NICHOLS” MONTHLY.

OCTOBER AND NOVEMBER, 1855.

7

Our MoNTHLY hails its readers from CINCINNATI, the Queen
City of the West; the geographical center of the States; a city
which unites, more than any other, the characteristics of every
section of the Union. It has much of the solidity and business
enterprise of New York ; something of the quiet and neatness of
Philadelphia ; with o friendliness, ?mnesty, and whole souledness
which belong to the South and West. We doubt not, that it has
been wisely chosen, as the center of our operations in the immediate
fature,

Our removal from New York to Cincinnati, was decided upon, at
our visit in July. A few friends, members of the PROGRESSIVE
Uxiox, here, and in this vicinity, extended to us welcome and aid,
advancing the money and credit necessary to place our business on
a solid foundation, and enable us to meet its growing demands ; and
also, to have time, and freedom from care, to do our appointed work.
These generous friends, these devoted Harmonists, have enabled us
to print new, revised, and enlarged editions of our works, in such
quantity as to supply promptly the orders of our friends and agents,

on whom we rely, to save them and us from loss in this enterprise.

*  Since our arrival 4in Cincinnati, we have printed editions of
“ Esoteric Anthropology;”’ ¢ Marriage ;”” ¢ Religions of the World,”
and ¢ Medical Miscellanies,” which have been, or will speedily be,
sent to all who have ordered them. These works are printed from
revised plates, on good paper, and the whole work is well done. We
have added several new chapters, some fifty pages, to the book of
¢ Marriage,”” including reviews of HENRY C. WRIGHT, and ANDREW

JAcksoN Davrs, with extracts from the fourth volume of the’

“ Great Harmonia,” with a fuller explanation of our own views of .

“
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Harmonic Sexual Relations. We judge that the time has now come
for this work to find a wide appreciation. We estimate its increased
demand from the fact, that one New York Bookselling firm has
ordered five hundred copies.

- This number of our Monthly is extended to 96 pages. We have
given to every subscriber, what has cost more than the price of sub-
scription ; but we shall begin the year with another double number,
to make up for past deficiencies. In all the coming year, we hope
to issue the MoNTHLY prowptly on the first of cach month ; and
we see nothing now to hinder our doing so, if our friends are half
as earnest and active as they should be in such a work, and with
such progress as we are making. Let each one do his part, and the
whole work will move onward. Every member of the PROGRESSIVE
UnioN should take the MoNTHLY himself, if able, and induce
others to take it. 'We should be glad to enroll every reader as a
member of the Union.

Every day increases the number of our members. The new and
complete list, which we shall soon issue, will contain large and im-
portant additions. This list will be neatly printed, in a style uniform
with the reports, and sent, with a confidential circular, under seal, to
every member.

Our readers will rejoice over a bountiful portion of ¢ The Sisters,”
and sympathize with the trials of ¢“Jerry.”” They will relish the
continuation of the ¢ Life of a Medium,”” and attentively consider
the ¢ Fourth Report of the Central Bureau.”

We would respectfully, and with a little earnestness, urge our
friends to do immediately, and without delay, the following things :

To send all names, of themselves or others, who are ready to join
the Progressive Union, that we may include them in the new list :

To renew their subscriptions, and, if practicable, get others to
subseribe, to the Monthly :

To order such books as they may be able to sell, or loan, or give
away ; and by all these means deserve our hearty éreeting.

A MEeRrRY CHRIsTMAS, AND A HarPY NEW YEAR TO ALL OUR
READERS !
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CHAPTER XII.
JERRY DEFENDS HIS HONOR.

Is there a nameless, nondescript charm, which, for want of words
to explain, we call magnetic, in those white-winged messengers that
love is continually sending from heart to heart? Independent of
the reading, we ask, is there a psychometric impression from love-
letters, of which Dr. Buchanan has taught the world the science?

Is it indeed true that some persons, favored or otherwise, as the case

may be, feel the joyful thrill of love, or the bitterness of hate, by
laying the hand on a letter that was written by one loving, or hating,
at the time of writing? If not, why does the lover carry often
very contraband billetdoux in his left vest pocket? And why does
his lady-love rejoice over the precious love-packet, feeling its thick-
ness, as if it were a parcel of bank notes, and wearing it on the
heart, both before and after it is read, up to the time that a new
one comes, with its freshness of love and life, to displace the.one
whose aroma has been for days sustaining the spirit to which it
ministers?

Very mysterious are Love’s ways. If science can explain them,
it is well.  If not, they remain sweet and beautiful without a reason.

Jerry seemed a gort of queer, circumstantial evidence to the truth
of the doctrine of ¢ impressibility,” for he continually caressed the
pocket that contained Minnie’s note. It was laid over his heart,
where he never carried pennies, which latter he seemed to have an
instinet against, probably from the bad use he made of them.

Jerry started for the school-house in a sort of half run, much
like the lazy, lopping flight of a young mocking bird. He was
intensely pleased to perform any service for Minnie, and particularly

now when she was suffering. But he had a very uncomfortable’
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dread of Ashton. There was a still, thoughtful dignity about
Charles, that passed for pride with some.

Caroline accused him of stupidity. ¢ He is just fit for the hero
of a novel ”’—said she—¢ some faultless fool or philosopher; for there
is not the slightest difference between the two. What right had he
to get Min into all this trouble, with his trashy books? He ought
to have fallen in the fire himself.”

All this, and much more, scarcely satisfied Caroline by way of
animadversion, on this unfortunate young radieal, who could hardly
take a step among existing creeds and institutions, without getting
into trouble.

Jerry generally “ made up his mind about folks,” whether he said
any thing or not. But in this instance he was greatly at a loss.
Ashton never talked to him. If Jerry carried wood, or kindlings,
ever 8o assxduously to his chambers—if he selected the best hard
wood, or the fattest light wood, he got no recognition past, ¢ All*
right, Jerry.” Now this was wrong, and we take pleasure in
condemning Ashton’s thoughtless, or rather thoughtful taciturnity.
He was no mare interesting to Jerry than he is to our readers.

Poor Jerry plodded on his way to the school-house, with the -
delight of Minnie, and the dread of Ashton, both tugging at his
heart-strings.

As he drew near the door, his speed failed, his limbs trembled
under him, and he stopped on the square log that did duty for a
door step, and pulled his cravat loose, and tried to swallow his heart,
which seemed to have got stuck some where in his long throat. He
was considering, not the propriety, for Jerry was polite, but the
possibility, of knocking. He trembled too decidedly.

Ashton had seen him coming, and had guessed his errand, for
the morning had given him no excuse to see Minnie, and she had
said, the evening previous, ¢ If we can’t see each other, we can some-
times write. Jerry is trusty.” He went to the door, trembling
quite as decidedly as Jerry, and though he fully intended to be gracious
and express the gratitude he felt, he was entirely unable to do any
thing but. to take Minnie’s letter, and, with a freezing dxgmty, give
Jerry one for her.
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#You will oblige me,” said he, “by giving this to Miss
Meadows ;”’ and he closed the door and returned to his small king-
dom, very much happier than kings usually are.

Jerry turned over the large packet and said: ¢ Now, I guess he’s:
writ his life ”—and then he added, after some consideration, having
recovered his equanimity when the door shut—¢ well, I guess he’s
all right, tho’ he haint got her ways, no how.” But he attested the.
sincerity of his faith in the young man, by putting his letter in the
pocket over his heart.

¢ More things that I can’t understand,” said Jerry—*‘here is this
heavenly-hearted girl fallen in love with this Pagan, who has not got a
kind word nor three pennies for nobody, as I see—she’ll go off with
him, I dare say, and live on love somewhere, and die young. Heathen
bibles won’t keep a wife, and who will trust him if he aint a Christian 7"
His musings were cut’short by the apparition of Fred Sherwood
riding toward the village.

“Holloe, Jerry! so you carry the mail;”’ Minnie’s large letter
was half out of the striped vest pocket. ¢ Come, fork over—I’lL
take the letter to Min, and you may go to the village and do my
errand for me, and here’s sixpenee for hot atuff.”

% Mr. Frederick,” said Jerry, ¢ I'm glad you aint in airnest.””

“But I am in dead earnest, so hand over.”

Jerry drew himself up erect, for once in his Bfe, and the energy
that came into his face and figure seemed to transform him.

“ 1 haint been trusted any too much in my life,”” said he, « but
the man haint been born yet, who can call me a traitor.”

Fred was softened for an instant. ¢ Nonsense, Jerry,” said hey
#] only want to see the fellow’s hand-writing.”

“ How do you know it's a fellow’s hand-write,” said Jerry.

“Don’t be a fool,” said Fred impatiently—¢ give me the lettes
and I will give you your errand and your sixpence.” :

“Mr, Frederick,” said Jerry solemnly, ¢ leave a poor, half-witted,
dizzy-headed, weak-backed, shaky-limbed mortal man hishonor. Ifk
should give you this ere letter, I could mever bear to lire with
myself another day in the world, let alone the mghts,” and . he
shuddered in horror. :
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Fred was provoked by what he considered a very unreasomable
opposition to his will.

“ Jerry,” said he, ¢give mp that letter, or I’ll tell the old one to
put a spell on you.”

“You have telled me often enough Mr. Frederick, that she
gould not do it. I knows well enough she can, but I'm sure and
gartain, that it would be a deal easier for her, if I should be so
mean as to give up my trust.”

Fred was enraged by this continued opposition. ¢ Do you know,”
said he, ¢ that I could take that letter from you in a minute, and
break every bone in your worthless skin 7 ”’

Jerry again became erect—a light flashed from his usually lack-
laster eyes, and he answered ealmly—¢ No, Mr. Frederick, I don’t
know no sich thing. I believe in good and bad sperits, and I'd
sooner believe that a legion of both sorts would help me master you,
than that you would do sich a dishgnorable deed.”

“ You're a fool ;”” eaid Fred, suddenly changing his tone, * mo-
body wants your letter. Precious heathen stuff it is, no doubt.””

“ I knowed you wer'nt in airnest,” said Jerry, greatly relieved.

Fred had given his horse the rein, but he turned short round =

¢« Jerry,” said be, “if you tell what has passed, I’ll break your
good-for-nothing neck.”

«T aint careful "of my neck,” said -Jerry, ¢ but we are friends,
Mr. Frederick, and friends never tells.”

‘What would have been the fate of Ashton’s letter, but for Jerry’s
fidelity, is & problem that never will be solved. Doubtless, Fred
only wanted it to teaze Minnie about—~but he might have passed on
to the village before delivering the packet, and we should hardly go
surety for his honor at the Elm, or Rice's, with brandy or a bottle
of wine, and his brotherly care over Minnie..

At first he was displeased with Jerry, but after a few minute’s
of a8 much reflection as he ever gave any subject, he whistled and
mentally remarked—¢ Well, Jerry is a good fellow—does’nt balk,
and is not scary—TI'll trust him when I have occasion.”

Jerry went on his way rejoicing, and Minnie awaited his commg
with the calm, restful peace of a great, true Love.

«

L=
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He spit almost spitefully a great quantity of the dark liquid, that
was wasting and washing away his life, and said curtly, ¢ Spiritual
pride—I expected it—1I fear you are no humble disciple of the cross.
Humble ministers never boast of the good they have done after they
bave done it, nor do they boast of what they are going to do. God
is not pleased with pride and a vain glorious boasting.”

¢ Father,” said I, “what do you wish me to enter the ministry
for, if you do not hope that I will be useful, that I will do goed.”

«Of course, I wish you to do good,” said he, “but that will
never be done in your own way and strength. :

“T have had my fears seriously excited for you lately, You are
young—a boy of eighteen years is very likely to be sanguine. -You
bave fostered improper hopes in your mether’s mind, and I have
fears for you on another account. Your reading is improper—I have
F- -q an Infidel novel in your room—you must know that our
the Cross 1. ey hidden the reading of Bulwer.”

ﬂ:'he books a1’ . gone this?” said L
I did look up with reveitacs- Tnfidel.”

had an honest, sturdy, dare-deviz.:q 1.
respected, though in settling that it was rig. * ook, and put another
wife, he decided that the Scriptures did not fortius . jp the broad
think, however, though he enjoined it as a duty npon his u: of the
to take one wife, that he never insisted that it was any one’s duuy
to take more. » :
Bat I am digressing. There I stood, as it seemed to me,
surrounded by foes. My father sat down, and I sunk into a
chair apposite. I believe I was always brave, but it cost me anm
effort to look at-that quiet, severe man, who was my father after
the flesh, but who -had no more relation to my spirit, than a whip
or a chain.
He had married rather late in life—he was thirty-five, and my
p, mother twenty-five, at the period of their union. They had been
wmarried twenty years—consequently be was at this period fifty-five
ayyears old. ‘I was eighteen—but it was mot the difference of years
un, 08t made our unlikeness—his real character, whatever it might have

paren,
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- Fred was provoked by what he considered a very unreasomable
opposition to his will.

“ Jerry,” said he, ¢ give mp that letter, or I'll tell the old one to
put a spell on you.” :

“You have telled me often enough, Mr. Frederick, that she
could not do it. I knows well enough she can, but I'm sure and
sartain, that it would be a deal easier for her, if I should be so
mean as to give up my trust.”

Fred was enraged by this continued opposition. ¢ Do you know,”
said he, ¢that I could take that letter from you in a minute, and
break every bone in your worthless skin?”? :

Jerry again became erect—a light flashed from his usually lack-
luster eyes, and he answered calmly—¢ No, Mr. Frederick, I don’t
know no sich thing. I believe in good and bad sperits, and I’d
sooner believe that a legion of both sorts would help me master ~**
than that you would do sich a dishgnorable deed.” 4rlon me,

“ You're a fool ;” said Fred, suddenly chape+ a¢tails. I could
body wants your letter. Precious he~s* w118 “* Gospel minister.” I

I knowed you wer'nt in s+>med to. have stimulated himself to

Fred had given bis~

« Jerry,” »uid he, “ you are going to leave us—you are going
good-fo prepare for usefulness, in your day and gemeration, to tread
in the footsteps of those ministers of the Most High, to whom it has
been said, ¢ well done good and faithful servants.” Ag he went on
it somehow came into my mind that I had never heard him speak
of God, or pray to Him, as if He were a Father. - He said in his
prayers, “ O Lord!” ¢“O God!” and ¢ Almighty Being!” But
never had I heard him say, ¢ Dear Lord!” ¢ Dear Father! ” and
hardly ever “ Our Father!’”> He evidently regarded the Holy One
88 a powerful Being, as one able to punish, to do any amount of -
harm, but not as the merciful Friend, the Divine Providence seeking
ever to bless his creatures.

I said, “Yes father, I am going away, I trust to prepare for use-
fulness, to make many happier and better that I have lived, and
more than all, you and dear mother. I believe that a way is open-
ing to me to do much good.”
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He spit almost spitefully a great quantity of the dark liquid, that
was wasting and washing away his life, and said curtly, “ Spiritual
pride—1I expected it—I fear you are no humble disciple of the cross.

Humble ministers never bosst of the good they have done after they

have done it, nor do they boast of what they are going to do. God
is not pleased with pride and a vain glorious boasting.”

" ¢ Father,” said I, ““what do you wish me to enter the ministry
for, if you do not hope that I will be useful, that I will do goed.”

“Of course, I wish you to do good,” said he, ¢but that will
never be done in your own way and strength.

“I have had my fears seriously excited for you lately. You are
young—a -boy of eighteen years is very likely to be sanguine. -You
bave fostered improper hopes in your mother's mind, and I have
fears for you on another account. Your reading is improper—I have
found an Infidel novel in your room—jyou must know that ou.r
Church has forbidden the reading of Bulwer.”

¢ Why have they done this?”’ said L

¢ Because he is a pernicious Infidel.”

¢ Will you give me the proof 7"’ said I.

He darted a look at me, a sort of cold steel look, and put another
quid in his mouth quickly. ¢ Boy,” said he, ¢ you are in the broad
road that leads to death. Do you believe in the judgment of the
Church, or do you set up your own reason ?

¢ Where human reason begins, my child,” said he, with more of
tenderness in his tone, ¢ Faith ends. I know you well enough to
know, that if you disobey the rules and discipline of the Church, and
fet in the flood of human reasoning, you are lost.”

He rose and went to the book shelf, and took down the ereed. He
read in a cold, firm voice, the articles of Faith. He then laid the
Bible before me—*¢ Lay your hand on the Word of God, and swear
that you believe all this, and will maintain your faith by constant
prayer and watchfulness.”

“That I believe, and will continue.to believe?” said I, my head
absolutely swimming, and my eyes too dim to sed my father. He
repeated what he had said at first.

If my eternal salvation from the Hell of Calvin had depended on

-
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my professing in any way, at this time, my belief in the thirty-nine
articles, I must'have been lost.

I had a little presence of mind. I wished to save myself from
incurring my father’s wrath in these last hours at home. I pitied
him too, and did not wish to give his feelings any further shock.
More than all, I knew that my mother was waiting in my little room,
for last words, last kisses, last prayers. I was to start at four in the
morning. The sweet, faded, and tearful mother rose before mé, and
beckoned me away.

¢ Father,” said I, “let me pray and examine my heart fally,
before I make profession of Faith.”

Strangely enough, he assented to this, and did not seem to doubs
me. He believed that Ae believed the Calvinistic articles of Faith,
and he hardly saw how any one, who ha.d been properly mstmctad,
oould doubt.

Minnie, darling, at this rate I sha.ll write on all mght ; perhaps I
may as well, for surely I can not sleep, when moat probably you are
suffering and sleepless. .

o —
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bedstead of old, according to whose length all were clipped, or
stretched. The embodied despotism of a puritanic creed, as stern
and unrelenting as the inquigitorial judges of another faith.

1 verily believe that to this hour my mother does not know her
own heart, or the cause of its bitterness. She thinks my father a
saint, and that she is vain and sinful, and has imaginative cravings
and longings, that must be crucified.

Long she wept on my neck, and most fervently I prayed that she
might find peace—the joy that seemed so truly to belong to her
beautiful nature, by a Divine right. But for worlds I would not
have uttered that prayer aloud then, and I could not now.

¢ You must forgive my weakness,”” said my mother, when she had
wept herself into a comparative calmness. “I am not’settled and
confirmed in a Christian resignation as your father is.”

¢ Father has not your heart, the heart of & mother,” said L.

¢ He is a Christian minister, and must not, and will not, allow.
himself to be overcome by & parent’s weakness,”” said ‘she reverently.

Rebellion was in my spirit against™the iron rule that had always
been maintained in our family. But I had never spoken a word to.
my mother on the subject, and I would not dash these last precious-
moments with a decper bitterness—and the thought shot electrically-
through my mind—Iet her believe that her galling chain is gold if
she can. Do not rob her of the poor consolation of her illusion—.
and so I returned quickly to “ castle building.”

 Darling mother,” said T, ¢ don’t think you are going to lose
your boy. I am going away to gather the riches of learning, the
gems of beauty, and to qualify myself for high usefulness; and, in.
all I do and in all I gain, my love for you, my mother, my darling
mother, will be my inspiration.”

Her arms fell nerveless from my neck, and she closed her eyes as
if in a most painful prayer. -

¢ Q Charles ! ” said she, afber a moment, “ you Bhock me. The
Holy Spirit must be your inspiration, not your weak, erring mother.”

“The Holy Spirit is Love,” said I— God is Love—and what-.
ever Love inspires my heart,-whether it be the Love of our Father,
or his. angels, or of my mother and mwy brethren, it is a Heavenly
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inspiration. Mother, you know mot your. son, or yourself. Your
love has been the white dove of peace in this hard home, brooding
over my turbulent spirit, and bringing a calm goodness all around
yourself and me. My father ”—

She put her thin, fevered hand over my mouth. ¢ Peace! Peace, -
my child,” said she—and all was peace. In the hush of a holy
silence we communed for an hour or more. Qur words were few at
parting—we knelt and repeated the Lord’s prayer, our hands joined,
and then my mother’s kiss pressed brow and lips, and then we parted.
I have not seen her since that hour.

Dearest, the night is waning, and the morning comes—1I must tell
you in few words what might perhaps be better told in many.

You have seen my father's letter to me, after I had comforted
myself and my mother for some weeks, with many letters and much
poetry, and the blossoming of my young hopes. You have seen the
copy of my earnest but not bitter answer. Daily the iron entered
deeper and deeper into my spirit. Every book I opened seemed
blazing with the fatal ¢ Articles ”’ of a creed that seemed to me the
concentration of all cruelty to man and dishonor to God. Night and
day there rung in my heart the wail of infants, lost forever, and the
cry of never-ending pain, from the weak and erring children of our
Father, who were born and nurtured in conditions that imperatively
forbade that they should be wise or good.

O how those days and nights of ‘‘unbelief’’ submerged me in
suffering! To leave the Church, to avow myself a disciple of what
is called a liberal Christianity, was to become in the eyes of my
father and the Church an Infidel. It was to be an outcast from .my
family and friends, and to be shat out from honorable usefulness and
competence.

Could T have made any compromise, that would have satisfied my
conscience, how gladly would I have made it. I conld not take my
father’s money and continue my studies.

I looked into my heart, and I looked in despair upon the world
about me. I studied Shelley, and was lost to my friends and saved
to myself, and a higher usefulness in the future.

I decided to leave college and engage in teaching and study. I
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wrote to my parents, at length, detailing all my reasons. My letter
was not lost on my mother. I know it from my knowledge of her
nature, and also from a few words in one of her letters to me. She
dares to have a more merciful faith. There is another page of my
history, which I must tell you some time, dearest—IL can not write ~
it. Nelson Meadows has much part in it, and it would take more
time than the little left me before the day-break, to tell you of your
noble brother, and so I close this very long letter, which may interest
you, and beguile you of some pain, before I can see you. O that
the cup of blessing which our futare surely holds, were ours now,
xy darling! But all shall come in goed time. Those who love

can patiently wait. Your own,
CHARLES.

P. 8. Love-letters are always tokens of famine—heart privation,
partially relieved by pen or pencil. My prayer is, that I may never
have to write you another, but that our lives may be so blended in
one, that-no such need as that to which letters minister, can ever

tome to us again. .
YOUR OWN.

20
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e CHAPTER XV.
‘ ' AN EVENT.

AN event in Deacon Meadows’ quiet family ! Jerry forgets that
Bess Bite has failing eyesight. Minnie forgets her smarting arm,
and sweetly happy spirit. Mrs. Meadows forgets to fear heresy,
and Caroline half forgets her contempt for her betrothed husband,
and her scheme of building an addition to his already spacious
paternal mansion, ‘

Nelson Meadows has come home, after a ten ‘years’ abscnce, each
year of which he had honestly parposed to visit his dear old home,
and the still dearer inmates. How many fancies he bad woven
around this continually deferred visit, which had. fled ever before
him, like a bright will-o’-the-wisp, the magic jack-o’-lantern, that he
had always felt sure of catching, a very little farther on.

When he left home, at twenty-five years of age, his mother was a
little past forty, with hardly a thread of silver in her hair; his
father was ten years her senior, but hale and handsome. His sisters
were “little girls,” and though he knew that they were now young
ladies, and though he often said to himself that he should not know
them, he still fully, and unconsciously, expected to see Carrie’s dark,
smooth hair, cut short in her neck, and the same golden curls shading
Minnie’s mild eyes. He was all unconsciously looking for two
“little girls;”’ the one self-possessed to forwardness, and the other
timid and fawn-like, and shrinking away, even from the best
beloved ones. Nelson came unannounced. He reached the village
with the morning’s mail, and found Fred Sherwood ¢ driving
tandem,” with Vizen and Smash, or as Mrs. Sherwood expressed it,
with much less courage than usually supported her, ¢ with them
awful sperited horses, tansrum.”
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- Fred drove up before the ¢ Stage House,” just as the stage came
m, with a wide sweep, and a resonant smack of a tremendously long
whip, with a ¢ buggy ”’ for two—Fred always liked to be relieved of
his own company—horses, carriage, and driver were splashed with
mud, and Charles Ashton’s incidental and accidental descriptions of
% the jockey,” as he had designated Bherwood, gave Mr. Meadows
the hint that his prospective relative was before him.

"Fred had a special memory for faces, and as the New York
merchant jumped from the stage-coach, and found his- equilibrium
on the steps of the hotel, he was saluted with :

¢ Halloe, old boy !”” and the next moment his hand was grasped
by the really overjoyed Fred. ¢ Knew you in a minute, Meadows.
T’ll take the first premium on my memory yet—see if I don’t.
Here Johannet!” cried he, to a very respectable looking colored
man, “hold on to these two lightning bugs, while I surprise my
throat with a little brandy, in good company.”

Mr. Meadows recognized the negro most kindly, and declined
Fred’s invitation to drink, very firmly; and, during his three
minute’s absence, he learned from Johannet that all was well at
home. He had had no hint of Fred’s character, other than of his
Jjockeyship, which was a recommendation of the young man with
Mr. Meadows, and he was free to make up his mind.

¢ trust that valise and your worship will accept the hospitality
of my buggy,” said Fred, as he eame out. '

¢ Most gladly,” said Mr. Meadows, taking an inventory of the
man who was to hold the “ ribbons ”’ of this team. The result was
a mental admission on this wise : ¢ The fellow is to be trusted with
his horses, if not with himself.” .

Vixzen curved her neck in proud impatience, and inclined her
emall head lovingly toward her driver. Smf%sh pawed the ground,
and seemed ready to rear and plunge every moment, and yet his ears
gave loving heed to Fred’s ¢ Take care, Smash !”

Nelson Meadows never ran risks—never stepped on infirm, or
uncertain ice—never relied on a young man who drank brandy as a
habit, even in days when most men drank it~—but he stepped readily
into Fred’s light-wagon, and took his seat as quietly as in his own
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parlor. He knew his man—he knew that he held the reins with a
firm and gentle hand, though he was redolent of brandy, at eleven
o’clock, A. M. .

Whllst Fred rattled on, with all sorts of inquiries, relevant and
irrelevant; whilst he gave his ¢ candid opinion,” and a good deal
more, of Charles Ashton ; Nelson Meadows was all the while saying
to himself, ¢ What a blind love must possess my sister Carrie, and
how strange that my father should not try to enlighten her?
Surely I will never leave her without tearing away the veil, that the
love of a young and inexperienced girl has thrown over the character
of this man.”

At length Fred became conscious that he was talkmg, not con-
versing. With a quick, short turn of his head, he looked into his
companion’s face—‘ Pardon me, Meadows,” said he, with the tone
of a gentleman—but instantly relaxing into the nondescript  slang,”
which he had invented for himself, he added, “I'll be Jo-smashed
if you have had a chance to get a word in edgewise.”

This was by no means the signal for allowing him a chance—for
Fred never “ held up,’ till he reined in his team, like the dash of
the rolling surf on a smooth beach,

“Byd Jove, there’s Carrie—wonder if she’ll know you?” and he
threw the reins to' Jerry, and asked with real kindness, and a strange
thoughtfulness, in one so thoughtless, and ina low tone— ¢ Jerry,
‘how is Minnie ?”*

« Happy "’—was the sententlous reply, as leen 8§ nose rested on
his loose-jointed shoulder, and he wound the reins round his long
arm to keep them from trailing..

Caroline was standing in the door awa.xtmg Fred’s approach, but
she retired as she saw a stranger with him.

It was a bewildering: moment to the brother and son, when he
stood, after go long a time, once more on the paternal threshold.
He was a strong man, but he trembled as his mother came toward
him, twenty years older than she seemed, when he gave her a fare-
well kiss, ten years ago. Mrs. Meadows had grown unromantically
obese, her hair was very grey, and her face very red, and an ungen-
tle religious faith had put hard and ungentle lines on her physiog-
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pomy. -She did not seem a mother to her son, and yet she greeted

him warmly, and called him ¢ dear Nelson,” and said, ¢ My child;

how well you are looking—not a day older than when you left
. home.”

Carrie came forward with a graceful superiority of manner, which
she thought ought to characterize the eldest daughter of a family,
and said, ¢ You are welcome, brother.”

¢ And this is Caroline ”’——said Mr. Meadows; he could not say
Carrie. He dared not be so familiar. ¢ Where is my father and
little Minnie ? ”’

Deacon Meadows had by this time come in, to welcome his ﬁrst-
born. He did not offer his hand to his son, but he put his arm
around his neck, and bowed his face upon his forehead, for he was a
tall man. There was so much true love, so much genuine fatherly feel-
ing evinced in Mr. Meadow’s salutation, that Nelson’s heart, chilled,
he knew not why, by his mother and sister, melted to his father.

¢« Kisses !”’ cried Carrie, laughing, ¢ too romantic by half.”

Fred hid his tears in his bandkerchief, and, for the first time,
thought Carrie had not so much affection as he could wish.

¢ Where’s Minnie ? ” said Nelson, disengaging himself gently
from his father. Deacon Meadows drew his son very quietly into
the parlor, and there alone, for a full half hour, they sat apart.
‘What of statement or confession was made, then and there, no one
knew ; but Minnie and her brother met with a subdued joy, that no
one understood but themselves. The father and danghter felt that
the son and brother was sent to them at this particular juncture, that
a loving remorse and forglveness might have its seal and celebration.

Silently, and yet by inexorable law, that excluded, no one saw
how, or why, a loving group were gathered in Minnie’s room. Mr.
Meadows sat in the arm chair, Minnie gat on a low steol, with her
head and inflamed arm in his lap, and the other hand was held by.
her most loving brother Nelson. He felt, as he sat alone with his
father and sister, that he had not dreamed of home, and of this
home, 80 long in vain. His own were here. His father was more
gentle and loving than ever, and he had always been kind and
tender, except for conscience’ sake. A
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There was evident constraint and ill feeling with Mrs. Meadqws
and Caroline, that they were tacitly excluded from Minnie’s room,
and the nervousness of the sufferer, was an excuse for a want of
relationship, that must make them forever strangers to the real
life of each other, however closely arbitrary and human bonds
might bind them.

It was not till evening, when after supper Mr. Meadows took
his accustomed seat by his wife’s work table, that Mrs. Meadows
and Carrie felt at ease.

Charles Ashton, Nelson Meadows, and Minnie, held sweet counsel
in the little room, which seemed consecrated by suffering, to
truth and love. Ashton had never seemed to possess half so much
s flesh and blood reality, who could laugh and joke, as well as
moralize, as he did this evening. :

¢ Bo, Meadows, you came from- the village with a team, a whip,
and your brother-in-law that is to be. I assure you I have enu-
merated she particulars in their proper order.” :

. “I am astonished at sister Caroline’s blind love,” said Nelson
Meadows.

‘A child, a mere infant,”’ said Ashton, with bitter irony, ¢ blinded
by her intense love ”—he whistled, and Meadows stared at him,——
¢ for money and a position. You don’t know your sister, my good
fellow. Give me oredit that I have not given you a hint of her
character, or of Fred’s, in all my letters. Now Sherwood, jockey
snd drunkard as he is, has the merit of loving himself, and of trying
to secure his own comfort. Not so Caroline—she would be crucified
between Fred and his Jezebel mother, and be proud of the place.

“T1 assure you, Meadows, that nothing but good taste preserves
the purity of my language, under such circumstances. Moral prin-
ciple could never keep me from cursing her heartless sale of herself,
and the stupid folly of the gelfish cub who is her purchaser.”

Nelson looked at Minnie. He hoped she would contradict Charles’
assertions. She buried her face in her handkerchief, and ssid with
much emotion, ¢ Brother, lt is all true.”” She looked sadly in his
kind eyes.

¢ Carrie does not, can not love Fred, and she knows he is 8
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drunkard. I do not think it is quite sure that she will marry him.
She will never live with his mother, end if Fred will not consent to
build -

¢ Fred Sherwood consent to build,” said Ashton, ¢he has nothing
to do with it. Caroline.is the builder, and Mrs. Sherwood threatens
mild opposition ; such as emptying her bee-hives among the work-
men occasionally, or kindling a fire with the frame the day after the
raising. The two ladies are ¢ trying titles,” and there is little doubt
that the younger and handsomer one will come off vietor.

"4 Frederick Sherwood needs wise and kind eare, and guidance,”
said Minnie, “If Caroline can be a guardian spirit”—

¢ There are other spirits that would make her influence of no use,
even if she were an arch-angel,” siid Ashton. ¢The question E
want to put to Caroline Meadows is this”’—¢ Would you take the
guardianship of Fred Sherwood, if he stood out doors, in a decent
suit of clothes, with fifty dollars, the sum of his earthly possessions?
If she marries a farm and some thousands in bank stock, and takes
this property, emcumbered with a drunkard, because she can’t get it
without, then she will deserve all she will get—and it will be much
more than she has bargained for. She will be a broken-spirited, sick,
and miserable woman before seven years have passed. Her queenly
beauty will be like a banner torn and spoiled, and trailing in the
_ dust. The light of her proud eyes will be qnenched in many tears.”
Mmme bowed her head and wept.



CHAPTER XVI

JERRY’S TROUBLES, &c.

JERRY saton alog, in his own expressive language, “chop fallen.”’

I do not know why I am making this history a conservatory of
yankeeisms. Perhaps it is because, being ¢“a child of the people,”
I have some peculiar mental sympathy with the bad grammar and
colloquialisms of the poor and. uneducated. Jerry sat on a great
log, without his coat, regardless of a chilly day. His red flannel
shirt gave him what comfort it might ; his head descended toward
his breast; his limp arms hung listlessly by his sides, his hair was
not well combed, and had not its usual glossy suspicion of a tallow
candle, and his shoes had s like lack of greasy lustre. Their brown
foxy look would have sadly disturbed Jerry, in the absence of greater
distresses.

¢“Troubles never comes single,” mused he, ¢ such a flock as has
come now, I never see afore. Bess, the beauty, is stone blind, after
all my care and good feeding, and the Deacon will have it that I did -
it. And every time I see Rawson, he twits me of spilin the mare’s
eyes. He is spiteful beeause I got a chance not to be his nigger,
thanks to Miss Minnie’s good heart, and so he comforts himself by
tellin me that I’ll git turned out of my place, and have to go to live
with the old one again, and have the spells ;”’ and Jerry shuddered
as if in an incipient ague fit.

¢ Young Ashton is just going to take himself off, and leave Min-
nie to die, or live on letters. Hard as it would be for Jerry, I'd
sooner have Nelson Meadows take his sister home with him ; but
the light of Jerry’s eyes would be dark then, sure and sartin. But
never mind, I'm use to it—I may as well have the heart ache, to
mate my back ache.”
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- “Then there’s Fred—he’s in a hurry to get to the Old Nick—upset
yesterday on the ferry road, without the shadder of an excuse.
Never knew him do such a thing afore. I think he must be pisoned.
Fhe last time I see him, he said, “ Jerry, says he, Rice’s brandy had
strikenine in it, and it flies in my head.”
- ¢ It will strike you ten, very eoon;” said I. He laughed but. hxs )
la.ugh sounded holler.. ¢ These women will be the death of me,”
said he. I must back Carrie, you know. I should be sure she
would win, if she was not pitted hgainst the old scratch—but I never
knew the old one worsted, and it makes me uneasy—unbappy, Jerry,
and the fact is, I drink too much. It is a pity that I have three
wents to spare so often,” and he threw me three cents as he said it.

Now, Fred is not a mean- spmted fellow, and it adds to my flock
of troubles, to have him rowed up Salt river. It seems to me that
the great Bein, who rules all ereation, might manage that old woman,
so that she could not torment Fred so bad, to say nothing of her
nursing him en milk punch from her own bosdm, when he was a
baby, and getting him-into habits that he’ll never git out of. . “My
gracious !”? said poor Jerry despairingly, “if the Almighty, Good
Geod could help his creatures; I am sure He would, for we have it
bad enough to move a heart of stone; and if He can’t help us, is He
Almighty ? I wisk I knowed, But then this leg must be cut, and
split, and piled in the shed, whether Jerry’é back aches in two, or

ot »” .

«That is a mmta.ke of yom"s, Jerry,” said a sweet voice. Jerry
jooked up, Minnie was standing with, her brother i in .the' door of
the wood-shed, where she had been exhlbmpg Jerry’s care and i in-
dustry.
. “Not to-day, Jerry;. you are to drive brother and me over all
the neighborhood. He wants to see all the old places.” .

“ How are the roads, Jerry 7’ said Mr. Meadows plea.aa.ntly, by
wdy of making Jerry’s acquaintance.

“Good enough, a good ways under the mud,” sa.ld 3 erry,
aolemnly ~

- 1 want you to go to the vxlhge fora team,mygqod fellow,
d)’ .
21
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“T'm your man,” said Jerry, taking up the much prizéd blue
coat, shaking and brushing it, and then counting the pms m the
aleeves

“Jerry ! ”—said Minnie gently, and drawmg him asxde sho
whispered to him.

« Honor bright, Miss Minnie—T'11 take nothin if the world fall
down. Trust Jerry when you are to be the blessin that’s to ride
after his drivin”’—and he gave her a look that had the light of
sanity and salvation in it, and then started on lns Indian sort of half
run for the village.

“That man is neither an idiot, nor hopelessly insane,” said her
brother, as he looked at the weak and ungamly form of the poor
serving man.

Minnie sighed—‘“ I wonder he has any sense ; ¥ said she, ¢ and
I wonder that half the world has any sanity.” :

¢ You take too gloomy views of life,” said het brother, “ for one
so young. I am alwiys happy—happy with my good wife and two
‘of the prettiest little folks you ever saw. Your namesake is five,
and my cherub Charlie is a year and a half.” Then I have had &
world of happiness dreaming about home, snd seeing you all ina
gort of rosy haze.”’

* &Better by far, 1 dare say,” la.ughed Mmme, ¢ than seemg us in
& cold iron-grey reality.”

¢ Don’t make me agree with you, sister dear—I can’t afford to be
persuaded that our world s not a plea,sant one, and peopled with all
sorts of pleasant folks. And now I am going to live over my trout
fishing, and bird’s nesting days, which were very happy; for though
1 caught fish, I never hurt birds, or their miraculous nests, or their
‘eautiful eggs—1I only went as a discoverer into the bird-world—
and very pretty, and charming, and loveable, I found it’? :

As Nelson and Minnie went into the parlor, they found Carrio
looking cloudy.

. #T am sure, brother, I ought to congratulni:e you that-you have
found one sister,” said Carolme, w1th aspenty T understand that
4ou and Minnie are gomg to ri : S
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" @ And are you not gomg also, smter Carohne 77 snid N elson, with
an effort. T
" #Not I—I bave no fancy fora front seat and tete-a-tete with J erry..
I could have farnished a fiver ¢turn out,’ if I had beenr invited,
than Rice’s lumber wagon, and dirty greys. But Idm to plan
dinner to-dsy, s0 I will bid you good morning.” - She swepé
haughtily out of the room, and left her brother lookmg sadly and‘
inquiringly into Minnie’s tearful eyes.

Neither of them alluded. to this significant scene, till they were;,~
a full mile from home, and then with all the revivification of plemsant
and youthful memories, Nelson could not help saymg—

« Mmme, I must have a talk with you: There is something
strange and miserable in the dear, old home—I don’t understand it.:
Mother seems hard and unhappy in her spirit; Caroline, I grieve to
say it, seems proud and heartless ; my father is tender and lovmg,
but, evidently afraid that he is wxcked in proportxon as he' is good
or happy, Asto you and Ashton—there is something concealed. .
Yon seem burdened with a bad conscience, or a good one, or ‘some-
how so terribly in earnest, that I have no patience with you. I'lL
) lay my life, Minnie, that you have both some mighty secret that
you are at a loss about trusting me with. I don’t wish to intrude,
but I am half inclined to take you by the hand, or Ashton by the
collar, and demand an explanation. It can not be about your love
for each other, for that you freely avow.’ Wha.t is it then, Mmme,
for sure I am there is something ? ,

Minnie said seriously,  brother, I can not tell you at present”
and her manner, eﬁ'ectually hindered all further inquiry.

They rode on in silence—Nelson revolving plans to benefit those
of his family on whom he saw a poseibility of conferring benefit,
and sadly thinking of his mother and Caroline. He had much less
eare, or thought, for old familiar haunts than he had expected.
The heart can only be full—and even the most cherished recol-
lections of by-gone days, were crowded from his mind, as he
pondered-what he had seen, heard, and felt, for the last two days.
‘What was the cause of the thick darkness that shut in Charles
Ashton and his sister ? He knew the guileless natare of both, It
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was po selfish, or sinful, thought er thing. Their love might run
smooth enough, though Ashton was poor, for Mr. Meadows was a
rising man, and Charles was hig cherished fiiend. His father and
mother might dread heresy, but he was a liberal . Chnsuan, and
looked leniently on the ultraisms of his friend. -He puzzled
himself. o no purpose—he dared mot ask questions of Mimnie
—and, instead of looking at the trout brook, or. the pine grove
on the hill, or the old mill, with. its picturesque dllapldat.:on, he

~_Jurned his thoughts to Caroline and her fortunes. He half thought
ber just fit for the fate she was weaving, but he was too-good, and
too kind, to quite think so—and he resolved to seck a private con-
versation with her, and to warn his father and mother also of Fred’s 4
character and prospects.

‘Having determined op this course as respected his sisters, he
became more cheerful, observing, and talkative. Jerry began to get
some liking, and more respect for him, and Mmme Wwas won away
from her thaughts, or broodings, rather.

Youth attempts the impossible, and aclueves sorrow. -This
has been the lot of the true-hearted since the days of eacrifice for
truth began. What Mmme and Charles Ashton were meditatihg we
shall gee hereafter. At present we must contemplate the whole

* family in the iron-grey twilight, that hovers forever over families that
have little true relationship. A warm love-hght ﬂlumxned Nelson
Meadows’ hame—he cpuld all the better afford to enter the shadow‘
and gloom that invested his father’s house.
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CHAPTER XVIIv _
“ursm' oN THE rnnnz noAD" e

ON an old-fashioned, ¢ high- posf bed,” ina large, square chamber,
with four large wmdows, lay the restless, tossmg form of Fred
Sherwood.

His eye was glazed, his face a leaden purple, and his bresth came
almost stertorously, from his heaving chest. His mother bent over
him her worn, thin, and sallow facé, and her red eyes with real
tears in them. He did not see her—he did not know that any one .
gneved for him. ‘ o

He. had been brought home the night before, quite sensible,
though badly bruised, and had drunk heavily of hot brandy and waf.er,
after going to bed..

"His mother was’ alarmed' that he wag brought home “hurt, ag
Rawson averred who had had the luck to piek him up from a pile of
" rocks by the roadside. Fred declared that he had suffered no harm
but a sprained ancle, and he had clearly enough directed Rawson
how to secyre Vixen and Smash to the back of his wagon, and he
had induced the horses to submit to Rawson’s care and guidance,
a thing not to have been a.ccomphshed by that lily-livered gentleman,"
with but Fred’s word of persuasive authority. The remnants of the’
“ buggy ” were left on the roadside, where the accident occurred,
though young Sherwood promised the wreck to Rawson, on account
of the signal service he was enabled to render to him and lns
horses. :

- One of the farm hands lifted the unfortunate young man from the -
wagon, ‘and carried him to his room; but so clear and sensible were
bis remarks, that Mrs. Sherwood and Rawson were quite sure that
the sprained anmcle was the worst of the accident; and the mother
was medltat’mg smtable remonstrance when she shoald be alone mth

het son.
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much strenger than she was. She never heard of threat, or remark,
frony Carolink, -and she instinctively dreded her silence ; it was omi-
nous of power.

_Caroline wisely thought that it was mnch better o act tha.n to-
threaten—and =0 she gaid nothing, and meditated much. .

-.Mrs. Sherwood’s painful reverie by her son’s bedside, was brought
to a sudden conclusion, about 11 o’clock, A. M. ,
~ Fred started, awoke, and attempted to move—and then cried ot
in great anger, ¢ who has tied me-—take off these infernal ropes ”’-—
and he began feeling his head and limbs with his left hand, the use
of which was fortunately spared him, o see if he were not fast bound
with great cords, that were cutting. bim, especially around his head.
. When he diseovered that he was only bruised and swollen, and
not bound, he ordered his mother to send at once for Dr, Brown. .
6T have been only waiting for you to wake,”” said Mrs. Sherwood,
hat she was in no haste to move. : i

Fred saw this instantly, and said, “ you need not wait any longer, :
I am awake, and want the doctor in double quick time. You need
not send for Carrie till I tell you to—now can you move, and tell
Tim to ride Smash—he’ll need an airing—and tell him not to let
the grass grow under the horse’s feet on the way to the village ?”

Mrs. Sherwood retired with alacrity, and Fred tried to turn, and
could not, and then muttered, “a pretty fix, and to be left in it—all-
by the eursed jealousy of these women—no, not that, by the mean
selfishness of my own mother—for Carrie would have sent for her, I
am sure of that—oh, how I hate selﬁshnesa, and jealousy, and all
that devilish brood.”

- And Fred was-in earnest, He beheved “himself thoroughly unsel-’
fish, and generous of all things, ss he was of money. He bit his
lips to-vestrain himself, ¢ill what he had to say could be poured om
the heads of the parties concerned. His bodily sensations grew.
worse every moment. His head dilated to the sise of & hogshead,
and was full of ‘pain in sll its ample dimensions. His eyes were as -
if filled with fire, and the four large windows of the. room poured -

scalding glare of light through. tbwwhxwenrtuns, that mwholly
mmpportablo



.-Fred-tried to move again, bt could not——locomotion was denied:
to all his body corporate, except his left hand -and arm. He found *
himself presently burning up with fever, distracted with thirst, and
oursing the light as if it were 2 fiead.. His motherdui not retum,
and he shrieked in his agony.-

.Mrs. Sherwood had drunk nothmg gince the mght befone, and in
her first joy at seeing Fred so well and sensible, she had. proceeded’
to the cellar to make amemds for her self-denial. She drank mno
stinted draught, and then adjourned. to’'the kitchen to ‘“rest her-.
self with & pinch of snuff”’—when she incontinently foll asleep in:
ber chair, not having slept for the last thirty hours. -Meanwhile’
her wretched son was grosming with pain, and . thirst, and a
barning enguish, that- made his little rexson reel on its- uncertain
throne.

« At Jength Mrs: Bhemood was rouned by a hearty slmke from Dr,
Brown, who tried first one shoulder and then both, befom he conld
wake her.

. % My good woman, what the deuce do you mean?” cned»the Doc-
tor. ¢“Do.you know that your son Fredehck is hlled? “Why are
you sleeping at such a time?”

" «Who says that my son is killed 7 screamed Mrs. Sherwood_
¢ He is awake, and veéry bright, and well, and don’t need you any
more than his poor mother, who has been awake all night, nursing .
him, and must now be abused because she is so beat out, that she’
fell asleep in her chair—O, that I were in Paradise | 7 ‘sobbeﬂ Mra.
Sherwood. U . i

Dr. Brown knew by long expenence, that when -Mrs. Sherwood
began to talk of bemg in Parsdise, and to pity herself, that she was
full ¢threc sheets.in the wind,” .and was to. be treated purely on
Homeepathic principles-—and so he szid, My dear lady, you are-wild
to fatigue yourself, so as to fall asleep i your chair. Dortake a glass

- of cordial to sappart youreelf.”—he poured & teaspoonful of-tincture

of camphor into a tumbler of watér,:and gave it to-the lady, remark-.
ing, ¢ 8o Frederick is better, nearky well you say—it is lucky I came
to see to'you.. Wouid you like me to lookin upon Fmd, and give.
him some good advice.” .
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" Mrs. Sherwood caught at this. The doctor mlght i'nght.en Fred
out of his irregularities. s

' The fact was, Dr. Brown had been up stairs, ‘guided by young
Sherwood’s groans, and had found him delirfous. Thete was no on¥
in the house but Mrs. Sherwood, Tim having &topped to tell the tale
of thé accident to some half-dozen differenit persons, who were equally
carious. So the doctor felt the importance of amicably awakening
Mrs. S8herwood. 'This was now accomplishied, and she preceded the
doctor to her son’s room. The shock she éxperienced on entéring,
fully sobered her, and she inquired in great alarm what she should
do. v I . -

Thanks to Homeepatliy=—which has béen styled the great negative
good of gur age—Fred was not to be butchered with the lancét, or
poisoned with oplum and morphine, ‘in this sad crisis of his’ life
Dr. Brown was a Homeepathist, and row that he had the aid of Mrs.
Sherwood, he prepdred to meliorate the’ condition of his patient at
‘oncé. He remembered having seen some green rush curtains, in a
parlor down stairs, and he besought Mrs. Sherwood to transfer themi
to the glaring windows of the sick room. ' Tim came in also, most
opportunely, and was dispatched for a pitcf]er of pute soft water,
from ¢ the cold spring,” which bore the reJoxcxng temperature of 45
degrees at all seasons of the year.

A basin was brought, into which the doctor put a drop of the
billionth dilution of arnica, whichi, as he said, was most powerful i
removing the pain and soreness from bruised flesh. ' -Hf¢ poured the
ice cold water on the marvelous medicine, and began 1mmed1mly to
bathe the liead, hands, and arms, and ultlmately the whole persc'a of
Ius patient.

" Dr: Brown was one of those suceessful men, who achieve good
fortune, with their own good will, 'and most earnest efforts. ~He
could take off his coat, roll up his snowy shirt sleeves, and expend'a
half-hour’s labor and magnetisni on such a “bad case” as Fred
Sherwood, with the heartiest good wifl.” He could make Mrs. Shiet-
wood believe in his tender sympathies, and in the depth, and evers
lastingness of his friendship, when it was really his private opinion,
(which he kept religiously to himself,) that the bld woman; and
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all who were in any way\ related to her, would be greatly heneﬁted
if she were translated to her much talked of Paradise. .
~ Bat Dr. Brown’s opinions never did any.one any harm—thej

were exclusively his own. - The poor, unhappy mother tried to help
the doctor, her hands trembling and palsied by long years of labor,
and excessive drinking, and he, with the blandest mauner in the
world, begged her to sit down and rest, whenever she could find
opportunity. He told her that he was fearful she would be deprived
of her rest too much, for even a mother’s love, and her good consti-
tution, to bear up under. He talked smoothly to the old lady, made
Tim useful, and went on to do all the good he could to his agonized
patient. The exclusion of the light,.the cold bath, and the marvel-
ous :medicine, the .soft magnetic hand of the docter, and his real
kindness, with a globule of arnica, and & draught of the eold spring
water, soon brought Fred to his senses. ‘

¢ Doctor,” said hein a wblsper, “1 want to see you alome i

¢ Presently,” remarked Dr. Brown in a tone equally confidential.
Very soon he left Fred, and went. over.to the rocking chair, where
Mrs.-Sherwood sat in deep affliction. He stood by the back of her
chair, and laid his hand on her head—then he took her hand, and
felt her pulse ¢ My dear. madam,” said he, I must preseribe for
you,” He drew from his pocket ome of the infinitessimal bottles,
and extracted three globules. ¢ Let these dissolve on your tongue;”
said he, ¢ but not until you have laid down—when they are eatirely
dissolved, compose yourself for an hour’s sleep.”

“I will take the medicine,”” sobbed Mrs. Sherwood, ¢ but I oan
not leave my child, and I never lie down in the day time.”

T know you have always been cruel to yourself,” said the doc-
tor, sympathetically, ““ but now, when we are likely to need you very
much, you must prepare yourself for the heavy burden of your
duties.” He glanced at the bed—Fred was just going to swear.
He saw it in every. line of hm face. He made a sagmﬁcant and
soothing gesture, and took Mrs. Sherwood’s hand, and gently led her
from the room.

_¢Now you will take my premphon,” said he, in the gentlest,
snd yet-firmest way. . Lo
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“Y will,” said the sleepy Mrs. Sherwood.

She laid the magio globules on her tongue, and she sought her
bed-room instinctively, more drunk than sober, more asleep than
awake, more a besotted human animal than a woman, ard a mother,
and yet through all, she felt the doctor’s kindness, and her last
waking thought was, ¢ what a good man Dr. Brown is, and how
mueh he feels for the unhappy—O, that I were in Paradise.” ‘

The doctor returned to his impatient patient. !
_ “She’s safe—what is it, Fred?” .

* ¥ Are you sure she wont come back ?” . -

¢ Sure ag fate.”

% Are you half certain that she is not at the door, llatemng (e

* Dr. Brown rsﬁepped to the door and opened it—Mrs. Sherwood’s
room was across the hall, and a lond smore saluted him from her open
door. He went noiselessly across, and closed the door, after having.
satisfied bimself that the old lady was as near Paradise as she was
likely to get soon—she was sound.asleep, and had forgotten her
troubles——and returned to the son.

““ Make yourself easy, my good fellow,” said he, “ ghe is. safe for
fix hours. Now what is it 7"

* ¢T want Caroline Meadows,” sald Fred ea.mestly—-—“l want her
while I can talk to her.”

A sensible fellow,” said Dr: Brown. « I will cha.rge myself with
the agreeable duty of - brmgmg the young lady to your bed-side as

800n a8 possible.”



CHAPTER XVIIE
MISTAKES ABOUT H!ABTB. .

1 HAVE never tried to control my chlldren in then' lov said
Deacon Meadows. It geems a dreadful responsibility for a pnren_t
to take, tp hinder a child from marrying, when the heart is given.
T think Frederick Sherwood must. be rather unsteady, from what 1
hear of him.- But from a child he has been kind-hearted and gener
ous.” :
¢ Liberal of money, he may be ” said Nelgon, « but not genmm
He is very selfish ; I am.sure of it.”” , :

¢ What proof have you that he is not genevous? ” said Mr Meq.-
dows with firmness, and yet very kindly.

Nelson Meadows did not know what to answer. . He. had cpme to
talk with his-father about Frederick Sherwood’s eharacter, and he
really knew nothing of it, except from his own.imstipctive judg-
ment. He saw-clearly enough, that Fred drank to great-excess. He ’
felt that he was selfish—that few of his faculties were developed,—
and that he lived a low.animal life. But how to make his father see
this, he did not know,

“You are aware that young Sherwood drinks te excess, are you-
mot, father * A young man who is so regardless of character and
usefulness, and the feelings of his friends, as to be an inebriate at
his sge, and with his prospects, must be selfish and low in his
nature.”

Mr. Meadows consxdered well before he answered hxs son. At
length, he said, “I think you take a harsh view of the character
of Frederick Sherwood—I am afraid you have been prejudiced
sgainst him. I think him wild, and somewhat reckless, in his habits ;
but I am not aware that he is habitually intemperate. He is gaining

[
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in steadiness. I-am told that be has entirely left off using profine
language; he is always in his place at church ; be-is kind toall his
work people, and to his animals; indeed, he is kind to every living
thing. He gives liberally for the support of public worsbip, and no
man in town, yotng or old, gives.so much in-chatity.”

- % And yet I am persuaded that he is very wonhleas, and 3 dmger-
ouns-husband for my sister Caroline. ’

" ¢ ] repeat,” said the father, ¢ that I think-you rhsve been preju-
d‘ ced. I, for one, think there are much ‘more dangerous men than
young Sherwood.. To be plain, I think your friend Ashton is one
" of them. -

¢ Frederick needs a wife——Caroline is very discreet, and prudent,

and sensible. She-seems to me very well calculated to make a
steady, valoable man of Sherwood,. Of course she loves him ; for a
daughter of ‘mine will never have the small dust of the balance laid
upon her, to induce her to give her hand without her heart.
. “T hepe; Nelson, you willsee this young man, as he is to be your
brother-in-law, and get over your unjust prejudice. Not that he is
faultless ; but then who is without faults?”” He sighed deeply—
be remembered the bonfire of the boaks, and the snﬁ'enng of his
dearest daughter.

~Nelson saw that it was ef ne use to ‘speak to- hm fsther He felt
that it would be .equally unavailing: to attempt to influence Caro-
line, and yet & sense of duty urged him forward :

. Father,” said he meekly, for be felt that: he must-abanden his
case without further argument, as he had no proof, «“I will try to
know Sherwood better—perhaps I have dene him iujustioe I hopo
I bave, but I assure you I do not often err in that way.”

- He could not exonerate Ashton; though ke felt that he was. in no
wise blameworthy. ' He left his father, and songht his sister Caros
Line. He found her in the kitchen, in the neatest cap in:the world ;
all her ringlets carefully tucked away, her sleeves taken from under
the caps, where they were buttoned ordinarily, so as to be conveni-
ently removed for- household duties. 'Her bare arms were beautis
ful, and a little more pearly wlnee, than the ﬂour she was makmg
dnto pie crust,
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- “S8o those delivious pies are yonr handlwork mstet”--nnd’
Mr. Meadows kindly. - -

1 gee you are a man of. taste,” said Carohne, mockmgly
. %1 am glad you are such a hougewife; seeing you are 80 soon te
need such gifts snd graces,” said the-brother.

Caroline looked keenly and steadily at her brot.her-a—she had had
an uneasy consciousness, for some time, that-he would endeavor to-
dissuzde her from marrying Frederick Sherwood—aid she dlﬂned
that he had ¢come to do it now.

¢ Brother,” said she, ¢ you think marrxage a very sa.ered thmg,
don’t you ?”

4] do—my own mnmage was the holiest act of my life. No one
should take lightly; or without-due consideration-and deep love, the
obligations of marriage. The migeries that result from unhappy
marriages, and the poor ehildren that have life and its burdens-
thus forced upon them, are subjects that often claim my most painful
meditation.”” He. paused—Carol.me fixed her ¢old, clear gaze npon
him-—

“You need not go on, brother,” saxd she——“ I ‘never hsken 40
lectures on woman’s rights, in the desk, or in-the kitchen. Women
are fools, and slaves, and victims. They think marriage a:sscred
thing, and - that they must submit to erasure from the -face of the
earth, ap about thirty-five years of age, after having added their.
quota to the eensus. g

- # Now I think that marriage is a contract, bmdmg whilst each party
fulfils the conditions. I ¢are mothing for the popular cant about love,
misery, and-the extinction of woman, and her rights. . I will secure
my own rights, and marry the man of my choice—if you have any
advice to give me about secaring my rights, I assure you that it is
not needed—keep it for -Minnie, who will ruin- herself in a love-
match, if she can make up her mnd to submit to the 1mmomhty of
marriage.

“You and I must be fnends, brothar I ean’t eonsent to lose any
<f my relations; but, in order to remain se, you will keep your
modth-clesemled about Fred Sherwood.. Itis eneugh for you to
know that he i my intended husband—the man of my choice—as
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such, no person, relative, friend, ar foe, can speak of him to me, but
with proper respect.” -

Nelson Meadows was relieved and embarrassed at the same time.
He was glad that he had no dugy to do for his sister Caroline, and
yet he did not know exactly how to extricate himself from the
unpleasant dilemma in which he was placed.

He chose frankness as his way out, and said—¢ You are good at
djvining ene’s thoughts and purposes; but you-are arbiter of your
ewn destiny, as well as queen of the kitchen—and of all that I
eame here for, 1 assure you I sh&ll only petmon for the ancient
luxury of ‘a turn-over.””

Just at this moment Caroline was summoned to-meet Dr. Brown

The doctor kindly and carefully, a8 was his wont, communicated
the information of Fred's accident, and his present condition. It
was a pleasure to this extellent physician to soften all the rough
points in the case to Caroline, and while thus doing to feel that he
_held-her pulse, and her purse for coming.years, when she would
have much need of his advice and service—for was she not to have
Fred Skerwood, and much trouble, much money, much ill health,
and probably many children? The proud and beautiful young
lady was & mine for Dr. Brown to work in coming-years, and
there was no calculatmg how many nch “ pockets »” he might find
in it. -

- B0 he satisfied his benevolenoe and his love of his profedmon——-m
other words, his love of money and influence—by speaking most
tenderly and respectfully of Fred. -His kindness and eonsideration
met its present reward from Miss Meadows, in the most obliged
sweetness and dignity of manner, and every kind word, and gentle
tone, and all the glory of concealment,and false representation -
of unpleasant facts, was an investment for the doetor, at the hlghest'
rates of* usury, in Caroline’s books.
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' CHAPTER XXIL
WORK FO! JERRY. - R

Cuomnn ot by Fredenck Sherwood, and beld hls hot ha.nd,
and bathed his head, and gave him most tender atiention. At least
it seemed tender to him, and very precious.

« Now, Carrie,” said he, ¢ don’t scold a fellow—I’m gomg to'own
pp—ycu shall know the lang and the short of the whole business—
and you wont blame me altogether, when you do know—1I think you
will eonfess that you have not been just perfect yourself,  But never
mind that—you are a8 near it as anybody. .

«“ Well, I hnd a talk with mother, the other day, about bulldmg,
and I never.saw._her 5o deuced bad. "She fau'ly fnghtened me. You
know that I have not your nerves
. % Well, she threatened me.” Fred gasped—-Ca.rohne gave hun
some medicine from the tumbler—a teaspoonful—which cooled bis
lips, and made bim beg for-w tumbler of water, which he drank off,
‘and proceeded—¢ There, now, I feal better. Thanks to.the mam
who invented Homepathy. He was & good fellow.

“Well, as I was saying, mother threatened all sorts of devnlment
and I hauled in, my horns. I did not like to speak to you about it,
for you think I have no gpirit. I tell you what, Carrrie, I have not
your nerves.. Now all this has worried me, and—to tell you the
tmth, I have drunk toe much, to try to get quit of the whole thing,

« Yesterday I took some brandy at Rice’s, and I really believe it
was poisoned—I never lost my wits before. Either I was sick, or
the brandy was bad ; -or, as Jerry says, the old lady had put a spell
on me. No medicine; now water, Carrie. Medicine once in two
hours—water at discretion.” He drank, and Caroline bathed his
head, and then he commenped again: ¢ By some unaccountable
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hoocus pocus I hpset on the Ferry read. How it all bappened ) §
don’t know—TI can’t tell how leng I lay insensible, but when I came
to myself, Vix was smelling me, and I felt her ¢breath warm on
my cheek,” as the song says. - The thills -were broken short off, when
the  buggy tipped over; the herses were at liberty to go aleng, but
they stuck by the stuff. - Vix is just like you, Caroline—all fire and
spirit, and lightring, and blue blazes, to every body but me. She's
a8 good as a girl-to me—rot because I can master her—for she could
go to Halifax for -nll me—-but she consents to Pluy the agreesble for
me always.

- % Ag luck would have it, that fellow Rawson came along just as [
got my senses, and found out that I could ‘not move. I was going
to erawlup on.Vixzen’s back, but I could not have made it out.

¢« Rawson put mé in !ns wagon, and Vix and Smash consenbed to
follow, and here we are.””

By this time Fred was entirely exhausted—though he had rested
many times, and had consumed a ecouple of hours with his nar-
rative.

Caroline gave him his medicine,2nd again bathed his head, and
encouraged him to go to sleep—but this conld not-be. He had a
purpose in sending for her, and he could have ne peace till he had
told her sl his mind. ‘The doctor came in, examined- his patient’s
pulse, and looked at his eyes, and felt a good ‘deal of alarm.

% Too much mental astivity—can’t you be quiet, Bherwood ?” gaid
he, ¢ now you have Miss Meadows to keep you company ?” :

‘Fred shuddered—¢¢ Carrie,” said he, ¢ leave me with the doctor ”

Miss Meadows retired. Fred attempted to. speak—but- the red:

in his eye becamo more glnmgly bright, and a ﬂeme delirium
succeeded. - -

The doctor reczlled Miss Meadowa, amd preeentry Mrs. Sherwood:
made- her ‘appearance. ‘The instant Fred caught sight of her, he
shrieked—¢ That’s Jezebel—-all in black—all in black—with fire.

ey¢s, and snakes for hair, and pump handles for arms. She’ll pump

fire and brinistone on me<—take hier away—take her away.”’

Mrs. Sherwood burst into loud sobs, and declared she < would not:

goa step;f’; aud talked of Paradisé, and very resolutely took her
2 R

e e ol o e
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seat. Agam Dr. Brown’s kmd eloquence sent; or rather drew,l:er
from the room.

. “ My dear madam,” said he, “do. you not know that in " cases of
delirium, especially in those resulting from injury to the head, (he
by no means imtended to admit that he had a case of delirinm
tremens,) that the best loved friends and relations scem enemies—
even - frightful foes. Now nothing could more strongly attest your
son’s love for you, my dear madam, tham the fact that in dehnnm,
resulting from his injury, he regards you 48 an epemy.”

“ A Jezebel in black !”’ shricked Mrs. Sherwood, “ though' he
knows I wear black for his poor dear father. I see it all, doctor;
Caroline Meadows stood in the hall by the front window, as I went
into his room. = I understand it, she has been talking to him, and
getting him against me. She wants to rule and reign, w,here I bave
spent my life in hard work.

- ¢ Do you think I would work as I have, to lay up for the like- of
her? I'd sooner set the old place afire, and run away by the hgkt.
of it.”

4 My dear Mrs. Sherwoed,” began Dr. Brown, ‘“you mistake.”.

“ Don’t tell me—if you have Caroline Meadowa eause 1o plead ;
you need not come tp me.”

¢TI only wished to say, Mrs. SherWood I am sure they did not

gpeak of you to-day. - What plets they have laid before”— .

“Don’t tell me that my son would lay a plot against his own'
mother.”

* « Of course not—of course mot. Bnt we - must thmk now of
mying your son’s life ;- he may not live through ”—

. The thought of danggr roused the mother in Mrs. Sherwood and_
made her forget, for the moment, her deadly animosity. Dr. Browa
impressed it upon the lady, that she was by 1o means to enter her
son’s room, but by his Jeave. He then returned to try to seothe the
m&rer o

* Bherwood was ravmg about Jerry “If I could only haVe Jerry
to watch me—-he knows how she does rt.. He could pveteet e—no.
one else can.”

Gaxolme tned. to rmder some kszle lemlce, but Fred dwve her,

-
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from him in-great terror. He xmaglned that she was a hoa con-
strictor, that was destined to swallow him.

Bhe begged Dr. Brown to-take her home. The doctot summoned
Tim, and gave him direetions for the night, and then gave Mrs,
Sherwood many bland words, and a renewed charge mot to go into
her son’s room. - As an additional mecurity, he advised some hot
brandy and water, and that she should retire early and get hex
sleep:- ¢ As soon a8 Frederick is himself again, Mrs. Sherwood, he
will not allow you to leave him, and so you must get all the rest you
cam, against your labors begm—-you know the labonng oar a.lways
falls to you.” = =

At this moment Caroline appeared in readiness to leave. Mrs,
Sherwood found. it ~convenient to turn her back, and not see Miss
Meadows; and the docter hurried her away, as fast-as possible.

As if by a strange sympathy with Fred Sherwood, Jerry was
seized with trembling, and great emotion, and an earnest desite to
take care of Fred, as soem as he heard of the accident.

Nelson Meadows discoveréd Jerry in the wood-shed, overcome by
his feelings.- Failing to ehc:t any mformatxon touching his state, ha
sought Minnie. .

- <% What 43 the matter, J erry 77’ said Minnie, in gmt eompumon,
when she saw his forlorn and miserable appearance. - :

«Q Miss Minnie, its the- hardest. trouble that’s ever come om
Jerryl” - : , : .

¢“Do pray tell us what it is ? -

¢ Well, its -bard tellin what a body does not Jastly “kmnow hisself
Fis this'way, Miss Minnie: one of my best friends is in trouble—about
us bad as he can be, I reckon, now; nobedy knows his ways, or could
do -better by him, or half as well, as Jerry,; but there stands his
thanderin old mothet, to put the spells on me, if' I geoes near. Now,
Miss- Minnie, don’t say she won’t do it. - I knows -a great deal teo
well that she will do it. - What I wants of you now is this: just say:
to me, ¢she’ll put the spell on you, Jerry, and no mistake, and very
Kkely it will kill you—but what of that? you.will be killed a doin
your daty—you'll ‘help Fred, and give bim & deal of comfort, and:
maybe save his life, if you go right in the face and eyes of the
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spells, and take care of him. Yea, goanduke hndermeof hmt
than if he were a baby.” .

Jerry rose, drew himself to lns full hnght, and, seemed tenfold
more a man than Minnie had ever seen him before.

¢« Now, Miss Minnie, caw’t you say this to me, with. a good conr~
seicnce, and can’t you pray for me while I am there, and make my
torments lighter 7 I kmows that the good God will: hear your
prayers, and answer ‘e, ot ¢lse He's Bo God at all, and don’t know
who of His children ought to be attended to.” :

“Jerry,” said Minnie solemnly, and she went up to lum, and
took his great, bony hand in both hers. No woman but his mother
had ever touched that hand, but Minnie held it softly, and continued,
¢ you must go and take care of Fred, and besr whatever his mother
chooses to put upon you. I.will pray to .the gopd God to lightem
your load, and 7 know He will do it—and—and may be Mrs. Sher-
wood .will be good te you also, for she loves her son.”” - -

.41 don’t think she would quite do her -warst now: Fred is siek, if
she could help it,”” aaid Jerry, “but I ean bear it if you sy so,
Mise Minnie, and if it kills me, I've a notion that it will be.good
luck—1I don’t much think there is any worse world than this, or any. -
worse folks than Mrs. Sherwood and. Rnwson -and I~ somenmen
hopes there ain’t any-se bad. .

. %Now I foel as if I could: bear- 1t bnt Mlss Mmme, when I
oan’t see you,‘and when I do see her, I am afraid I shall mthe;md
shake so, that I can’t help Fred at all”’ ‘

. A bright thought seemed to strike Minnie at this moment.

“Jerry,” said she, ¢ Fred is dying, I fear, and he muat be. taken
éareof-—you can do it—1I will pmy for you, -and I knqw God will
help you, and here”’—

.- She tock from her neek & small Genevu watch with a goid chaim,
en which her name was engraved, a gift that her brother.had brought
with ‘him, and throwing the ohain over Jerry’s neck, she puz the
wateh in his left vest pocket. - .

- ¢ Right over my heart,”” said Jerry, tmkmg on a log, whﬂe his
teszs fell fast—-“lmdo;tnow, Miss anxe, Iqm doxt :.B,, and
bearitall.! - ‘o
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* Minni¢ had never before:-seen Jerry shed. tears. He left immedis
ately to go to Fred. .And Mmme remarked “ I do thmk Jerry is
growing more sensible.”’-

«He would improve very soon,” replmd N’olson, “under proper
care and treatment. -1t is too bad that we have net enough persons
who are morslly sound, to cure such poer sick ones—sick in soul
snd body. “I'wisk the pulpit would take into donsideration thd
physical sin, that is the foundation of moral evil.

« I must take Jerry s case up, and think it over; and aes w’hatea.n
be dom ”n .

. -Ah Nelsen Meadows‘ you will hwa a deal of ehmkmg to do, if
you take up the evils that the pulpit ignores. Nelson Meadows had
been too busy.and toe happy, in life, to have much philosophy. The
reaction from the Calvinism-of his home, had taken him to what is
ealled liberal Christianity. His heart had: blessed the preachers of
Universalism, though they had sadly offended his taste.

He was perfectly assured that the loving Savior of men counld
not ‘be the founder of orthedox Calvinism, and yet he never had’
time to look through the Bible for proofs against ¢ orthodoxy,” or
%o reasort out for himself a humane system of religion. He trusted.
In everything, he saw, or thought he saw, a good: He thought men
wore weak and not wicked—a few, he was obliged’ to acknowledge,
were indefensibly bad—but these he excused; because of bad -birth’
and training, and seme moral disease that he did ot fully under-
stand. His religious faith was born of his kindness.  Like his
Divine Master, his gospel was Love. ¢ Love is the fulfilling of the
Law.” This was the text oftenest on his lips, and in his mind, and
heart.

Nelson Meadows’ life had been given him from his father’s deep
love, before the world and a malign and revengeful faith had injured
s most loving nature. The first-born child of a marrisge of mutual
attraction, has often a riches of heart, and mind, and health, that
subsequent children do not inherit; for the simple reason that dis-
cord supervenes, amid want of wisdom, and unhealthy conditions.
The hope is sometimes expressed by the captious, that when man
has improved all the animals below him, by study and culture, per-
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lnpcln myaseendmtbemleand -make 8 heneﬁcmry of. hunself
snd his fellow men. .

But this is all the time bemg done by physxologxeal phtenologmai,
and psyehologieal study, and our impatience that the world does not
move fast enough, muat help us to go forward.

. I'will east my mite into-the treasury of mental and. monl health
by sketching something of -the life, sufferings, and - quesuomngs of
poor Jerry.

- One of the worst moral thseases of cur d&y, is that scorn, of the par-
tml, the undeveloped, the poor, and sick, that is the legitimate fruitof -
all this. Caroline Meadows was greatly inferior to - her brother and
sister, and her contempt for Jerry, .was in praportion to her own
‘wants. Nelson and Minnie had a real reverence for the. smothered
elements of good, which they saw in the dim and darkened soul of this
poor brothex—for to.them he was a.brother. To Caroline he was &
miserable, balf-witted creature, who did chores generally, and served
ker and Fred particularly, as he ought, of course. That he.bore
any relation to them, as a human being, she 'ould bave- Boorned to.
acknowledge.

Fred was more humane. He had. less of t.he vice of scorp, an&
consequently was superior to his betrothed. :

“You have no idea of Jerry,” he used to say, to Ca.rohne 5 ¢ ho
would have made a famous divine if he had good health, and a little
more or less wit—I am not oertain which, and I suppose I shall
wever find out—but Jerry’s.a great deal more useful to me; than,if .
he had been a doctor of divinity. I,vmh Came, thet - yu would
get acquunted with hxm ” . .
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CHAPTER XX. .. :
THE USES or A PHYEICIAN.

. DR. Baown's.office at Mrs. Bherwood’s was no sinesure. Indeed,
1o case involving so much thought, mamagement, and «skill,”’ had
aver ocenrred in his practice. Night and .day his service was
required.. He had to watch Mrs. Sherwood, and to watch with Fred.
He succeeded by every means in his power, in keeping the anxions
mother out of the sick room; but he could not-prevent her cowering
about the deor, and lying on the mat at the threshold, where Fred’s
moans and 1mpreoataons were all distinctly heard by the wretched
woman, - -

“Jerry ] purpose to take care of Fred was ent.lrely conﬁrmed bf
kis eonversation with Minnie, and he went straight to the house. As
he passed ‘up. the stairs, guided by the sound of delirious curces, he
beheld Mrs. Sherwood on -her knees, at the clesed door- of he‘r son’s
room.

Jerry’s. heart did not fail him § in the shghtest, he dld not t.remble
or_hesitate, but went forward as if Mrs. Sherwood had been the .dog,
who, mere-fortunate than the mother, had ga.\ned tdmiasaon mta hm
master’s room.

Whex the sorrowmg woman saw Jerry, she rose from her knees,
and hope and joy entered her heart. She laid both hands on Jerry's
shoulders, and said with great fervor of spmt “ the Lord wﬂlfor-
ever bless yon, Jerry, if you will save my son’s life.” :

“T'll try, sure and sartain,” was his reply; as he hastened to dis.
engage himself from her friendly detention.

Fred did not know Jerry, though he fixed his blood-shot eyes -
upon him, and p.used ins tonent of ml;d exclamuhonn and i unpra-
eatiops. - . . ST e .

.+



204 Tax Sierzas.

¢ Mr. Frederiok,” gaid Jerry firmly, and he laid his large, cold
hand on his forehead.

¢ That's good,” said Fred, ¢ that'll put ont the fire.” .

Jerry did not wait for his hand to become hsated, but he went
instantly for cold water, and gathered towels by a strange instinct, and
wrung them out of the cold water, and hid one upon the hot head
and another upon the chest of the sufferer.

“ Wash me down,” cried Fred, “as. ]ou wonld Vix ‘or Smash,
Jerry.”

Jerry’s heart beat high with joy ab this. reeognmon ‘stid eommand,
and he gladly obeyed. ‘The- result was, that Dr. Brown- declaied;
when he next called, that Jerry was a miracle of a nuise, and that
he should go into parénership with him, and that the oohpmywoult!
eure the patient. -

- % Jerry,” said the wise physiemn, who Was Hever sparing of Xind
words, ¢ you have worked a miiracle, the last -heur, by your good
mursing. I shall have to bargain with: you to be my assistant; I
would make a doctor of you, if I were - not afra.ld of spotling the
best nurse in the world.”

-Jerry felt proud and pleased and naver once thought of the
¢ spells” that had been -his dread for so.lomg. Fred was sound’
asleep in:an heur ifter Jerry began his ministrations.” The doctor
kindly prepared hlm for some trouble thh his Patxent dunng the

ht. -
ms“Gwe ‘bim his medicine eareﬁslly, 8 baspooufut ence in two
hours, give him.as much water.as he will' drink—bathe him, when
he desires it, and keep his head and body swathed with the cold,’
wet towels,” said the doetor; adopting Jerry’s practice as his own,
though he -had not thought of Gh\ts conquering the fever and delip
rium of his patient.” "

Fred continued mnageable !;hmngh ‘the night, nd alépt. & good
deal, and Jerry changed the pinsim his eost cuffs many times; and
looked long and lovingly at  Minmie’s little watch, whick he took
- ever and anon from-his pocket, and also laid his hand lovingly over
its biding place, when 00 busy to take-it eut, and look-at the time.

¢ Bow many things I'll have to think of when Mr. Frederick gits
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well,” said J. erry mentally, as he changed a pin, first for one subject,
and then for another, till a whole row was shining on the left cuff,
instead of the right, and then they were gradually changed again,
as his thoughts thickened. It would be hard to tell how many
things Jerry forgot, never to think of again, after marking them in
this way, for especial consideration. One thing had been marked,
and set down to be settled, fully a dozen times, in the course of the
night; and that was how Miss Minnie’s watch, and Miss Minnie’s
prayers could be so entirely effectual in warding off the spells.

“ Who would a’thought it 7"’ said Jerry. ¢ Here am I no more
troubled with the spells than if the old one did not live here.

1 wonder now, if prayers and watches would not be good for
other troubles. I wonder if Minnie could not pray for Fred too,
and we would have the watch between us, and so cure him.”

He took the largest pin from the sleeve where it was reposing, and
put it in the other cuff to remind him of something very important.

The remainder of the night Fred was restless, and so was Jerry.
The morning came with somewhat of relief to both, and Dr. Brown,
the indefatigable friend and physician, came in early.

Jerry had evidently something of great weight on his mind,
that he wished to communicate to the doctor; but, before he had an
opportunity to speak, Fred begged to see Dr. Brown alone. Jerry
went forth, trembling with the weight of his own purpose, and
hardly able to await his time.

¢ Doctor,” said Fred, ¢ have I my senses ? ”’

¢ Certainly,” said Dr. Brown, blandly ; *“how could you doubt
it?”

“ Why, I suppose you know I have been kicking out of traces—.
troubled with Jezebel, and a few others of the same family.”

¢“You have been somewhat unsettled,” said Dr. Brown; “but
you were never possessed of more intellectual clarity than now.”

“ You are a justice of the pea.ce, I beheve, Dr. Brown?”

[{3 I am. ” .

“I want you to make my w:ll and marry me to CarolmeA

Meadows, to-day,” said Fred, hurriedly.
¢ Now, doctor, I rely on you to carry this through. Will you
‘ 23

£ 1
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agree ! Don’t say no—don’ t put me off, or, by Jove, rn put the
string on, and drive over you.”

“ Mr. Sherwood,” began Dr. Brown, in the gentlest and quietest
tone.

But Fred’s face was purple. His reason was gone—he raved of
Jezebel, and Jerry came at the doctor’s call, to endeavor to restore
him to sanity. He put Jerry from him violently, and struck Dr.
Brown a heavy blow in the eye, and was altogether so dangerous in
his manifestations, that Dr. Brown, Tim, and Jerry, invested him
with a straight-waistcoat.

¢ Now, doctor,” said Jerry, very resolutely, “] have something
to say to you, and you must give me a hearing.”

. % Certainly, only our patient wmust not be troubled with our con-
versation, Jerry.” ‘

 Well, now, doctor, if you were sure and sartain that there was
a medicine within a half a mile, that would cure Mr. Frederick,
would you go after it?”’ S

¢ Certainly, Jerry.”

¢ Well, then, will you lend me your horse and sulky, and stay
with Mr. Frederick just one hour, and T’ll get the medicine, or my
name aint Jerry Gerald Fitzgerald.’

This proposition was too much for the doctor’s dignity. I have
no hour to spare, and I can’t allow my patient any medicine but my
own,” said he, losing his usual amiability of manner, and gentleness
of tone.

“Dr. Brown,” said Jerry, it is time yon knowed what I mean,
but its hard tellin you. You know how I've suﬁ'ered with the
!Pells 12

Everybody knew, who had any knowledge of Jerry, that he
considered himself bewitched by Mrs. Sherwood.

“T know,” said the doctoz, shortly.

¢ Well, you see that I am cured, and I want to git the same
medicine that’s cured me, tried on Mr. Frederick ; and you need

~mot be jealous of it, Dr Brown, for its only Miss Minnie Meadows’
prayers, and ’—he put his hand on the pocket containing the watch,
but he could not bring himself .to speak of it. ¢ I could never have













































































































































