if you have had

tea,” she said, when she came back into the room and closed the door.


“Oh, yes! we took tea with Miss Sibby while she told us how a

certain ‘Duke of England’ lost his head for wanting to marry a certain Queen of

Scotland,” replied Wynnette.


That question settled, the girls drew chairs around the fire,

and began to make themselves comfortable.


Rosemary could not bear to give up her reading, just at that

particular crisis, too! So she thought she would entice her company into listening

to the story.


“We were reading—oh! such a beautiful book!” she said. “Just

hear how lovely it begins!”


And she took the book up, turned it to the first page and commenced

after this manner:


“‘Hail! sweet asylum of my infancy! Content and innocence abide

beneath your humble roof!—hail! ye venerable trees! My happiest hours of childish

gayety—’”


“What’s all that about?” demanded Wynnette, the vandal, ruthlessly

interrupting the reader.


“It is Amanda Fitzallan, coming back to the Welsh cottage where

she was nursed, and catching sight of it, you know, raises fluttering emotions in

her sensitive bosom,” Rosemary explained, with an injured air.


“Oh! it does, does it? But she wouldn’t hold forth in that way,

you know, even if she were badly stage struck or very crazy,” said Wynnette.


“Oh! I thought it was such elegant language!” pleaded Rosemary.


“But she wouldn’t use it! Look here! Do you suppose, when I come

back from school, years hence, and catch sight of Mondreer, I should hold forth

in that hifaluting style?”


“But what would you say?”


“Nothing, probably; or if I did, it would be: ‘There’s the blessed

old barn now, looking as dull and humdrum as it did when we used to go blackberrying

and get our ankles full of chego bites. Lord! how many dull days we have passed

in that dreary old jail, especially in rainy weather!’ I think that would be about

my talk.”


“Oh, Wynnette! you have no sentiment, no reverence, no—”


“Nonsense!” good-humoredly replied the girl, finishing Rosemary’s

halting sentence.


The little girl sighed, closed the book and laid it on the table.


“The style of that work is very elegant and refined; and it is

better to err on the side of elegance and refinement than on their opposites,” said

Miss Grandiere, with her grandest air.


“As I do every time I open my mouth. But I can’t help it, Miss

Susannah. ‘I am as Heaven made me,’ as somebody or other said—or ought to have said,

if they didn’t,” retorted Wynnette.


As it was now bedtime it became necessary to attend to the sleeping

accommodations of these unexpected guests. But first it was in order to offer them

some refreshments. Henny was not required to draw a jug of hard cider, or to make

and bake hoe cakes in the bedroom that night. Such “orgies” were only enacted by

the aunt and niece in the seclusion of their private life.


But the corner cupboard was unlocked, and a store of rich cake

and pound cake, with a cut-glass decanter of cherry bounce, all of which was kept

for company, was brought forth and served to the visitors.


Meanwhile, Henny went upstairs to kindle a fire in the large,

double-bedded spare room, just over Miss Sukey’s chamber.


“Miss Susannah,” said Odalite, while the group sat around the

fire nibbling their cake and sipping their bounce, “I have a favor to ask of you.”


“Anything in the world that I can do for you, Odalite, shall

be done with the greatest pleasure,” earnestly replied the elder lady.


“I thank you very much, dear friend; and now I will explain—I

promised Le, before we went away, that I would go to Greenbushes once a week to

see that the rooms were regularly opened, aired and dried. I have kept the promise

up to the present; but now, you know, I have to go with the family to Washington.

I have no alternative, and for that reason I would like you to be my proxy.”


“I will, with great pleasure, my dear.”


“I could not ask you to go every week, that would be too much;

but if you can go occasionally and see that all is right, and drop me a note to

that effect, it will—well, it will relieve my conscience,” concluded Odalite, with

a wan smile.


“I certainly will go every week, unless prevented by circumstances;

and I will write to you as often as I go, to let you know how all is getting on

there.”


“Oh, you are very kind, Miss Susannah; but I fear you will find

it a tax upon your time and patience.”


“Not at all. I shall have plenty of time, and little that is

interesting to fill it up with. For let me tell you a secret. I intend to avail

myself of the opportunity of your parents being in Washington to send my little

Rosemary to the same school that Wynnette and Elva will attend.”


“Oh, that will be jolly!” “Oh, that will be lovely!” exclaimed

Wynnette and Elva, in the same instant.


“That is, if Mr. and Mrs. Force will not consider the addition

of Rosemary to their party an intrusion.”


“Why, Miss Susannah! How dare you slander my father and mother

right before my two looking eyes?” exclaimed Wynnette. “They will be just set up

to have Rosemary! Besides, where’s the intrusion, I’d like to know? The railroad

and the hotel and the boarding school are just as free for you as for me, I should

think.”


“Rosemary would board at the school, of course,” continued Miss

Grandiere.


“So shall Elva and I. If papa could have got a furnished house

we should have lived at home, and entered the academy as day pupils; but, you see,

as papa could not get a house he and mamma and Odalite will live at one of the West

End hotels, and Elva and I at the academy.”


“And, oh! won’t it be lovely to have dear Rosemary with us? We

should not feel half so strange,” said little Elva.


“You will speak to your father and mother on the subject when

you go home, Odalite, my child; and I will call on them later. If they will take

charge of Rosemary on the journey, and enter her at the same school with yourselves,

I will be at all the charges, of course, and I shall feel very much obliged,” said

Miss Susannah.


“You may rest assured that papa and mamma will be very glad to

take charge of dear little Rosemary; not only for her sake and for your sake, but

for our sakes, so that we may have an old playmate from our own neighborhood to

be our schoolmate in the new home,” said Wynnette.


“There is something in that,” remarked Miss Grandiere.


As for Elva and Rosemary, they were sitting close together on

one chair, with their arms locked around each other’s waist, in fond anticipation

of their coming intimacy.


Henny now came in and said that the spare room was all ready

for the young ladies.


Miss Grandiere lighted a fresh candle, and conducted her visitors

to the upper chamber, saw that all their wants were supplied, and bade them good-night.


Soon after, aunt and niece also retired to bed; but Rosemary

could not sleep for the happiness of thinking about going to boarding school in

the city along with Wynnette and Elva.


Early in the morning William and Molly Elk, their little girls,

and in fact the whole household, with the exception of Miss Sukey, her niece and

her maid, were astonished to hear that there were visitors in the house who had

arrived late on the night before.


They prepared a better breakfast than usual in their honor

and gave them a warm welcome.


Soon after breakfast, Jake arrived with the family carriage to

fetch the young people home, and also with a message from Mr. and Mrs. Force, thanking

Miss Grandiere for having detained their imprudent children all night.


“You and Rosemary go home with us, Miss Susannah. There’s plenty

of room inside the carriage for six people, and we would only be five. Do, now!

And let us have this matter of going to school settled at once,” urged Wynnette.


Miss Grandiere hesitated, even though Elva joined in the invitation.

But when Odalite, the eldest and grown-up sister, added her entreaties to those

of the others, Miss Sukey yielded, because she wanted to yield.


The girls then took leave of all their friends at Grove Hill

and entered the capacious carriage, accompanied by Miss Grandiere and Rosemary—that

is, two of them did. One was missing.


“Where is Wynnette?” inquired Miss Grandiere, as she sank into

the cushions.


“She is on the box, driving, while Jacob is sitting with folded

arms beside her,” answered Odalite.


“It is highly improper.”


“You cannot do anything with Wynnette, Miss Susannah. She will

drive as often as she can. And Jacob’s presence beside her makes it safe, at least.

He is ready to seize the reins at any emergency.”


“Yes, but really—really—my dear Odalite—”


The sudden starting of the horses at a spanking pace jerked Miss

Grandiere’s words from her lips, and herself forward into little Elva’s arms.


However, they arrived safely at Mondreer, where they were very

cordially welcomed by Mr. and Mrs. Force.


When Miss Grandiere proposed her plan of sending Rosemary with

them, to go to school with their own children, the lady and gentleman responded

promptly and cordially.


“We have not selected our school yet,” Mr. Force explained. “We

wish to get the circulars and personally inspect the schools before we make our

choice, but if you leave your niece in our hands, we shall do by her exactly as

by our own.”


“I am sure you will. And I thank you from my soul for the trouble

you take. I shall sign some blank checks, for you to fill out, for any funds that

may be required for Rosemary,” gratefully responded Miss Grandiere.


The aunt and niece, at the cordial invitation of the Forces,

stayed to dinner, and were afterward sent home in a wide buggy driven by Jacob.


One day later Miss Grandiere broached to Mrs. Hedge the subject

of sending Rosemary to school with Wynnette and Elva Force, at her own—Miss Grandiere’s—expense.


This consultation with the mother was a mere form, Miss Susannah

knowing full well that it was the great ambition of Mistress Dolly’s heart to send

her daughter to a good boarding school, and that she would consider the present

opportunity most providential.


All the arrangements were most satisfactorily concluded, and

by the end of the following week, the Forces, with little Rosemary in their charge,

had left Mondreer.









Chapter 4


AFTER A LAPSE OF TIME


It was three years after the Forces left

Mondreer, and they had never returned to it.


The farm was managed by Jesse Barnes, the capable overseer, and

the sales were arranged by Mr. Copp, the family agent, who remitted the revenues

of the estate in quarterly installments to Mr. Force.


The lady from the gold mines remained in the house, taking such

excellent care of the rooms and the furniture that she had gradually settled down

as a permanent inmate, in the character of a salaried housekeeper.


“I’m a-getting too old to be bouncing round prospecting with

the boys, and so I reckon I had better sit down in this comfortable sitiwation for

the rest of my life,” she confided to Miss Bayard, one February morning, when that

descendant of the great duke honored her by coming to spend the day at Mondreer.


“That’s just what I sez myself. When you knows you’re well enough

off, sez I, you’d better let well enough alone, sez I. And not take after them unsettled

people as are alius changing about from place to place, doing no good,” assented

Miss Bayard.


“It’s a habit dey gibs deirselves. ’Deed it is, ole mist’ess.

Nuffin’ ’t all but a habit dey gibs deirselves,” remarked Luce, who had just come

in with a waiter, on which was a plate of caraway-seed cake and a decanter of blackberry

cordial to refresh the visitor.


“Just like my neffy, Roland. He was restless enough after Le

went to sea, but after the Forces left the neighborhood and took Rosemary Hedge

with ’em, ropes nor chains wouldn’t hold that feller, but he must go off to Baltimore

to get a berth, as he called it. Thanks be to goodness, he got in ’long of Capt.

Grandiere as first mate; but Lord knows when I’ll ever see him ag’in, for he is

gone to the East Indies,” sighed Miss Sibby. And then she stopped to nibble her

seed cake and sip her blackberry cordial.


“It’s a habit he gibs hisself, ole mist’ess. ’Deed it is. Nuffin’

’t all but a habit he gibs hisself, and you ought to try to break him of it,” said

Luce, as she set the waiter down on the table and left the room.


“Do you expect Abel Force ever to come home to his own house

again?” inquired Miss Sibby, between her sips and nibbles.


“Oh, yes, I reckon so, when the gals have finished their edication,

but not till then. You see they have a lovely house in Washington, according to

what Miss Grandiere and little Rosemary Hedge tells us, and the children are at

a fine school, so they live there all the year until the three months summer vacation

comes round, and then when Miss Grandiere goes to Washington to fetch her little

niece home to spend the holidays here, why, then Mr. and Mrs. Force takes their

three daughters and go traveling. And this next summer they do talk about going

to Europe, but I don’t know that they will do it.”


“What I sez is that they ought to spend their summers at Mondreer.

When a family is blessed with the blessing of a good, healthy country home, sez

I, they ought to stay in it, and be thankful for it, sez I.”


Even while the two cronies spoke the door opened, and Jacob came

in, with a letter in his hand.


“There! That’s from the ole ’oman now. I know her handwriting

across the room. And now we shall hear some news,” said Mrs. Anglesea, with her

mouth full of cake.


And she took the letter from the negro’s hands, and opened it

without ceremony, and began to read it to herself, without apology.


“Is it anything confidential?” demanded Miss Sibby, who was full

of curiosity.


“No. I will read it all to you as soon as ever I have spelled

it out myself. I never was good at reading writing, particularly fine hand, and,

if I must say it, the ole ’oman do write the scrimble-scramblest fine hand as ever

I see,” said Mrs. Anglesea, peering at the letter, and turning it this way and that,

and almost upside down.


Presently she began to read, making comments between the words

and phrases of the letter.


“Well, it’s ‘Washington City, P Street, N. W., and February 8th.’

Why, it’s been four days coming. Here you, Jake! When did you get this letter out’n

the post office?” She paused to call the negro messenger, who stood, hat in hand,

at the door.


“W’y, dis mornin’, in course, ole mist’ess,” replied the man.


“Don’t ‘ole mist’ess’ me, you scalawag! Are you sartain you didn’t

get it Saturday, and forget all about it, and leave it in your pocket until today?”


“Hi, ole—young—mist’ess, how I gwine to forget w’en you always

ax me? No, ’deed. I took it out’n de pos’ office dis blessed mornin’, ole—young

mist’ess.”


“How dare you call me young mist’ess, you—”


“What mus’ I call you, den?” inquired the puzzled negro.


“Ma’am. Call me ma’am.”


“Yes, ma’am.”


“That’s better. Well, now the next time you go to the village,

Jake, you just tell that postmaster if he keeps back another letter of mine four

days, I’ll have him turned out. Do ye hear?”


“Yes, ma’am.”


“Well, now you may go about your business, and I will go on with

my letter.”


“Yes, ma’am.”


The man left the room, and the housekeeper resumed her reading:


 


‘My Dear Mrs. Anglesea’, I wish she wouldn’t pile that

name upon me so! If she knowed how I hated it she wouldn’t. ‘I write to ask you

to have the house prepared for our reception on the eighth of June. You will know

what is necessary to be done, and you may draw on Mr. Copp for the needful funds.

He has instructions to honor your drafts.


‘The girls expect to grad—grat—gral—gual—’


 


“Lord ’a’ mercy! what is this word? Can you make it out, Miss

Sibby?” inquired the reader, holding the letter under the nose of the visitor.


Miss Bayard, who had resumed her knitting after moderately partaking

of cake and cordial, dropped her work, adjusted her spectacles and inspected the

word.


“It’s graduate, ma’am. That means finish their edication, honorable.

Young Le Force graduated offen the Naval ’Cademy before he ever went to sea as a

midshipman, and my scamp, Roland Bayard, graduated offen the Charlotte Hall ’Cademy

before he ran away and went to sea as a common sailor. I s’pose these girls is a-going

to graduate offen the ’cademy where they are getting their edication, and I hope

they will do theirselves credit. When your parents do the best they can for you,

sez I, you ought to try to do the best you can for yourself, sez I, which is the

best return you can make them, sez I.”


“To do the best you can for them, I should think would be the

first thing to think about, and, likewise, best return to make them. But now I’ll

go on with my letter:


 


‘The girls expect to graduate at the academic commencement,

on the first of June’—graduate at the commencement? I thought pupils graduated

at the end!—‘after which we expect to come down to Mondreer for the summer, previous

to going to Europe. I have much news of importance to tell you, which concerns yourself

as much as it affects us; but it is of such a nature that it had best be

reserved for the present. Expecting to see you, I remain your friend,


‘Elfrida Force’


 


“So they are actually coming home at last,” said Miss Sibby.


“Yes, actially coming home at last,” assented the housekeeper.

“But, look here. What does she mean by that news as she has got to tell me which

concerns she and I both? I reckon it must be news of my rascal. Lord! I wonder if

it is? I wonder if he’s been hung or anything? I hope to gracious he has! And then

she wouldn’t mention it in a letter but wait until she could tell me all about it!

It must be that, ole ’oman—my rascal’s hung!”


“I reckon it is! When a man lives a bad life, sez I, he must

expect to die a bad death, sez I.”


“Well, I shan’t go in mourning for him, that’s certain, whether

he’s hung or drowned. But we shall hear all about it when the folks come home. Lord!

why, the place will be like another house, with all them young gals in it!”


“I might ’a’ knowed somethin’ was up t’other Sunday, when I heard

Miss Grandiere tell Parson Peters, at All Faith Church, how she and Mrs. Hedge were

both going to Washington on the first of June. Of course, it is to the commencement

they’re going, to see Rosemary graduate along with the others.”


“But to hear ’em call the end of a thing its commencement, takes

me,” said Mrs. Anglesea.


“So it do me. And if people don’t know what they’re a-talking

about, sez I, they’d better hold their tongues, sez I.”


“Young Mrs. Ingle will be mighty proud to have the old folks

and the gals back. Lord! how fond she was of them two little gals. To think of her

naming her two babies after them—the first Wynnette and the second Elva. Let’s see;

the first one must be two years old.”


“Wynnie is twenty-three months old, and Ellie is nine months;

but they are both sich smart, lively, sensible children that any one might think

as they was older than that. But I don’t hold with children being took so much notice

of, and stimmerlated in their intellects so much. Fair an’ easy, sez I; slow and

sure, sez I, goes a long way, sez I.”


So, talking about their neighbors, as usual, but not uncharitably,

the gossips passed the day. At sunset they had tea together; and then Gad brought

around the mule-cart—the only equipage owned by the descendant of the great duke—who

put on her bonnet and shawl, bid good-by to her crony, got into her seat and drove

homeward.


“Well, the ole ’oman has give me long enough notice to get ready

for ’em; but she knows there’s a good deal to be done, and country workmen is slow,

let alone the niggers, who is slowest of all,” ruminated Mrs. Anglesea, who resolved

to begin operations next day.









Chapter 5


THE FORTUNES OF ODALITE


To explain the mysterious

letter written by Elfrida Force to her housekeeper, we must condense the family

history of the last three years, which had passed without any incident worth recording,

and bring it up to the time when events full of importance for good or evil followed

each other in rapid succession.


Mr. Force, on removing his family to Washington, in the month

of February three years before, took apartments in one of the best hotels for himself,

his wife, and their eldest daughter, while he placed his two younger daughters and

his little ward at a first-class boarding school.


The Forces had some friends and acquaintances in the city, and

to these they sent cards, which were promptly honored by calls.


For the sake of Odalite, Mrs. Force chose to enter the gay society

for which she herself had little heart.


The trousseau prepared for the girl’s luckless, broken marriage

came well into use as an elegant outfit for the fashionable season in the gay capital.


Mr. Force escorted his wife and daughter to all the receptions,

concerts, balls and dinners to which they were invited, and everywhere he felt pride

and pleasure in the general admiration bestowed upon his beautiful wife and their

lovely daughter.
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