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INTERWEAVING.

CHAPTER L

STIFLED WITH ROSES.

What shall I do, my friend,
When you are gone forever?
My heart its eager need will send
Through the years to find you, never,
And how will it be with you
In the weary world, I wonder ;
Will you love me with a love as true

When our paths lie far asunder ?
Mary CrLeMMzR.

HE twilight was quite gone. The evening
star stood no longer pale and lonely in the
heavens, but shone a king of brightness among his
fellows. The night was come. The girl in the
old-fashioned garden waited still, as she had done
since the setting sun had first begun to paint the
west with gold and purple, although it was long past
the time that Henry Matthewson had appointed
in the note a boy had brought her from the village
that morning. The dew lay heavy and thick on
7
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8 INTERWEAVING.

her dark, abundant hair, and the chilly evening air
made her shiver in spite of the shawl which she
drew so tightly about her shapely shoulders. Her
heart was oppressed with a feeling of foreboding,
heavy with a nameless fear. She told herself it
was the darkness and the gloom that caused this
feeling, and looked up to the stars, trying to gather
courage from them, but they were so cold in their
brightness that she turned her face from them
with a sigh.

“ He will surely come,” she kept repeating to
herself, and never thought of going from the gar-
den. At length there was a sound of a gate softly
shut, and careful footsteps hurrying along the
path, and a moment later her hands were clasped
by others softer and whiter than her own, and
Henry Matthewson was saying, —

“ My bonny Star of Evening never fails to shine
for me, no matter how tardy may be my coming.
It was wicked to keep you waiting so long, or
would have been if I could have helped it. But I
couldn’t. A Mr. Arnold came to see me on busi-
ness, and I thought he would mever go. But now
that I am here, look up, sweet child, and tell me
you are glad to see me.”
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ST7FLED IWITH ROSES. o

“I am always glad to see you, llarry; doubly

"

glad now,” she said softly. But the oppressed
feeling had not left her, and she shivered as she
spoke.

“ Why, how cold you are!” ke said. “ We must
walk a little till you get warm. I was not worth
waiting for so long. But you do not blame me?”

“Oh, no!” was the quick answer. I felt that
something unusual detained you. I knew you
would not be anything but kind.”

“Dear, trusting little girl!"” he said, drawing
her toward him and putting his arms about her
shoulders. “ And when the nights go by one
after another and I cannot come at all, what
then? I wonder if you will come sometimes to
this, our trysting-place, and spend an hour in
thinking of me. Ina, I learned from my inter-
view with Mr. Arnold that I must start for the
city carly to-morrow morning. I must say good.
by to you to-night.”

Do you think she will ever forget how the
plashing of the ncar, lately filled brook sounded
at that moment? how sharp and shrill was the
crickets’ chirp, or the sound of the wind as it
sighed through the cedars?
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I0 INTERWEAVING.

“To-night! O Harry! this very night ? "

Every word was a wail; and his tone was
tender as he said, “I am sorry, dear, but it
must be to-night. Will it be hard to let me
go?”

“Hard to let you go!” she exclaimed passion-
ately. ‘“Hard enough, but harder after you are
gone. It was dull and wearisome here before
you came; but my life had had nothing it might
not keep, so I had no sense of missing anything.
But now things can never be as they were before.
The days will drag themselves along, and the
realization of the difference between them and
the days that have been will drive me wild.
How am I to live through them while they grow
into maddening weeks and months ?”’

If the light had been sufficient, an observer
might have seen a smile of gratified vanity play-
ing around Matthewson’s lips as he listened.
Lightly he answered her,—

“ Don’t take the matter so to heart, my child.
There are partings and meetings every day. No
uncommon thing has come to you, little one.
Some other man may come this way and find you
out as I have done, and help you to while away
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ST/FLED WITH ROSES. Il

the time you fear will drag so heavily. I envy
him if he does, upon my word.”

“If one should come I should not care to know
him,” she answered sadly. “There is but one
Harry in all the world, I fancy.”

Something like self-reproach touched him at
these words. This child, who knew no better
than to show him all her white, honest heart,
trusted him so entirely, and he was not, had not
been, playing a true part toward her. = But she
was a child with a child’s fancies. Of course her
feelings could not be deep or lasting. Thus he
reasoned, and his next words were, —

“You will soon forget me when I am once
away, Ina.”

A strange, new thought came to Ina’s mind,
and lifting her dark eyes to Matthewson’s face,
she asked, —

“ Harry, do you think you will forget me ?"

“ No, Ina,” he answered unhesitatingly, “I shall
never forget you. What! forget one who has
made every spot within miles of us interesting,
nay, charming, by her presence? who has been
my wood nymph, my fairy of field and forest, my
star of evening, my everything pure, sweet, and
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12 INTERWEAVING.

beautiful! I shall always look back upon this
summer as the most delightful season of my life,
and ever thank you for having made it so.”

“ And I shall see you again? I shall some-
times hear from you?” Ina asked eagerly, cling-
ing desperately to her faith in him, her eyes on
the shaded face she could not see.

One more sentence and her faith and hope
were gone. .

“ The world is wide, dear,” he said. “ Who can
tell whether we shall meet again? 1 certainly
hope we shall. Another summer may find me
here as the last has done. I am so poor a cor-
respondent I won’t ask you to write me, for you
would probably not receive fair replies to what I
feel would be charming letters.”

Long he lingered in the night-enshrouded
garden saying those pretty, meaningless things
which men are saying to women every day, think-
ing, perhaps, to atone in part by a thousand flat-
teries for one enormous sin. As Ina listened,
a passage from the English history she was read-
ing with her uncle Mark came to her mind.- Dis-
racli speaking of the high compliments paid to
Sir Walter Raleigh by those who went to inform
him of his coming execution, said, —
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ST/FLED WITH ROSES. I3

“]t was stifling him with roses.”

This was the sentence Ina recalled as Matthew-
son talked. He left a light kiss on the hand he
held in parting, and said as he turned away, —

“ Good-by, my friend of a summer, good-by ;
don’t forget me.”

She did not know what answer she made. A
feeling of desolation swept over her, and she
realized that she was alone with the night and
the stars and her ruined faith.

“ And this is all,” she said wearily. “I am
what he called me, his friend of a summer—
nothing more. And in other summers he will
have other friends, and I shall be forgotten, or
only remembered as a plaything without which
the hours must have passed too slowly. Oh!
what a bright, brief, glorious, dangerous season
this has been!"”
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14 INTERWEAVING.

CHAPTER 1L

GLANCES BEHIND.

I could paint you his quaint, old-fashioned house
With its windows square and small,
And the seams of clay running every way

Between the stones o’ the wall.
Arice CARry.

The human race are sons of Sorrow born,

And each must have his portion.
THOMSON,

ONE bright spring morning, forty-seven
years before our story opens, a young man

and a fair girl stood before their pastor in the
village church in which they had worshipped since
their earliest recollection, and spoke the words
which bound them together for life. To the
farm, with its large old-fashioned buildings, which
his father had bequeathed him, John Winter took
his bride, and a new home was formed ; not
merely an abiding, place, but such a home as
loyal, loving, patient hearts and willing hands
alone can make. -

When one year, a glad, busy year, had gone by
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GLANCES BEHIND. I5

there appeared a little stranger in the Winter
household ; a dainty morsel of babyhood, with
its father’s dark hair and its mother’s regular
features, and clear blue eyes. In the beautiful
month of May the baby came, and May her name
became.

As time went on other children came until six
were born. Healthy, happy children they were,
and their parents looked forward to a time when
their old age should be surrounded and protected
by those of their own household.

But before May had completed her tenth year,
an epidemic swept through the neighborhood,
and when the next winter’s snow fell it covered
four small graves, and on four tiny headstones the
name of Winter was carved. May, the eldest,
and Mark, the youngest of their children, were all
that were left to the stricken parents.

It was a time of severe trial at the farm. The
mother’s heart seemed broken, and the father,
tender as strong, who had loved his little ones so
dearly, grieved as sorely for his wife’s sorrow as
for the loss of those who had gone to live other
lives in another world. .

But spring came with its lessons of hope, and
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16 INTERWEAVING.

the grass grew soft and green above those four
short graves, and submission, and later peace,
came to the mourning ones.

Quietly the years stole away, with no special
events to mark their course, and John and Sarah
Winter began dimly to realize that May was a
young lady, and that baby Mark was fast outgrow-
ing jackets and his first arithmetic.

One day it came to the knowledge of her parents
that May had a lover. T think all fathers and
mothers rather dread the appearance of their
daughter’s first lover. It gives them pain to know
that their darling finds any love sweeter and dearer
than the home love. And then May’s lover was
certainly not wholly unexceptionable. Not that
his habits were bad. Indeed, it might almost be
said that he had no habits. He was everything
and nothing. To-day an artist, to-morrow a news-
paper correspondent, the next making plans for
drawing a fortune from some mine, and again
hiring out with some farmer to till the ground.
While on a visit to a relative who lived near the
Winters, he met May, and immediately a strong
affection sprang up between the two. Hugh
Ellerton was very handsome, with a dark, rich
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GLANCES BEHIND. 17

beauty inherited from a Spanish grandmother,
very fascinating with his perfect manner and in-
telligent conversation. No wonder May’s heart
was taken by storm. In three weeks from the
time of their first meeting Ellerton had asked and
obtained her consent to be his wife. The parents
were told of the promise asked and given, and at
once set about trying to learn something of their
daughter’s lover. The relative at whose house
the young man was staying said that “ Hugh was
a good enough fellow, only there was no stability
to him. Couldn’t stay in one place more’n six
weeks at a time,” and that he “had no one to de-
pent on, for all his near relation was dead.”

Not a brilliant outlook for their daughter,
thought prudent John Winter and his careful
wife, and both tried earnestly to persuade May to
break her hastily formed engagement, but in vain.
Usually so obedient and easily entreated, she was
obstinate in this matter, and at last a reluctant
consent was given to her marriage. Hugh Eller-
ton, with his usual impetuosity, urged an imme-
diate union, and again the village church was the
scene of a wedding, and the same minister, now
grown old and gray, who had married John and
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18 INTERWEAVING.

Sarah Winter, performed the marriage ceremony
for their daughter and her chosen one. And
again, when two years of May’s married life had
passed away, there was a baby girl in the Winter
home. The young people had stayed at the farm ;
for John Winter objected to his daughter’s leaving
it, and Hugh, who had no home to which to take
her, loved her too well to leave her. The child
was named Ina two days after her birth, and the
next day after her christening the young mother
died. There was a longer grave made by the side
of those already in the churchyard, and of the six
children she had borne but one was left to Sarah
Winter.

Hugh Ellerton could-not be comforted, and in
desperation fled from the place where he had spent
the happiest and unhappiest days of his life. For
a year the Winters heard occasionally from him ;
but at last his letters, never dated twice from the
same place, ceased altogether. And the child Ina
grew from babyhood to girlhood with only such
knowledge of her passionate, ne’er-do-well father
and the sweet young mother who had died so soon
after her birth, as was imparted to her by others.
From her father she inherited her clear, dark com-
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CLds S BEHIND. 19

plexion, her wavy hair, and large, deep, lustrous
eyes, and her passion and sensitiveness of soul;
from the Winters her scorn of falsehood, her
abhorrence of all unjust dealings, her energy
of character.

To this child, who had been given them in the
autumn of their lives, John and Sarah Winter,
as well as their son, gave the tenderest love, the
most unselfish care. She obtained the best edu-
cation which the district and village high schools
could afford. She learned rapidly and remembered
well. At fifteen she left school, and after that
read much alone and with her uncle Mark who was
eleven years her senior.

I suppose all maidens dream dreams; and Ina’s
were of the most romantic sort. Walter Scott’s
novels were her delight, and the adventures of
King Arthur and Galahad interested her far more
than the right ways of doing household work or
of caring for household linen. She was often a
puzzle, sometimes a discouragement, to Grandma
Winter, who, like all thrifty New England house-
keepers, thought girls should first of all learn how
to do domestic work well. But Mark said comfort-
ingly, “ Never mind, little mother, Ina will find
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20 INTERWEAVING.

her work and do it well. We are not all born to
the same things.”

When Ina was seventeen a change came to her
life. Henry Matthewson came to spend a few
weeks at the village inn whose keeper was his
uncle.

The people of country towns are not long in
finding out all that can be learned concerning a
stranger in their midst, and it was asserted that
Matthewson was rather a fast youth.

The report that his father was immensely
wealthy was not doubted, for the gentleman ar-
rayed himself in the most costly and becoming
manner, and a small beautiful diamond gleamed
in his shirt front.

Ina met the young man at some rural gather-
ing, and at once became the object of his devoted
attention. He found her handsome where other
girls were plain, fresh and more interesting than
most girls he had met, and blessed his stars that
some one had been found to help him pass more
swiftly the long, listless country hours. He had
read her favorite books, he could recite with great
effect her favorite poems. He knew she admired
him, that he had become her hero, and sometimes
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GLANCES BEHIND. 21

caught himself wishing that he was all she thought
him. But he was what circumstances had made
him, and it was too much trouble to make one's
self over. He would take the good the gods pro-
vided — why not ? — and have a pleasant and idyl-
lic summer. Thus he reasoned with himself.
There was much rural gayety that season. Pic-
nics, rows on the lake, tennis, — this last game in-
troduced by Matthewson, — excursions after wild
flowers and berries, and Ina saw much of her new
friend. Her grandparents had heard the reports
concerning him, and requested Ina not to become
intimate with him, and she really intended to obey
them, but he managed to meet her again and again.
She became entranced, intoxicated, bewildered,
and believed no ill report of her prince could be
true, and that her grandparents were misinformed.
You know how it ended. I have told you of that
parting in the garden. The sweet, false words
were all said, her friend and her summer were
gone, and who shall describe her feelings as she
stood alone with the night and the stars and her
first pitiful sense of degradation? She was impa-
tient of the great pain at her heart. What had
she done that such misery should come to her?
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22 INTERWEAVING.

Was her disobedience worthy of such punishment
as this?

“The world is false, false!” she cried, making
the mistake we all make at times of judging the
world by one person. Before to-night she had
been ready to declare all men true because those
she knew were so. Now the whole world had
become false because one lacked truth. To us
who are not sages or philosophers the person
whose life touches ours at the nearest point is the

~ one by whom we measure the universe. She had
seen the clay feet of her idol. Her dream of a
summer was ended. It was midnight when she
crept into the house and to her room. She did
not know that she was shivering, and that her
teeth were chattering as though with ague. Out-
ward discomfort was unheeded before the great,
sudden mental trouble that had overtaken her.
As she combed out her long hair, she caught sight
in the mirror opposite of her pale face, and look-
ing into the great, burning, reflected eyes, she said
slowly, sadly, —

“ My childhood has gone from me, and it is a
terrsble thing to be a woman !”
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MADGE.— NEW PLANS. 23

CHAPTER IIL

MADGE. — NEW PLANS.

I feel 2 newer life in every gale;
The winds that fan the flowers,
And with their welcome breathings fill the sail,
Tell of serener hours —
Of hours that glide unfelt away
Beneath the skies of May.
PRRCIVAL.

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me
That I have much ado to know myself.
SHAKESPEARE.

TRUE “son of the soil” was Mark Win-
A ter, tall, bronzed, broad of shoulder, sinewy
of limb; a farmer because he chose to be so,
but no clodhopper; a lover of good books, a
shrewd observer of men and things, a kind son
to his father, a tender one to his mother, care-
ful of those of his own household and of all
creatures over whom he had charge; silent for
the most part, for words did not come easily to
him.
It was the month when roses blow, on a clear
bright morning, that we introduce him to you.
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24 INTERIWEAVING.

He stood with his hat in his hand, the breeze
playing with his dark hair, his face towards the
east watching the sun come up. Every clear
morning for years, except on those rare ones
when he had been prevented by illness, he had
watched and waited for the sunrise, but his hazel
eyes softened on that June day as though it was
some new sight he beheld He was in accord
with the morning, and nature spoke to him as
she only does to those who understand and love
her. When the sun was fairly risen, he turned
again to his occupation, which was fastening a
rosebush to a trellis which he had made in
some of the odds and ends of time which came
into his busy life. When the work was finished
he plucked a half-blown rose from the bush,
saying under his breath, “So like her cheeks.
She will like it, I know.”

Entering the house he placed the rose beside
a plate on the breakfast table. Near the same
plate was a fresh napkin, encircled by a hand-
some ring, and on this ring was engraved the
name “ Madge.” Half an hour later, Madge
Munroe found the lovely blossom, and exclaimed
as she took it in her hand, “Isn’t this beauti-
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MADGE.— NEW PLANS. 2¢

ful ?” never dreaming that the donor had com-
pared it to her own pink cheeks. Those cheeks
had been pale enough two months before; so
pale, and their owner so languid, that she had
consulted a physician, and had been strongly
advised by him to leave her boarding-house in
the large village, which, with its stores and
shops and large manufacturing places, was so
like a city, and obtain some quiet home in the
real country where she could breathe air un-
mixed with dust and smoke, and have plenty of
fresh eggs and new milk. But to explain how
Madge came to be a member of the Winter
household we must go back some months in
our story.

After the night on which Henry Matthewson
bade her good-by, there came many days in which
Ina Ellerton lay in a darkened room, burning,
shivering, moaning with pain, talking in a way
no one understood. Lung fever was the result
of a heavy cold taken on the evening when she
lost her girlhood.

The doctor’s old black horse and well-known
sulky stood often and long before the gate of the
Winters’ front yard, while the physician studied
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26 INTERWEAVING.

a case in which he felt an uncommon interest,
for bright-eyed Ina was an immense favorite
with him as her mother had been before her.
Grandma Winter hovered about the bedside, care-
fully administering the exact quantity of medicine
at precisely the right time, bathing the hot head,
shaking up the tumbled pillows, replying as
best she might to the wild questions that no
one could answer intelligently. John and Mark
Winter came often to the sick-room door, anxious
to do all that might be done for patient and
nurse. There were days when the doctor came
twice or thrice, and on which the entire Winter
household put aside ordinary work and waited,
fearing, hoping, praying. And after this a blessed
moment, when in tones trembling with thankful-
ness the physician said, “ She is better; she will
live.”

When the last of September came Ina was able
to sit up in the comfortable chair which Mark
brought from the village furniture rooms for her
especial use. " In October she was so far recovered
that she could go out and wander about the farm,
or sit in the autumn sunshine. There was a bench
placed beside the summer-house in the garden, and
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