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The Ghost.

A CHRISTNAS STORY.

the West End of Boston
i a quarter of some
streets, more or less, common-
1y known as Beacon Hill

T is  rich and rospectable
quarter, sacred to the abodes of Our First
Citizens. The very houses have become sen.
tiemt of its prevailing character of riches and.
respectability; aud, when the twilight deep-
ens on the place, or at high noon, if your
vision is gifted, you may sce them as long.
rows of Our First Giants, with mlent
B oo it i sl s of
sidewalk ending in square-toed curbstone,
with an air about them as if they had thrust
e o baods o thel wosthy pockets
forever, with a charactar of arctic rosors
B0 i sy i . i
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e
T by

Hry, \mmg much to say of Beacon
Hill

Iy, has, on the present occasion,
S minting Bl ez AR
stroct. which bends over the eminence,
sloping steeply down to ts bse. Itis an
strect—quaint, quict, and_somewhat
e T e S
having been bom. before the Revolation,
i mis fhem girn ot iy by AR
Mr. Middlecott, who died without heirs, and.
did this much for posterity. Posterity
ot been grateful to Mr. Middlecott. ~ The
street boro his name till he was dust, an
then got the more aristocratic cpithet of
Bowdoin.  Posterity has paid him by
effacing what would have been his noblest.
epitaph. We may expect, after this, to see
Faneuil Hall robbed of its name, and called.
S n e
ungrateful.  What safer claim to public
remembrance hus the old Huguenot, Peter

Middlocott? Ghosts, i s said, have risen
from the grave to reveal wrongs done them
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by the livings bt it needs no ghost from the

werong done to it by taking away its original
i it Bowdoin; but as
servative street, it was
cantious silence on the
subject, lest the Union should go to pieces.
Sometimesit wears a profonnd and mysteri-
ous look, as if it could tell something if it
Bad & mind to, but thought it best mot.
i o the ghs ol i et s
y o o oo |—valin e
e night, pausing at the corners to loo}
iz 808 o' soacme same,
wringing his ghostly hands in lam.
o wrong done his memory !
Rumor told it in a whisper, many years ago.
Perhaps it was believed by a few of the
oldest inhabitants of the city; but the
highly respectable quarter never heard of it ;
and, if it had, would not have been bribed
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to believe it, by any sum. Some one had
sl that some very old person had seen o
phantom there. Nobody knew who some
one was. Nobody knew who the very old
person was, Nobody knew who had ‘seen

The very ramor

Al this was many years ago. Since then
it has been reparted that, n ghost was seen
there one bitter Christmas eve, two or thrve
yvears back, The twilight was already in
Fhe street ; bt the evening lamps were not
yet lighted in the windows, and the roofs

o the opposite sidewalk, “Dr. €.
i ek Tatons o om0
04 e e o s AR
tlie Swedenborgian church.  Near this door
stood a misty figure, whose sad, speetral
eyes floated on vacancy, and whose long,
dlindowy white hair, lifted like an airy wefl
in the sireaming wind. ~That was the ghost
1t stood near the door a long time, without
any other than a shuddering motion, as
though it folt the scarching blast, which
ewept foriously from the north up the
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“dodlivity of the street, ratdling the shutters
in its headlong pusage.  Onco or twice,

some one. The twilight darkened, gradn.
ally s but it id not At away. Patiently it

A light suddenly kindlod in an apposite

w. As if tou 4 gleam from
B = iy e e interior
.uummnm, the._spect

g st gurs—D

R
e il
B it iy i viees
tropieal warmth to him, his hat set on
the back of his head, and the loose ends of

the moment, he came in sight, and swept
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upon him; and a curious agitation
on the pant of the phasiom. It gl
rapidly to and fr o in cidles,
and then, with the sme s mo”
thn, wiled tovard i, e i blown tier
oy the gale. Its long, thin arms, with
m\x\vdnnghkenpﬂc flamo spiring from the.
ers, were strotched

by, unheedingly, i
grasp the swinging arms with which he ap-
peared to buffct back tho nficing gl
Then it glided on by his s
ol oo s ceasnser it il
its pallid lpe il sgomied g, 8
it it s e—speslc 1o mo—
sreabi§ e s a1~ PR NA R
unconscious eyes, and a vesed
bold, white forchead, botoken-
fog o i wind,_ kel Bt
figure of the phantom, dark.
e e im o e
Shadow. The wind had sddenly Inllod,
and no Tonger 1ifed its white hair. It still
glded an with bim, its head drooping on
ita breast, and ifs long arms hanging by ita
side; but when he xeached the door, it sud-

shone




a8 Guost 1

denly sprang before him, guzing fixedly
into his eyes, while a convulsive motion
fashied over its grief-worn features, as i it
had shricked out a word. e had his foot
on the step at the moment. With a start,
he put his gloved hand to his forchead,
QAL e e, ook wen oot gy on
he ghost watched him breath-

now!? It scemed to him that a voice had

e had heard
it n i warlod mind
o s in & bighly wrought tate of nersous
excitement, and his medical science, with
that knowledge for @ basis, could have

ol B ey
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the door of bis library; strode n, and, leay-
ing the door sjor, threw himself into an
eany chai, and so thero in the fireroddened
dusk, with bis whito brows knit, and his
arms tightly locked on Lis breast. The
ghost had followed. him, sadly, and now
stood motionless in @ comer of the room,
its spocteal hands crossed. on its bosom, and
its white locks drooping down.

It was ovident Dr. Renton was in a
bad humor. The very library caught con-
tagion from him, and became gronty and
combre. - The furniture was grim, and sul.
Ien, and.sulky it made ugly shadows on
the carpet and on the wall, in allopathic

‘good from them. The
e i
bars of the grate, and seemed resolved not
o It o Bt o ik ol

Biine £ s, i i s
mine orten dollarsfor them. And so (glowered.
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the fire), T am determined to think of that
ontrage, and not to light them, but to go
out mysel, dircctly ! And the fire got into
i s ocn o gloving ndigaton. ore
the it Tit & whole ier of black

5l it i of le exploions, -
fore it could eool down, and sent a erimson

fare, and into the shadovwy corner filled by
the ghost.

The spectre did not move when Dr. Ren-
ton arose and lit the chandelicr. It stood
there,still and gray, in the flood of mellow
light, tains were dravn, and the
wilight without had deepencd ino durkness.
The w burning in despiteof ieclf,
By i bd
their way dor i Renton
th s back to i, his i it
him, Lis bold white forchead shaded by a

ders, high, resolute features, o command-
ing figure garbed in aristocratic black, an
not yet verging into the proportions of
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n for all in all, & vory fino
‘and fuvorable specimen of the solid men of
Boston. And soen in contrast (oh ! could o
bt Baro know it with tho sntied

e o o i stuins—a

ich rotle of s, Everyiing st ig
Dr. Reaton ooking iy, il
sterunoss,utthe halfopen door, from whenos
, dolicions porfume floats into the
library,  Somebody there, for cortain.
Soucbody pecping in with very bright,
Rontan know it, and pro-
pared b bl Ml e acut oA
s fice became trply armed

That

soverity for the encounter.
Netty, T know, he thonght. His daughter.
Soit was. In cho bounded. Bright little

catoand pleasant bovuty of fuce and figure it
needed no costly silks to graco or heighten.
Thero sho stood. ot a word from her
merry Tips, but a smilo which stolo over all
the solitary grimness of the library, und
A
¢ floated down into
e Renton, and
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the gloom began to lighton dircetly—though
e would not own it, nor relax a singlo
feature. Bt the wan ghost in the comer
lifted its head to look at her, and slo
brightened as to something worthy a spirits
Tose, and a dim phantom’s smiles, Now
then, Dr. Rentan ! the lines are drawn, and
the foe is coming. Te martial, sir, a5 when
e o o s

days!  Steady, and stand the
Sohedid. Ho kept un inflexible
N glided towand him, sofily,

& desperate struggle—internal, of courso—
for ho Kissed her, and said, “Dear little
Netty!” And so she was.

The phantom watched her with a smile,
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e g
glide o her; but it g
mained.

“Pa in the

ks to-night 17 eho asked,

in tho most winning, playfal, slvery voice.
“Pa’sn fool,” ho answored in his decp
dhost-tones, with & vexed good humor
“and yon know it.”
£ Whase. o' mater with pat. R

s Dands, and patting him, very
mh s Bouty might bars i the
Beast afer she fll in lo

e AN o s b

g
again.
i sy /e ot tmn,
on his

“Pa headache! Tt is too bad,
o817 i oo e
ing, winning way, caressing his bold, white
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brow with her ting hands. <It’s a horrid
shame, 50 it is! P-oor pa. Where doos
it ache, pupnsy, dear? In the forchead ¢
Gercbram o crobllun, papasy | Occiput

Bah! you e quiz?” he replied,
IR o, e

ry
“Going out with mother for the evening,
Dr. Renton,” she replicd b bt
Tarrabee's party, papasy. - Christmas eve,
you know. And what are you going
o give me for a present, to-morrow, pa-
5i”

Tomorrow will tell, lttle Netty.”

“Good! And what are you going to
give e, 1o that T oan maks my prosets

Tigh1 but ho growed it in fn, and

had & pocket-book out from bis breast-

pocket diretly after. Fives—tens—twen-
ies—all

ties—fifties—all crisp, and nice, and new

ank-notes.
“Will that be enough, Netty?” e
uwp g twaty. The emiling face
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nodded assent, and the bright eyes twin-
Klod.

No, it won't. But that will,” he con-
tinued, giving hor a ity

“Fity dollars, Globo Bank, Boston ™
alined Nty making goteym i B
“But wo must tako ll wo can gof, prsy 5
masttwol 1'% oomuch, though. Toank
‘you all the same, pa-sy, nevertheless” And
e kisied him, aud put the Lillin a little

i e
He made no answer;
e The phantom wathed them, slenly.
at and grim, to-

T T ot e M R I
his

e,
“No, no, puey; that wou't do. 1 want
the particnlars,” continued Nety, shaking
her head, smilingly.

“Partieulars ! Well, then, 3iss Nathalic
Renton,” he began, with mock gravity,
“your professional futher is losing some of
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bis oldest patients. Everybody s in ruin-
ous good health ; and the grass is growing.
in the graveyards”

“Inthovina i, papat-—smart g

Not that T want practice,” he went o
B iy - o patieain it
‘A rich man who took to the profession s
ply for the love of t, can’t complain on that
scare. Bhut to have an interloping she<loctor

fumily 've attended ten years, out

of my hands, and to hear the hodgepodge
gablle about physilogical Taws, and wo
man's rights, and no taxation withont
ropresentation,they loam.from her—well,
it too bad !

“Ia that all, pasy? Seems to me, 1'd
like to vote, too,” was Netty's piquant

joinder.

“Hoh! Tl warrant,” growled her futher.
“Topo you'll vote the Whig ticket, Nety,

Caon be disolved, then, pa-
sy—when the Whigs are beaten?

“Bah 1 you Tl plague,” he growled,
with a lugh, “But, then, you women
B v wayiing sbont ol
B et e
wrong with mo to-day. 1’ve been speculat-
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ing in milroad_stor
fingers. Then, old Tom Tollis e =
to-day, at Leonard’s on a rare medical work.

1 had set my eyes upon h Confound
lim? Thn, s, tv0 of my Lones are
o il in o cthers

ut, and 1 can't get

Out they N, L|mngh or Tl

erown_ sll—um,

T i et )

" o Beary-papa?”

“Him. Tl tell you The strect floor
of one of my hiouses in Hanover stroot lots
for an oyster-room. _ They keep a bar there,
and sell liquor. Last night they had a

O, father!” Netty's bright eyes
ilated with horor
“Ye, he won't die. At any
rate, there’s likely to be a stir sbont the
e and my name wil b caled into
et s T'm the landlord. And
e i ke« el o it, nd there "l
be the dence to pay, generally.
To got back the sterm, vexed. frown, to

ot
his face, with the anticipation, and beat the
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earpet with his foot. Tho ghost still
watched from the anglo of the room, and
seemed to darken, wlile its features looked

“But, father,” ssid Netty, a lttlo tremu-
Tously, “T would 't Tet. my houses to such
people. Tt's mot right; is it Why, it s
horrid to think of men getting drunk, and
Killing each other!”

Dr. Renton rubbed hia hair into dis
onder, with vexation, and then subsided
iato solemnity.

T know it’s not exactly right, Netty ;
but I can't help it. As I said before, I
wish the dovil had that burkesper. T

onght to have ordered him ot long ago,
and then this would 't have happened.
T've increased his rent twice, hoping to get
rid of him s0; but he pays without a mur-
mur; and what wn Lo do? You see, he
was an oceupant when the building cume
fnto my hands, and T let him stay. I
pays me a good, round rent; and, apart
om his cursed trafic, hos a good tenant.
Whatcan T dot T¢'s s good thing for b
B e i e, pesneiay,
confmmd him.  Here's o nice rumpus
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T'm afiid s not u good

onifro HE8 rknbies i
thom, and Jaid its spectral hand upon her
forelead. The shudowy eyes

under the

words heard only in the sileneo of his heart
—hear her, hear her
“Imust think of it,” resumed Dr. Ren-

occurs again, he must quit at onee. 1 dis-
ke to lose a profitable tenant; for no other
business wonld bring me the sum his does.
Bl | orytady oo e o Bl

his property—why should 't 14

i e

its head again on its breast, and crossed s
arms, - Netty was silent. - Dr. Renton con-
tinued, petulantly :

AT
et into my premises. There’s
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bires & couple of rooms for a dwelling,
overhead, in that sume building, and for
shroo montls T have it g o cnt from
her. T know these people’s tricks, Her
montl's noicsexpies tomoror, and ont
o

Boor croauro!” sighed Netty

BT e, et oo et
i i oy n vl

Prhaps sho can't pay yor, pa,” trem-

B Lo coe s 1 ot sl
thero s plonty of rooms t0 lci”
“Porhaps sho ean’t find one, pa,” answer-
e

7.
“Humbug!” retorted her father; “T

«Pa, dear, if T were you, I'd tum out
hat rumselle, and.let the poor woman
stay a little Tonger ; Just a lttlo, pa.”
“Shan't Hah! that would be
scattering money out of both pockets.
Bhao't ot Out she sall go; anc. as for
Bim—well, he’d better tum over  new,
leaf. There, let s leave the subject, dar




2 a8 GHOST

ling, Tt voxes me. How did we contrive
to got into this train. Bah!”

Ho drew ber closer to Lim, and Kis-
o ler forehead,  Sho sat quietly, with
ST R

“I a gueely {oar e Notir e

after  dhort pase. “My nerves

B highstrung with tho tum matters
have taken.

“THow isit, papat The headache?” sho
answered.

“Y-es—no—not exaetly ; Tdow't know,”

pi, T declare,” eried Netty, start-
g up ST did 7 forget al about , wnd
Leame down expresly to give it you!

it Oh! hero i
Sl drow from hor pocket an old leter,
faded {0 3 pale yellow, snd gave it to him,

The ghost started suddenly
“Why, bless my soul! it the very let-
you get that, Nathudiot”

. Rento
I found it on the stairs after diuser, pa.”
“Yes, 1 do remember taking it up with
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e T must have dropped it,” he answered,
musingly, guzing at the superseription,
The ghost was guzing at it too, with startled
interest,

“What beaatif it s, pa,” mur.
B i
you? It Iooks yellow enough to have been

“Fifteen years ago, Netty. When you

B e i oo o e, s ol wee
sill

“It is strange,” he resumed, speaking
vacantly and slowly, 1 have not thoughtof
him forsolong a ime, and to-lay—cspecially
this esening—T have felt. as if he wero con-
wme. Ttis o singular focling.”
i et hand to his forehead, and

SR TR

shoulder. The phantom slowly
e e o «
i

Wit s Bt 17 i with
hushied voice.
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A young man—um author—a poct.  He
had been my dearest friend, when we were
oys; and, though T lost sight of him for
yearo—he led an_ematic life—we

d. Poor, poor fellow!

e stern voice had saddoned, and
Mool fimenlena (Tl spsckal R
il

“Tlow did ho e, father 1™
“A Tong story, durling” Do replied
gravely, “and asad one. - o was very poor
and proud. e was o gentus—that s, a
person without an atom of practial talent.
i parents died, the last, s mother, when
Tie was near manhood. T was in college
then. Thrown upon the world, he picked
up a seanty subsistence with his pen, for &
time. 1 could have got him & place in the
counting house, but ho would ot take it;
in foch bo et 8t for it Yom ot
hamess Pegsus to the carty you know.
Besids, b depitel el riion
T course; but ho was alvays
g Nirstur was one of
the rocks he foundered wasn't
el i e
delicato—funciful—to please the popnlar
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taste; and then he was full of the radical
and funatical notions which infected so
‘many peaple at that time in New England,
and infect them now, for that matter ; and
e
ples, which he kept till his dying day,
B i b,

always staved off his chances of success,
Corfsequently, he never roso above the
drudgery of some employment on news-
papers. Then ho was terribly passionate,
w s 0t

it he saw, orif
he fancied he saw, any wrong or
to any one, it was enongh to throw him

into a frenzy ; he would get black in the
and absolutely shriek out his denuncia-
tions of the wrongdoer. I do believe he
would have visited his own brother with
the most unsparing invective, i that brother
had laid o harming finger on & street-beg
or a colored man, or & poor person of any
kind. T don't blame the fecling; though
with & man like him, it was very apt to be
false or mistaken one; but, at any rate,
its exhibition wasn't sensible.  Well, as I
avas saying, ho buffeted abont in this world
& long time, poorly paid, fod, and clad;
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f other people than
Lo did of himsclf. Then mental suffer-
ing, physical. esposue, and want Killd
Lim,

The stern voice had grown softer than &

et They
el e
il mma with great sufforing.

solomn_sigh
the dwelling. Tho silonce scemed scarcely
broken by the voico of the young girl.

was ‘very sad. Did

“Of want, my child, of hunger and cold.
Tdowt doubt it. Ho had wandorod abont,
as 1 gather, honseless for . conple of days
and nighte. It was in Docombar, too.
Some one found him, on a rainy night, lying
in the street, drenched and burny

fover, and had him taken to the hospital.
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It appears that he had always cherished o
e o Tt
e
constuntly mentioned my name, A
sent, for me.

after two years.
—dying. Heaven can witness that T felr
all my old love for him return then, but he
was delirious, and never recognized
And, Nathalie, his hair—it had been coal
black, and he wore it very long, he would n't
let them cut it either; and as they knew no
R T
way—his hair was then as smow!
B <t e st e
ehich had. becn s

e covered his eyes with bis hand, and
sat silently. The fingers of the phantom
stll shone diraly on his head, and its whito
mk. drooped above him, like a weft of

L What was hi name, e 17 sked. tho
pitying girl.

“George Feval. The very name sounds
like fever. He died on Christmns eve,ffteen
years ago this night. Tt was on his death-
bed, while his mind was tossing on a sea of
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Sirious funcies, hat b wrote e his long
letter—for to the Tast, T was uppermost in
histhoughts. Tt s a wild, incoherent thing,
of course— strange mixture of sense and
madness.But T have kept it 2 o memorial

ot T hare ot odkad at ;e Ty
but this moming T found it wmong my
Fhis ol Wit Lw ke

wind all day.”

TR e

R o b
futher!” she excluimed. The writing i
fnltless”

“Itis, ndeed,” he replied. “Would he
R

ead it futher,” soid Nathalie.

No—but Il read you detached passage
here and there,” he answwered, after a pause.
 The rest you may read yourself some time,
if you wish. 1t is puinful to me. Here’s
the besinning :

i3y Dear

Charles Renton : —Adiew,
and adien. 1t is Christmas eve, and
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going Tome. T am. s0on to exhale from 1y
s, Lk the spirit of @ Troken fower,
Eeulems fororer

It s very wild. o
fover-raze, Horo is a passago that seems
1o rofer o s own exporience of i

“Four friendship was dear 1o me.
7 give you irue love.Stocks and. returns.
Fou are rich, but 1 did not wish to be your
Bounty's pauper. Condd Tieg ? Ihad my
work to do,for the vorld, but ok ! the world
has o place for souls that can only love
and suffor. How many miles to Balylon ?

e et
wofar ! Atk sanlings—dicy knov.

B s o s i oo and e wortd
as Rilled e, Charles.””
uu frightens me,” said Nathalie, as he

P il et replied
BT om0 e psyclml ay
of maduess. To me, who knew him, there
are gleams of sense in it, and prssage
the delirinm of the language is only a
transparent veil on the meaning.
remainder is devoted to what he thought
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gttt g
e. Poor—i
T phentom s R s fce s
15 the doctor slowly turmed over the pages
of tho letter. Nathalic, bending over the
Teaves, luid her finger ou the lust, and asked
—“Wiat e those closing ' sentences,
futhert Tead tho.”
SONY that s what ho ealled s “lust
comadl o a e D A
tnctured it the prevailing ideas of his

think of in the counizy, be says
are your. sisters_and your brothers—love
o o P s L0 s
i wealth for s much good, take my last
counsel. T the name of the Saviour, 1
change you be trua and tender to mankind.?
e goes on to bid me “Zive and labor for
the fallen, the neglected, the sufering, and.
#he poor ;* and finally ends by ad

e i o ity mt B
ls “a service to hamanity” is worth
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‘more o the doer than a service to anything
else,or than anything we can gain from the
world. b, well! pooe George.™

“Bug s all that true, fthert”
Netty; it seoms so.
“IT'm,” he S through his losed

o the alms-house pretty soon. _The greatest
good of the greatest number—that s my rule

‘making
against the nocessay evilsof society or turn-
ing philanthropst at large, or any quixot-
that sort, T do n't believe in it.
didn't make the world, and we can’t mend
it. Poor George. Well—icsatrest, The
world was n't the place for him.”
grow silent.  The spectro glided
slowly 10 tho wall, and stood v i it were
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thinking what, with Dr. Rentor’s rale of
scton, wat o becams of the grete: ool
of the smallest number.

hor futher's knoe, hi nkvngm\ly of Georgo,
Feval, and of his having becn starved and

 Father,” said Nathalie sofly, “I folt,
ld i iy s e S
s 1 Thoroom wae
2 gt o4, e wind e
Netty, dear, 1've felt that all day, I be-
lieve,hereplied. Hark! thereis the door-
1. O goes the spirit-world, and here
comesthe actnal. Confonndit! Someoneto.
seeme, Ull warrant, and Pm notinthe mood.”
Tl got into a fret at onee. Netty was not
the Netty of an hour ago, or she would
have consed him ont of t. But she did ot

herelf in a chair. Presently & nose, with
a great pimple on the end of it, appesred
at the edge of the door, and x weak, piping.
volee snid, recklos of the proper tens,
there was a woman wanted to see you, sir”

“Who is i, James t—no mater, Show
her in.”

Tie got up with the vexed scowl on his
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fuce, and walked the room. Tn & minute
al

i down, o e, wih & ol amtrnined
civlity.

Mo Lo wonan, ity mid, « Good
even Renton,” od w down sy,
B i oo bk
7 e rpi b
rate tenant, who had paid no. rent for three
months, and had a notice to quit, expiring
tomorro.

Cold evening, maam,” remarked Dr.
Renton, in his hard

B i i v e cowel i

Won't yousit nearthefire, mu'am,” said
Notty, gotly; yon look ol

No, miss, thank you I'm not cold,”
was th fint roply.  Sho was cold, though,
as well she might be with her poor, thin
shawl, and open bonnet, in such a bitter
B e
igid, sharp, suffering look in her pincled
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fentures that betokened she might have been

hungry, oo
oo poglcontmindthocoldwostry
‘miss,” she: ile, hervoice

getting a litle stronger. - They ave to,
bear it, and they get used to it.”

e had not evidently borne it long
S indifference.

pathy lread)
TRt B
Tooking jealondly, meanwile,at Net
el N Nl s it it
hisevening 1 Tsuppase you'se bronght me
myrent.”
“The litfle woman grew paler, and her
voice scemed to fail on her quivering lips.
S S

futh

“Nathai, plss to it
Welll ave no nonsense carried on here, he
it ke, ok e
abeyed the som, deive onlery eaing
the door ajar behind her.

e il i st
Tntely put bis right leg up to rest on Lisleft
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‘He did not look at his tenant's fice,
determined that her piteous expression (got
up for the occasion, of course) should be
wasted on him.

Welk, Mow, Miller;” he said

Dr. Renton,” she began, faintly gather-
ing her voice a8 she procceded, 1
oma to sco yon abont. the rent. T am very
somy,sir,to havo made you wait, but we

“T expected to have got money from my
husband beforo this,sr,” she resumed,  and
Twrote to him. T got a letter from him
today,sr, and it said that he sent me fity
Bolim » moth g o o et it s
pears that the post o blame, or
somebody,for I never m U i sy
three monthe’ wages, sir, and it is very bard
tolose it. Ifit had w't been for that, your
rent would have heen paid lon »

Do llors & vord of s “sory,”
thought Dr. Renton, sententions

T Cnght e e conioned, embeld-
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eaed by bis silence, “that if you would be
e
not let

it
high, and_provisions, and
overyibing; sad wo're only poor poopl.
you kno, and it'sdifficult to got along.”

1

The doctar made o repl
s unfortunate,
eing able jo g emplayment ey
out of work, in the
gt iais Sl
oling 19 dopesd btk s A
fumily that he’s in now, s, don't give him
el A
‘and his board—but it was tho best ch
doul iy ke o T L
R
sobo want e It foen & ard st il
500 vae ot e e
with fover, and wo do 't hardly lumwlmw
it o living, And so, sir, I hi
s il Lfericiue Desri
dren alonc, o ask you if you wouldn't be
Vi i o wath A i Yol e
hope to make i right with you in the end.”
“Mr. Miller,” said Dr. Ronton, w
e e

resum
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tion the truth of any statement yon ma,
make; but T must tell you plainly, that T
can't afford o let my houses for nothing. 1
ok you s mont ag,the ity coult py
me my rent, you must vacate the pre:

Youknow very wel that there are plenty (.r

at her, saw her pale lips fulter. It shook,
the ernlty of hix purpose a litlle, and ho,
had a vague feeling that he was doing wrong.
Nt withont a prond straggle, during which
00 word was spoken, could he beat it down.
Meanwhile, the phantom had advanced
pace toward the cente o the room.

t 35 the state of the matter, ma'am,
he resumed, coldly. ~ People who will not,
pay mo my rent must not live in my tenc-
ments. You must movo out. T liave no
more o sy

“Dr. Renton,” she said iy T

el child—how can Tmove now? Oh ! sir,
178 Christnaaove._don 't bo hard with ua
Tnstead of touching him, this speech irri-
tated him beyond measure. Pusing all
considerations of her diffieult position in-
volved in her pitcous statement, his anger
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Dl bbbl
s unjust and unkind. - Soviolent was
excitement that it whule\l ey e el
that rushed to his lips, and only fanned the
Tury et sphskld from tho itfenss oL
face in bis eyes.

“Be pationt with us si,” she eontinued;

e fary now burst ont. on his face in a
red and angry glow, and the words came.

Now, attend to mel” He rose to his
feet. T will not hear any more from you.
T know nothing of your poverty, nor of the
condition of your family.

and will. You have had your legﬂ noent
quit my house to-morrow; if you don',
e

i ks hu] mﬂ,ed Lot es
of the room. face with
lnmAdxhtmg—hlmkenmg—vln ot
chuddering with a fary
0 ot At i o
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its lashing lips, and on its writhing features,
and an wnearthly anger streaming from itc
bright and terrible eyes—it scemed to throw
down, with its tos i
hate and malodi
whose words had smitten poverty and suf-
fering, and whose heary hand was breaking

human Emem s
erushied wnd frightened by tho wall. e
Kuew it vaguely. Conscience was battli

fore him, like a dark clond in the image of &

man. But its darkness was lightening sloy

Iy, and ts ghostly anger lad passed awy
‘woman, paler than before, hud

ruined. Yot her desperat
to abandon u.e chances of his mercy, and
she now sai
D Benton yon ey dow't mean what
you have told me. Won't you bear with
e il g nd ws will o ks
allight with you?
“T lave given you my answer,” ho
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retumed, caldly; T hiave no more to add.
Tnever take back anything I say—never!”
Towo . o wever did_nuir! Sho
Balf rose from her seat s if 0 g0
ak and sckened wih tho Vit ottt
it, she sunk down again with her
Lo Tomat o v+ stk

conscionsness grew dim within her, and care
d to die.
had been s0 eruel and so hard, sat

sileat in black gloom. The stern and sullen
o0d from which had dropped but one fierce

ng at the door, while the colloguy
enton. It might have flamed violently,
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had is tenant made any further attempt to
change his purpose. _She had not.

for a fecling, like  mist, began to gather in
his mind, and make the occurrences of
‘moments before uncertain.

Aloca nov, o v 7ot opprmed with
a sensation_that somet

1 for the phlml»m

B i o i e,

Bis brain; its other hand pointed move-
lessly to the open Jotter on the tablo hesid
him.

o ook the shests from th tble, ik
ing, at tho moment, only of Geor
B e 5 i < i s oy rri
s, “In the name of the Saviour, T charge
‘yon, be true and tender to mankind!” an

he words tonched him like a low voice from
e grave,  Their penetrant reproach pierced
the hardnes of his heart. e tossed the let-

In & moment ho took up the fuded sheots
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‘more revereutly, but, only to lay them down
again.
o ad not o ll st day and b

ing todivert his mind from what had possed,
by reflection on other themes, he could ot
hold his thoughts; they came toeming but
dim, and slipped and fell away; und only

ams tightly interlocked, e resolved to
werench Lis mind down by sheer will upon

other things; and & savagze pleasure at what

at onee seemed success, took possesion of

him. Tn this mood, he heard soft footsteps

and the rustle of festal garments on the

s, and o ferce complacency in being

able to clearly apprehend that it was his
and 4

even vaice . Renton—a serene and
polished. lady with whom he had lived for
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years in cold and civil alienation, both sec-
ng s littloof each other as possible. With
ascowl of will upon his brow, he received

o distinatly into Lis mind, even to

the minutia of the dress and ornaments he

door and the rattle of receding wheels, and
someliow it was Nathalio and not his wife
his

that he was holding so grimly in his

thought, and with her, salient and vivid as
B
tenant, conncted i
Googs Foml. Sringing o b o o
walked the roor

Bl had dhaow. bimselt on & sce, el
striving to be rid of his remorseful visita-

he harshly asked him what he wanted.
‘The man only came in to say that Mre. Ren-
ton and the young lady had gone out for the
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S ‘
b e

any tea, and if anybody called, ho was

Bon 4 b Wil iy ey, e

Ief the room, closing tho door bohind

Tf he conld but sleep a Jitele! Rising

from the sofa, e turned the lights of the
chandelier low, and sereened the fire. The

ill. The ghost ool il
radiant, in a remoto comer.
it e O
ho had forgotten of his dead now
tarted upagain in nmevlvllv'ame. ek e
the grave of many years ; and not ane of
thens b Tinked el by some mysterons
bond to something connected with s ten-
ant, and became an aceusation.

o had M.t for e i B
feeling more and more unmanned by illness,
and his mental excitement fast becoming in-
tolerable, when he heard a low strain of mu-
sfe, from the Swedenborgian chapel, hard
T e
and rest, and its mind,
Lk rehef Pt s s il

ecting; or it might be that
i a6 o e s il
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Whatever its purpose, it breathed through
his heated funcy like a cool and fragrant
A sweet, and wan.
" 0 strain more
mysterious and melaneholy, but very shad-
owy and subdued, and evoking the innocent,
i e ook of aly ot efre
L

and yot was dimly aware that cither some-
R
nataral sc
B reove i s e
more infinite and awhl. 1t was ill low.
and indeterminate and sweet, but had un-
accountably and strangely swelled into
gentle and sombre dirge, incommanicably
‘mournful, and filed with a dark significance
that touched him in his depth of rest with
& secret tremor and awe. As he listened,
rapt and vaguely woudering, the
his tranced sinking seemed to come to an
end, and with the feeling of one who had
been_ descending for many hours, and at
leugth lay motionless at the bottom of a
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eep, dark chasm, he Teard the music fail
and cease.

A panse, and then it rose again, blended
with the sclemn voices of the choir, sublimed
and dilated aching bim s thongh
from weird night gulfs of the upper air, and

dition of his being, the strains scemed un-
carthly intheir jmmense and  desolate
grandenr of sorrow, and their mournul and
durk significance was now for him.  Work-
ing within him_the impression of vast, in-
nnmerable, oeing shadows, thick crowding
memorics of all the ways and deeds of an
existence fallen from its early dre

aims, poured across the midnight of his soul,
and under the streaming melancholy of the

treason. Tt did not terrify or madden him ;
T Tistened to it rapt utterly as in some
deadening ofher of drean

inmost core all its powerfl grief and aceu-

athering and sonnding on into yet mightier
‘pathos, il all at once it darkened and spread
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wide in wild despair, and aspiring again into
a pealing agony of supplication, quivered
and died wway in a low and fanereal sigh.
The tears streamed suddenly upon his
his soul lightened and tumed dark
within him ; and as one fints away, so con-

his brain, for ho slept and heard it no more.
Eslay rmuly by ssming o s
in motionless repose. The room was dim
R i e ot ook wnconh

spes around him. The red glow upon
the ceiling, from the scroened fire, showed
the wisty figure of the phantom knecling
by Lis side. Al light had gone from tho
spectral form. It knelt beside hiw, mutely,
a8 in prayer. Once it gased at his quict
face

it resumed its former aititnde, and the slow
hours crept by.
At It it rom nd glidel to the ol
on which lny the open letter. Tt scemed to
1 o ity e
but vainly. Next it esayed the lifting of
4
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a pen which lny there—but fiiled. Tt was
a piteous sight, to see its idle efforts on
these shapes of groser matter, which o
have to it but the existonce
of illusions. Wandering sbout. the shad-
owy room, it wrung ite phantom hands 48
in despair.
Presently it grew still. Then it pussed

ness. The pale flume again flowed from
it and, steaming doward o 1 brin.

g
ORI
his dead fr ight and_awful by

ice and tht i d gl Ta the Sl




g orost 51

that gk cmoge,Grom eping o mking
i aartiey
ol

ot
i mad thso common spects
rible. Then,all the hard, stron

#, how vivi
B et i o o el
ing throngh his veins—the blood curdling
at his heart—a cold sweat starting on his
forehead, he stared through the dimness of
the room. Al was vacancy

Wit stron shudder, ho strode forsard,
and turned up the flames of the chandelier
A flood of garish light filled the apartment,
s

hicl tom of his dream had
pﬂmled,hc turned and took it from the table.
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The last page lay upward, and ovry word
of the solemn counsel at the end soomed to.
il on the paper, nd all its mighty wican-

tha d touched i hd o o dper
and reached vhiat God

The very room,in its
light and silence, and the lurking sentiment

dure it. He must go out. He will walk
4 s not Jate—it is but ten

0.
dream till hung Tearily
He was in the strect—he hard-

T




a8 GHoST 53

he had left behind, and haunted by the
sense that something was groping about.
there in the darkness, searching for him,
The night was still and cold. The full
was in the zenith. Tts icy splendor
lay on the bare streets, and on the walls of
the dwellings. The lighted oblong squares
of curtained windows, here and there,
e dim and waxen in the frig
The familiar_aspeet of the quarter lad
Teaving behind only a corpse-
Tike neighborhood, whose huge, dead feat-
ures, staring rigidly fhrough the thin, white
shroud of moonlight that covered all, left
10 breath upon the stainless skies. Throngh
the vast silence of the night he pussed
B wey s of i il ok
remote to his mufied ser
Gradualy, s bo i e o i
 fling tht o thing—s
Wi, aimagiasho ving gging
him. He had thought of going e
i club-room ; but be now shrauk from en-
g, i s Ging ner i, e ghtsd
ro his set wero busy with cards
i, ove e Tiguae and chgire,
and where the heated air was fill of their
idle fices and earcless chatter, Test some one




54 a8 Gmost

chould bavl out that e was pale, and ask
bim what, was the matter, and he should
answer, tremblingly, that something was
following bim, and then !

Ho must got Hid of it first; he must wlk
y, and bafflo s purit by tuming
Sharp comers, and_ planging nto devios
stroets and erookel lancs, and so losa it
Tt was diffcult to reach throngh memery

hounted by this foclings but he afterward
remembered that, without any other pur-
pose than to bafle his imaginary p

ays (e |
eheais po'mlm\i (Ixrmmg-h
fares, and choosing unfrequented and tortn-
ous byways, but never ridding himself of
that l\nrnh\c confusion of mind_in which
the fuces of bis dead friend and the pale
Wt e snenlfiences S EEE
finey that bo was followed. Once, as he
passed tho 1.(,.,m| g died, o
0 flash and vanish from.
almost dentify
the dogging gnh\m i the fgure b il
e
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with a disconnected remembrance that this
was Christmas eve, and then slipped from
him, and was lost.  He did not pause there,
but strode on. But just there, what had
een frightfal became hideous. ~ For at once.
with the convietion that
the thing that lurked at a distance belind
\ was quickening its movement, and
coming up to seize him. ~ The dreadfal fancy
stung him lke & goad, and, with  start, ho
accelerated bis fight, horitly conscious that
what he feared was slinking al
shadow, close to the dark bulks of the hovses,
B8 iy o, o e o vtk
ter! His footfulls rang hollowly
and Toud on the moonlit pavement, and in
contrast with their rapid thuds he felt it as
something peculiarly terrible that the furtive
thing behind, slunk after him with soundless
feet. Faster, faster! Traversing only the
most. unfrequented strests, and at that late
hour of a cold winter night, he met no one,
and with s terrifying conscionsness that his
pursuer was gaining on him, he desperately
strode on.  He did not dare to look behind,
dreading less what he might sce, than the
‘momentary loss of speed the action might
oceasion. - Faster, faster, faster!  And allat




50 a8 GHOST

o
et LT

Witk s B b ok fako o b
secing, hearing, heeding nothing, aware only
that the other was silently louing on b
ek o s 1o oo il i
i e ki
ooy vl sy
comer with Lix back to the wall, and his
arms convulsively drawn up for @ grapple;
and folt something rush whirring past bis
fauk, stiking bim on the shoulder s it went

ing ,-np,.au«n o e e

thinking confusedly and wearily what
fool he had been. Ho felt he had wan-
dered w lon n his house,

some thinly-peopled street, whose funiline
ied Tost to him in the magical
divguise the superb woonlight had thrown

?
{
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overall. Suddenly a film scemed to drop
from Lz eyes, as they becamo xiveted o
lighted window, on the opposite side of the
way.Ho started, and  secret. temor crept
over him, vaguely mixed with the memory
of the shock he hud felt us ho turned tho
Inst coner, i ot il g
that something i im.
A%t samo st ho et and. theled to

below ; and his tenant’s ight in & chamber
above! The added shock which this dis-

covery gave to the heaving of his heart,
made him gasp for breath. Could it be?
Did b still dream? While he stood pant-
ing and staring at the building, the city
locks began to strike.  Eleven o'clock it
was ten when ho came away ; how he must
have driven! His thoughts canght up the
word. ~ Driven—by what! Driven from
his house in horror,through strect and lane,

x half the city—driven—hunted in ter-
ror, and smitten by a shock horo! Driven—
driven! Mo cold not rd s mind of the
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o e o e S
him began to ring

Hivied spplaie ace Ightsz‘stiE
tional Theatre all the cvening, and were
now singing and howling homevard.
Groups of rde men, nd ude by e
breaths steaming in the iy air, began
eemp b7, Sl i s e el
he was forced to draye back to the wall, and
give them the sidewlk. Dazed an
dy, in cold fear, and with the returming
sense of something near him, he stood and
watched the groups that pushed and tum-

the
barroom within echoed their trampling foet

 hoarse voiees. Then, us bis glance wan-
dered upward to bis tenants window, he
thought of the sick child, mixing thie hid-
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eons discord in the dreams of fever. The
e Bocogh ot o o e i
of his o the name of the
Barion, 1 dmrgs ol
o mankind1” “The memoryofhos worde
seemed to ring clearly, as if &

that humble home, to make desperate pov-
erty more desperate, to sicken sickness, and

to sadden somrow. Before him was. the
dram-shop, let. and licensed to nourish the
worst and most bratal appetites and in-
tincts of human natures, at the sacri

The throng of tipplers and drunkards was
swarming through its hopeless door, to galp.
i e oms fgallinen,

rics, and crimes, m\m,s-mugw.
B i e e e v
iRy oy
within those walls last night. - Within thoso
walls no good was ever done but, daily,
mnmitigated evil, whose results were e
ing on to torture uaborn generations. e
had consented to it all! He could not
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flter, or oquivocate, or evade, or exense,
His dead friends words rang.
ko the trump of the judgment
angol. o was conquered.

Slowly, the resolve fo instantly go in up-
ros0 within him, and with it a change came

sclono

ard at
the e of tho house, and, Druing by
host of white, rattling spectres. of frozen
duﬂms, vhich danelo e oo i th
e, mounted some wooden steps, and
rang the bell. Tn a minute he heard foot-
steps within, and saw the glewm of &
Jump.  His heart palpitated violently as
he heard the lock turning, lest the answerer
of his summons might be his tenant.
The door opened, and, fo his relef, he
stood before a rathor decent looking Trish-
man, bending forward in bis stoc
with one boot and & lamp in b
e
of tumbled red hair, with a half smile
round s loose open mouth, wnd sid,
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“Begorra!” This was o second floor

Dr. Renton was relicved at the sight of
him ; but he rather failed in an attempt at

his rent-day suavity of manner, when he
i

“Good evening, Mr. Flanagan. Do you
1 can see Mrs. Miller tonight {”
Sho’s up there, docther, Mr.
Flanagan mado » sudden start for tho iy
with the boot and lamp at arm’s length b
B . i oopod sty <Yall
g0 upi—or wud she come down to ye?”
h anxions indecision in
Mr. Flanagun's general aspect, pending the.
v e bo b 0 snewe th quation

o 0 up, Mr. Flanagan.” returned Dr.
Renton, stepping in, after a pause, and
shutting the door. “But I'm afraid she’s

e?  Mr. Flana-

head.  Then, with another inspiration, and
speaking with such veloeity that his words
ran into each other, pell-mell, he continued ;
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small gils sick, sur.  Begorr, T wor
just pullin’ o th' boots tub gww for the
docther, in th' nixtstreth, ' summons him.
to her releh, fur it bad she is bet-

by his gobing the lanp fnto th L 0£A)
and involving himself in diffulties in try-
ing to get it out again without dropping
c\ﬂlc{, g finally by Dr. Renton.
eedn’t_go, Mr. Flanagan. 1'll
et BT
He stepped slowly up the stairs, followed
b od Flanagan. Al his timo

and a confused din of conrse oices,
with boisterons calls for oysters
K, came, hardly deadencd Ly the
m vells from the haunt below, and
o e s ety i
within—louder in the street without, where
the oysters and driuk were recling and roar-
ing off to brutal dreams. ~People tryin

Sloap hero; a sick child up_stairs.
 Tino stew) Oneroast! Four sle! Hurry
‘em up! Three stew! Tn mumber six!




T omosT: 63

One fancy—hwo rosst! One sling| Threo
brandy—hot ! Zwo stew! One whisk'
akin! Humy ‘em wp!  Wat yeh *hout!
Three brand’ punch—iot ! Four stew!
What-yooh sov!. Tieo gin-codk-£ilt One
(s
ling, cursing, swearing, langhi

tranplag, unblng, drving, R

“Hu-

“F]-nmgm, aih D e, vl
e da you have i s

it Huot Do
Dut Tm webked out ov me bed wid ‘em,
Sundags an’ ll. - Sure did't they murdber
wan of e, out an” out, st ight 1

s the man dead 1

“Dead? Troth he is. An’ cowld.”

“Are yo there, docthert” Flanagan

anxious fo the lust, and trying to peer up

CEEE e B ER
“Yes, Thank you!” in the
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samo whisper.  Before he could tap at the
door, then durkening in the receding light,
it opencd suddenly, and a big Trish woman
s 5 v i S

calling to some one in an inner room:
“Hee b i Mrm Ml and hem boumced
ont again, with a ¢ in, if you

again, with  “ Sure an’ Jehms was quick ;"
never once looking at him, and utterly un-
conscions of the presence of her landlord.
Tre had hardly stepped into the room and
taken off his hat, when Mrs. Miller came
from the inner chamber with a lamp in er
hand. Tow she started! With her palo
fio gy ity il o i
on ler bosom, she could o

Uiy, 6 Dr. Tanton1” and tand, st
and dumb, gazing with a frightened look st
Ha ot il b el
M. Flanagan came bolting out

with wild eyes and a sot of stupefiod horror

over in her fll, and gaher erself up with
a subdued howl, and subside.
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“Mrs. Miler,” began Dr. Renton, in u
Tow, husky voice, glancing at her frightened
face, T Tope you'll be composed. T spoke
to you very harshly and rudely to-night
but T really was not myelf—T was in anger
e e
Jook it al,and—but T will speak of this
presentl will
you let e look now at your sick child 2"
Ho spoke hurriedly, but with evident
fltered;
1.

now—1 am a

B ieine b peinta i, i
ey in  decper palor.

r. Renton,” she said, hastily, “T have
T i
were lurt and vesed—und I know you
Dave tried to make it up to me again, sir—
secretly. T know who it was, now 3 but T
ean’t take it, sir. You must take it back.
B e il

“Mre. Miller,” e replicd,
yond measure, I don't undenstand. yon,
What do you mean?”

“Dow't deny it, sir. Please not to,”
sho suid fmploringly, the tears starting to
her eyes. T am very grateful—indeed I

5
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am. But T eant accopt it Do tako it

u\(m Miller,” he replicd, in o hasty
voice, «what do you meant T bave sent
gou othng —notlng tal. Thare, thers
Tore, nothing to

She ookl ar bim aelly, evidealy

D et o
You sent me nothing tonight, sirt”
she lod, ol
ing at any time—nothing” he
.,me frmly.

Tt would have been fally to have
believed the truthfal look of bis wondering
face, and she tured away in_ amuzement
and mufu.mm There was o long pause.

T hope, Mrs. Miller, you will ot refuse
S e
he said, at length.

Sl Started, and ropliod, tremblingly snd
confusedly, o, sir; we shall be grateful

sou, if you can save her"—and went
quickly, with a strange abstraction on her
white face, into the inner room. He fol-

on, with her apron over her head and face,
he laid his hat on a table, went to the bed-
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He soon satisfiod himself that the
little sufferer was in no danger, under prop-

side of the little girl, and felt her head and
pulse.

babbed wp on her legs, with en\xghunod
alacrity, when he asked if there was any
R
and said, “sure I wall!” e had a lttle
A ey

0 explode presently, and staring at it up-
side down—was to be lefi—lgft, mind

10 bring here.”  But she had shufled off at
lost with o confident, “yis, sur—aw, T
Jnoo,” her head nodding satisfied assent,
and her big thunb covering the note on the
‘margin,  charge to Dr. O. Renton, Bow-
doin street,” (which 7 know, could not kecp.
it from tho eyes of the angels!) and ho sat
down to avwait her return.
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Mrs. Miller,” hesuid, Kindly, “do 't be
armed about your child.  She is doing
well; and, afier you have given her the
medicine Mrs. Flanagan vill bring. yon'll
find her much better, tomorrow. She st
belkepteue and it you o, el
o all right

40kt D Banten, T s 7ery i g
was the tremulons reply s “and we will fol-
Towe all directions, . Tt is hard to keep
K gt i kop s till s wo ca,
and th othor childron are very still; but
th st i very noey all the daytime and
R

Kaow it, Mrs. Millr, And L'm afraid

2 people downistairs disburb yon some-
what”

“They make some stir in the ovening,

ork !
poeue g
alk beginning a song. * Ro-o- on, sil-ver
moon”—. The silver moon ceases to roll
e e lnugh[er,
sending up broken fragments of
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e EmaiL
into the night
What ye-e-h out
“This i outrageons, Mrs, Miller, Where's
the watchman ¢
She smiled fuintly. “Ho takes one of
them off occasionally,sir but he's afaid ;
they beat 4
“Ion't your room rather cold, Mrs. il
ler?” He glanced at the black
dimly scen in the outer room.
necessary to keep the rooms cool just now,
but this air scems to me cold.”
civing no answer, he looked at her,
and saw the sad truth in her averted face.
ST og your pardon,” ho said quickly,
flushing to the roots of his hair. T might
have known, after what you said to me this

£

ing.
“We had a little fire here to-day, sir,”
the said, struggling with the pride and
shumo of poverty ; “ but wo hiave been ont
of firing for two or three days, and we owe
the wharfman something now. The two
jicked up a foww chips ; but the poor
shidron fod i to gt them, . Tines
are very hard with us, sir; indeed they
We'd have got n\ong it ks
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money bad come, and your rent would have

Nevermind the rent!—dor't spesk of
that 1™ he broke in, with bis fuce all aglow.
M, Miller, T haven't done right by you—
o ki S
in want of—have you—need of-
No need of answer to that mnu\ stam-
mered question. The thin, rigid face was.
covered from his sight by the worn, wan
Lands, and all the pride and shame of pov
erty, and ll the frigid truth of cold, bunger,
ausiety, and sickened sorrow they had con-
cealed, had gisen way at last in a rush of
e could not speak.  With a smit-
ten heart, he knew it all now. Ah! Dr.
Renton, you know these peoples tricks?
you know their Iying blazon of poverty, o
ather sympathy
Mrs. Miller "—she had ceased weeping,
and us he spoke, she looked at him, with
the tear-stains still on her agitated face, half.
ashamed that he had seen her—*Mrs. Ml
ler, 1 am sorry. This shall be remedied.
Dot toll me t duamtt” Dot) Lsay i
ehall! er, Pm—Lm ashamed of
wyself. T am, indeed.”
“Tam very grateful, sir, I'm sure,”

Tlnow

id
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she; “but we don't like to take cha

o8y o Al amd 1 and v i or
he chil

good mercy—since T don'tknow, and never
ehall, where it came from, now.”

3. Miller? o s quickly, * you
spoke in this woy before;; and I dow't know
what you refer to. What do yon mean by

—it?

O Tforgot sir: it puzzles meso. You
see,sir, T was stting here afer T got. home
from your house,thinking what I should do,

Toft at the door for Mrs, Miller; and Mrs.
Janagan conld 't deseribe him well,or nn-
destandingly; and it had no direction at ll,
only the man’ inquired who was the lund.
Tord, and if Mrs. Miller had  sick child, and
then sid th s for me; and there
was no writing inside the letter, but there
was fifty dollars. That’s all si. Tt gave
me a great shock,sir; and I conldn't think.
who sent t, only when yon came to-nigh,
T thought it was you; but you sad it was 'ty
T never shail know who it was, now. It




] E GHOST

sccms s if the hand of God was in it sir,
for it camo when everyting was darkest,
and T was in despir

Wiy, Mrs Miller,” hoslowly answered,
this is very mysterious. _The man inquir-
e if T was fhe of the house—oh! no.
Se T
s the—oh ! bother! I'm getting
eners ALk Ase. Wiy, ot SR
one you know, or that knows your ciremn-
stances.”

“But there’s no one knows them but
sl and 1 told yon,” she replied ; “no
e el but the peaple in the howse, It
must have been some rich person, for the
Toter was & gilbadge shoe, and thre

ol Wl Tt
itup. Al Tadvise you to keep it, and

There was o good deal done, and o great

before Dr. Renton thought of going home.

lost. Thore was & ketdle singing on the
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off  happier steam thn
any engine ever blew on that railroad,
whose ummarketable stock had singed Dr.
ere was u yellow gleam
fickering from tho blazing fre on the sober
binding of a good old Book upon a shelf
ith others,  rarer medieal work than ever
slipped at auction from Dr. Renton’s hands,
since it kept the sacred lore of Him who
healed tho sick, and fod tho hungry, and
comforted the poor, and who was also the
Physician of souls,

And there were ofher offces performed,
oneswr range than these, before he rose o
There were cooling mixtures blended
i e e
roctions given; und il the items of her
orderly foreseen, and put in pigeon:

holes of When and How, for sorvice.
At last he rose to go.”  And now, Mrs.
Miller,” he said, “T'll come here at ten in
the morning, and see to our patient. She’ll

there’s the bell),—as T was saying,
aay offence to yon being oceasioned by yor

ebt to me, I foel my receipt for your debt.
should commence my reparation to you;
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and T bring it tomorrow.  Mrs, Miller
you do 't quite come at mo—what T
means—yon oweme, under a notico o quity

¢ rent.  Consider that paid in

fall. T never A cent of it from
‘you—not a copper. © back the
g
ket Tonger the betir B bwatl

this date, your rent’s paid. There. Thope
o Mlaraathavny a O SRR
Tlow, and

e bad burid 4o » chat of vk
and o with the letter which she
Bl eager, trembling
hands, and now, unfolding the single
o osnicel Mt
fingers s ey clox
“Here, M. oo bad druwn
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back with her arms locked on her bosom,
and he stepped forward-
shan't be. Come, come, you must tako it
back. Good heavens!” he spoke low, but
bl ey baaa e rec glow which ok
out on his face, and the crisp note in his ex-
tended hand shook violently at her—*Soon-
er than take this money from you, T would
perish in the stroot! What! Do you think
RN o ot s it s0u b it
one who hud & human heart for the dis-
tresses T was aggravating! Sooner than—
here, take it! O my God! what's thist”
The red glow on his face went ot with
this exclamation, in a pallor like markle,
and he jerked back the note to his starting.
eyes; Globe Bank—Boston—Fifty Dollars,

0, no. This

lte compramel b iz the Mok ltee
from b sstonished tenan, o oksdat
tarming it over and over. et

50 o, ing om0, of th e,
it or pron over e e, ryog. .
Flaagan! Here! In she tumbled, her
big feet kicking her skirts

her eyes and face as red as a beet.
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“Mrs. Flanagan, what kind of  looking
man guvo you dhis loter ot the door to-

 Docthor Rinton, daw 't ax me1—
Bt a’ ll, an’ sure an' T ond't see him
is f

sclvin’ thuh poomple on thuh ind uy his
Tho wat on the end of his noso?”

“What does she mean, Mrs. Miller?”
said the puzeled questioner, turning to his
tenant.

ST don't know, st indeed,” was the re-
Ply; “sho said that to me, and I conld 't
wnderstand her.”

“It’s thuh poomple, docther.  Dawn't
yeknoot Thuh big, flehmin poomple 0op

there.” She indicated. the localiy, by flat-
TaenE T
her broad forefinge

“Oht ﬂm ym\ple! Thave it 8o ho
had. *Net

g Shtivg v ot i n A
with s bold, white brow knitted, and tho
warm tears in his dark eyes.
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You know who sent t, sir, don’t you ™
asked his wondering tenat, catching the

“Mre, Miller, T do. But T cannot. tell
you Takeit,now, and useit. It i doubly

urs. There. Thank yor

She had taken it with an emotion in her
face that gave & quicker motion to his throb-
bing leart. e rose o his feet, hat in hand,
and tumed away. The noise of a passing
group of roysterers in the sireet withont,
ey el of

U Good night, M Millr, T be hers i
the moming, Good i

night, sir.Grod bles yon, sir!

& quickly. “The warm

o n i dmk eyes hud flowedl on his fuce,

“Thope Ho il M. Nillr_-1 hope o
will, Tt should have been said oftener.”

Ho was on the onter threshold. Mrs.
Flanagan had, somehow, got there before
him, with  lamp, and he followed her dovn.
e o g i i
eyes. On the lower landing ho stoppod to
hear the jar of some noisy wrangle, thick
with oaths, from the bar-room. ~ He listened
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for & moment, and then turned to tho star-
ing stupor of Mrs. Flanagan's rugged vie-

atut, docther, wod a wall,”

Flanagan, you'll stay up
with Mrs. Miller to-night, won’t you?”

“Dade s T wall, sur

“That's right. Do. And mako her try
o, for o o b . Kowp

re—not too warm, you understand.
el b woad e on coming tomar-
row, and she 1l pay you back:

A, docther, dawn'tnoo!” .

Well, well. And—look here; have you
ot anything to eat in the howse? Yes;
well; take it ake up those
two boys, and give them something o eat.
Don’t et Mrs, Mille stop you. Make ber
sat something. Tell her T said she must
Aud, fint of ll, get
that. upotliceary’s—]
port wine, for M. Miller. Hold on. There’s
e

ook in a minute, and wrote it down.
b i, the first thing. Ring Plints mn,
and he’ll wake up.  And here s something
for your own Christunas dinmer, to-morrow.”
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Out of the roll of bills e drew one of =
ns—Globe Bank—Boston—and gave

e, mind.  Take
it. There. And now munlock the door.
That's it. Good night, Mrs. Flanagan.”

“Aw’ meh thub Hawly Vurgin hapo
blessn’s on ye, Docther Rinton, wad a1l
thub compliments uv thub sehzin, for yur
b

Te lost the end of Mrs. Flanagan's part-
ing benedictions in the moonlit sireet
did not pause ill he was at the door of the
oystecroom.  Ho puused then, to make
compuny of four, who reeled

Jight from the barroom on the
edges of their sodden, distorted. faccs—gir-
ing threo shonts and a. yell sa they slam-
med the door bebind thorn.
after a party that was just en-

tering. They went at once for drink to the
upper end of the room, where o rowdy
erew, with cigars in their months, and
in their hands, stood beforo the bar, in &
knotty wrangle concerning some one who
was killed, Where is the keeper ¢ Oh! there
e i, mixing hot brandy punch for two.
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There, you, sir, go up quietly, and tell Mr.
TRollins Dr. Renton wants to see him. - Tho
waiter came back presently to say Mr. Rol-
lins would be right along.  Twenty-five
minutes past twelve. Oyster trade nearly
over. Gandy-curtained booths on the left
all empty but two. Oyster-openers and
waiters—three of them in all—nearly done
e e
seuffling bokind a pile of oysters on the
{evagh, it the nleed peiadof th el
s fght oo

sl

smile on it now, oiling over a curious, steal-
thy expression of mingled surprise and in-
quiry, as he sees his landlord here at this
‘unmsual hour.

Rt S
epeak to
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i (to the waiter), “go and
They sat down in one of the
R

Tooking
at Rollin, sitting leaning on his folded
arms, at the other side.

“Mr. Rollins, T am told_ the man who
wasstabbed here st ight isdend. Is hat

"\Vcll he is, Dr. Renton. Died this af-
temne

B i i i o s ot
what are you going to do shout it?”
argoin’ to
touch me? Called in a watchman. Whole
knows ‘em
Nobody knows ‘em. Man that was stuck
‘mever see the fellers as stuck him in all his
lifo till then._Didn't keow which one of
Yem did it. Didn’t know nothing. Dow't
now, an’ never will, ‘uless o meets ‘e in
Bl Tl Pl ded, o who
agoin’ to touch me 7 Can't
doit”

“Mr. Rollins,” said Dr. Renton, thor-
onghly disgusted with this man's brutal in-
difference,” yourlease expires in three duys.”

Wl it doss. - ops tomake a el

Cont
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with you, Dr. Renton. Trade’s good here.
Should 't mind more rent on, if st
Tope you won't—if its anything
sollum, I shan’t have no more
fightin’ in_here. Couldn't help this. ~Ae-
cidents will happen, Yo' know,

“Mr. Rollins, the case js this: if you
el Noer e, you Al BEru 8
der dome in your place—murder, sir. That
man was murdered. T+’ your fualt, and s
mine, too. I onght not to have let you the

‘place for your business. Tt is a curved traf-
fie, and you and T ought to have found it

give up
sclling rum for the future: You sce what it
comes to—don't yon? At any rate, 1 will
ot be responsible for the ontrages that aro
perpetrated in my building any more—I
il not have liquor sold here. 1 refuse to
renew your lease, - In three days you

Dr Renton, you bt my felis's. Now,
how would yon—"

M. Rolling, Thsre spokn o you 38
friend, and yo forpain.
(P et et e eciaion bl
Tease expires, T'msorry Tean'tmake you go
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before that.  Make no appeals to me, if you
ase. Lam fixed. Now, sir, good night.

The curtain was pulled up, and Rollins
rolled over to his beloved bar, soothing his
Incerated foclings by swearing like u pirate,
while Dr. Renton strode to the door, and
went into the siroet, homeward,

e walked fst throngh the magical moon-
light, with & strange fecling of sternnoss,
and tenderness, and wearinese, i his mind.
Tn this mood, the sensation of spiritual and
physical fatigue gaining on him, but a g
‘moonlight in ll his reveries, ho reached his
house. o was just putting bis latch-
in the door, when it was opened. by Jumes,
who stared at him for a second, and then
dropped. his eyes, and put his hand bef:
his nose. Dr. Remton compressed his lips
on an involuntary smile.

AR James, you're up late. - T¢% near

“T sat up for Mre. Renton and the young
Indy, sir. They'ro just come, and gone up
staira.”

 All right, James. Tk your lamp and
come in here. 1ve got something tosay to
you.” The man followed kim into the li-
brary at once, with some wonder on his
slecpy face.
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First, put some conl on hat fire, and

h.gmnmx e T
grave m.

i e kg o1 wanth S
tell me the trath. Where did you go to-night?
Come, T have found you out, Speak.”

The man turned as white as a sheet, and
GRS

great pimple on Lis nose
uwfn“y o . the i e of o o
Ho was o rather slavish fllow,
Shought e ves ot o s i il
Please not to blame im, for he, too, was
one of t\m ,»..r
Bonton, excusem,ir; Tdid 't
mean .wml, any harm.”
s,y duughter gave you un undi-
ecod et s oeelng; yon s
one of my houses in Hanover strect.
that true 2

“Yeyos,sir. Loould't elp it. Tonly
aid what she told me, sir.”

 Jumes,if my danghter told you to set
fire to this house, what would you do?”

“I wonldw't do i, sir,” he stammered,
after some hesitation.

!




g sz C

“You wouldu't? Jumes, i my danghter

il . l’mmpﬂy And Tl back yon.

him, s e re-

ngmmmm»d. Dr. Ren-

ton was perfectly grave, and had spoken

B ity Thamawuan
t end.

s, o go0d
“ve got a family—a
ife and hildron—havnt yout”
Yes, sir, Thaves living in the country,
e L'helwa, over the ferry. For cheap-
B it
How s it1”
“Prtty hard, sir. Clos, but. tolorble
a

“Rub and go. Very well. Rab and

T'm going to raise your wages
—to-morrow. Generally, because you 're a
good servant. Principally, beeanse you car-
ried that letter to-night, when my daughter
askod you. T chan't forget it. - To-morrow,
And if Tean do anything for you,

q,
.
i




8 m5 guosT

Tomes, ot any e, ok tll e, Tt
Now, you'd bettar g tobed. And

o anaol]
G And
itk Dy, Tontos “gnobnight™ bo s
up to bed, thoronghly happy, and determined
to obey Miss Renton's futire instructions
1o the letter. The shower of golden light
sehich had Loen raining for the Tast two.
hours, had. fallen, even on him. Tt would,
£l all day tomorrow in many places, and
the, day sher, and for long years o coms
Would that it conld broaden and increaso
goneral deluge, and submerge the.

world |

Now the wholo houso was still, and its
master was weary. He sat there, quietly
musing, feeling the sweet and tranguil
prosence near him. Now the fire was
serena, gt wers nt v o dim
limmer, and he had lain dow

i e e T i i o
the dresnless sleep of a child.

e elept until the gray dawn of Christ:
a shorr
e of glo-
o T it s b i
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5 him wich oo sod e o
o fu was deep, sereus, and
;..,.py with the mp,..m o iaven, {ook
ing up into that beautiful,
i e
child e
eyes; smiling fuatly, with o uttera.
ble love thn\huw e ot i s
in answer to the swilo of light that shone,
b

T
duwn—the room, were the same. But the
ghost of Foral had gone ont from earth,
away to its own lan

“Father, doar futher! Your eyes were
open, and they id not look ot me. There
is a light on your fuce, and your features
are changed !~ What is it—what bave yon
seen?”

Hush, darling : here—kncel by me, for
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e by him, burying her ave-
struck face i his bosom, and clung to him
with all the fer e clasped
her to his breast, and. for minutes all was
sill.

“Dear child—good and dear ehild!”

The voice was tremulous and low. ~She
lifted her fir, bright countenance, now con.
vulsed with & secret. trouble, and dimmed
with streaming tears, to i, and gazed on
him. s eyes were shining; but his pallid
cheeks, like hers, were wet with tears, How
till the room was! - How like a thought of
solemn_tendemness, the pale gray dawn!
The world was far away, and his soul stll
wandered in the peacefal awe of his dream.
The world was coming back to him—but
! bow Smngedch e bl L
danghter's fac

g, wimt e 101 Wy g

for a good T camnot tell 1
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Father, dear futher1”—ho hud
and sat upon the couch, but she still kuelt
beforo him, weepinig, aud clasped his hands
in hers—T thought of you snd of this let-
ter,al the time. Al lst night till T slep,
and then I dreamed you wero tearing it to
R AR
lay thinking of you, and of —. An
thought T heard yon come downst
me hero 1o find yan. Bat you wero
ying here so quietly, with your eyes opens
R i v i
T knew—1 knew yon were drcami
e i £ s oo Liy
side yon. O father! forgive me, but do
hear mo! Tn the name of this day—it s

but don't tear that letter in pieces and
trample it under foot! You kuow what T
mean—you know—you know. Don't tear
it, and fread it under foot !”
She clung to him, sobbing violently, her
face buried in his hands.
= i,
by T have™—kis voice
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fiiled him, and he pansed. Tt sitting by
him—clinging to him—her face hidden in
Hi besomshe hrd th srong bating of
Yis disnchantd bt

child, T know your meanin
el 0 picces and trample
it under foot. God forgive me my lifs
slight to those words. Bt I learned their
value lust night, in the house where your
blank letter had entered before me.”

She started, and looked into his face
steadfustly, while o bright scarlet shot into
her own.

“I know all, Netty—all. Your secret
was well kept, but it is yours and mi
now. Tt was well done, darling—well done
Oh! I have been through strange mysteries
of thought and life since that starving wo-

brightened her face, while the tears stood
trembling in her cycs,
Al that you wished yesterday,” he

senrlt shot again ato ber face, but with an
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April shower of tears, and the rainbow of

ten to me, Netty, and T will tell you,

and only you, what T have done.” Then,

while she mutely listened, sitting by Lix

s s e e of iristive - Pt
to Christmas-day, he told her all.

B e e T i o1, s econ
s stilled, they sat together in silence for
time, she with her innocent head droopeid
‘upon his shoulder, and her eyes closed, lost in
tender and mystic roverics ; and ho musing
with a contrite heart.  Till ut Tast, the str
of daily lifo hogan to waken in the quiet
dwelling, and without, from steeples in tho
frosty air, there was a sound of bels.

They rose silently, and stood, clinging to
each other, side by side.

“Love, we must part,” ho said, gravely
and tenderly. “Read me, beforo wo go,
the closing lines of George Feval's leter.
Tn the spirit of this let me strive to
Let it be for me the lesson of the day. Let

nd
hiling und tender silver of er voie, the
words arose like solemn music :
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“Farewdi—furacdl! But,oh! takemy
counsl into memory on Christmas Day,
o s
plecy of peace and goodnil hines o @
eorld of wars and wrongs and woes. Tts
ooy s vk th dortaces of & ok

erein svarm slaves, poor. aborers, social
parials, weeping women, homeless cailes,
unted fugitives, despisedaliens, drunards,
convicts, wicked. children, and Magdalens
wnredsemed.  Theso are but the glastliest

namo of the Suviour, I charge you, be true
and tender to mankind! Come out from
Baylon into mandood, and Tive and Tabor
For e fallen, the meglected, the ffring,
nd the poor. Lover of arts, customs, lares,
inatitutions, and. forms of sciety, love tess
things only as ey help mankind!  With
Love, overturn. them, or help to over-
turn them, when they become cruel o a sin-
gle—the Roamblest—luman. leing. T the
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