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L

X the best room of a larm-hovss on the
ekirta of o villsgs In the hills of Northern
Musnochaeotts, thers sabl one morning in
Angust three paopls whe wers nob efrangers
to the homse, but who had apparently
sasembled in the pardoures the place moat
in sceord with an unscoustomed finery in
their dress. One was anelderly woman with
& plain, honest face, a4 kindly in expression
wa she could be perfectly more che felt, and
no more ; she rooked herself moftly in the
kaircloth arm-chair, and addreased as futher
the old man who sat &b one ood of the tabie
between the windows, and drabbed noiss-
lessly upon it with his stubbed fingers, whils
hia lips, puckersd to & whistls, smitted no
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sound, His faoce had that distinctly fresh-
shaven effect which once a week {s the ad-
vantage of shaving no oftener : here and
thers, in the deeper wrinkles, a froaty stob-
ble had escaped the raror. He wore an old-
famhiomad, low black eatin etock, over the
top of which thelinen of his wnstarched collar
contrived with difficulby to maks itself secn ;
his high-orowned, lesd-colpored strnw hat
Iay on the table before him. At the other
end of the table st a yoong girl, whe leaned
upon it with cne arm; propping her averted
face on her hand. The window was open
beatde hor, aad she waa staring out upon the
door-yard, wheto the hens were borrowing
for coolneas in the seft earth ander the lilac
bushes ; from fimes to time she put her hand-
kerchial to her ayea.

] den't like this part of it, father," said
the elderly woman.—* Lyddy's sseming to
feal abwmt it the way she does right at the
last mooment, s yoo may say.’ The old
man mede onoias in his threoat as if ha might
speak ; but ha only unpmckersd his mouth,
snd stayed his fingers, whils the cther con.
tinned : **1 dont waot her to go now, oo
more than ever I did. I ain' one to think
that satin’ np everythlng on your plate keeps
it from weatin', snd I never wos ; and I eay
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that even if yon couldn't gut the money
back, it wonld cost no move to have her slay
than to have her go.”

“T dem’t suppan,” said the old man, in &
high, hueley trabla, *but what I eould get
some of it baok from the captuin; maybe
all. He didn't peem any ways graspin’. I
don't want Lyidy should feel, any maore
than you do, Maria, that we "ra glad to have
her go. But what I ook at is this: =a long
s she han this idea— Well, it's like this—
I d'know sa ] can express it, sither.” He
relapsed into the comfort pecple find in giv.
ing up & difficult thing,

#“0h, I know (" retorned the woman,
“1 unnderstand it's an opportunity ; yom
might call it & landin’, rlmost, that it would
be flyin' in the face of Providence to refuee,
I preeume hor gifte were given her for im-
provemant, snd it would be the sawe as
buryin' them in the ground for hor to stay
up here. But I do say that I want Lyddy
ghoold feel just o about goin’, or not go od
all. It ain't liks goin' among strangera,
thoogh, if it & in & atrangs land. They 're
ber father's own kin, and if they’ra any
waye like him they 're warm-heartiel enough,
if that's all you want. I guess they'll do
what 'a right by Lyddy when she gota there.
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And I try to look at ib this way ; that long
before that maple by the gate in ved she'll
be with her father’s own mister 3 and I for
meo don't mean to let it worry me." She
st sesrah for her handkerchief, and wiped
nwey the tesrs that fell down her chienks,

“ Yes,” roturmed the old man; “and
befara the leavea are on the ground we shall
maore'n have got our frat letber from her.
I deglare for*," he added, after & tremelous
paues, 1 was goin' to say how Lyddy
would snjoy readin’ it to us ! I don’t scem
to get it rightly into my head that she's

' away.

"It ain't a8 if Lyddy was leavin' any life
behind her that's over and above plesaant,”
regumad the woman, *'Bhe’s & good girl,
and I never want to ees & more uncom-
plainin’ ; but T koow it ‘s doller and daller
here all the while for her ; with os two old
folles, and no young company ; and Id" know
a6 it 's boen any better tha two winters she ‘s
taught in the Mill Village, That's what
reconciles me, oo Lyddy's scconnt, as much
a8 anything. T ain't one to set much etare
on worldly ambition, and I never was ; snd
14" know ae I oare for Lyddy's ad vincement,
az yon may oall ik I helieve that as far
forth es true happiness goes she 'd be as well
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off here ag thers. Buot I don't eay but what
ghe would be more satisfied in the end, noed
es long ss you can't have happiness, in this
warld, I say you'd better bave sutislaction.
I that Josiah Whitman's hearas goin’ pass "
ahs saked, rising from her ghair, and craning
forward fo bring her eyes on & level with
the window, while she suspendad the agita-
tion of tha palm-leaf fen which she had not
censed to ply during her tall ; gha remained
& moment with the quisscent fan prassed
aguingt her borom, and then she stepped out
of the door, and down the walls to the gats,
t Jogiah ™ she called, while the old mexn
locked and listened at the windew. ' Whe
you be'n buryin'1 "

Tho man halted his hasras, and answered
briefly, * Mirandy Holoomb. "

“* Why, I thooght the funeml wa'n't to
be till to-morrow ] Well, T declars,” said
tho woman, as she re-swtered the room and
sat down again in her rocking-chair, *1
didn’t ank him whether it waa Mr. Goodlow
or Mr. Baldwin preached the marmen. I
was #o put out hearin’ it was Mirandy, you
might say 1 forgot fo ask him anything.
Mirandy was always a woll womean till they
moved down bo the Bl Village and bogan
takin’ the hands t¢ board,—so many of 'em.



