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JOSEPH HANNAFORD'S WIFE

gitl's hevo, But Mistress Carrle reckoned
withont her host when she proposed to
| make n pont-matrimonial lover of him.

| He evidently did not believe in connubial
| love-making. Philandering, ns he called
it, was not to his taste, Courting was
very well in ite way. It had not been
without its shy delights, even for him.
But they  were married now, mnd it was
time to sottle down, and begin life as they
could hold out, Their wedding-day was

| in Soptamber ; and when the late October |

winds blew away the sapless, withered
lenves, Onrrie felt as if her bopes, which
bad blossomed so fairly, where blowing
with the leayves, and withered ng they,down
the wind,

Bhe was n oconsoientious, well.intentioned
little ereature, and she tried her best to put
naide all theso feelings, which she tanght
horself to believe were morbid and un-

ESPONSIBILITY bad come to Jos- |
R eph Hannaford early in life, for he
was not more than sixteen when his futher |
died, and left his mother and his young
sistor to his keeping., There was property
encugh for them all, to be sure ; but it was
chiofly in land and stock, and neseded Jos-
eph's vigilant superintendenco to make it
profitable. This superintendence ho gave
faithfully and willingly, and never once
complained that to do so forced him to re-
sign gundry secretly cherighed personal am-
bitions of his own. But all this responsi-
bility wrought its own work upon his na-
ture—mnde him provident, thoughtful,
ealoulating, thrifty—precisely an old young
man,

This state of things continued for ten
yoprs. Then his sister married, and re-
moved Lo the next town. IHis mother de-
sired to accompany her, and wns only
prevented by the dificulty which attended
obtaining & suitable housekeeper for Jos-
opl.

You percelve, therefore, that at twenty-
six Mr, Joseph Hannaford was just in o
position where marrviage became convenient
and désirgble. Otherwise, T rather think,
he was quite too well disciplined to have
cherished any idlé fancies o importunate
longings.

Whether, before this epoch, he hnd ever
suffered any truant thoughts to wander in
the direction of Miss Carrie Fuy, who had
been growing townrds her sweot womnn-
hood not very far away from his door, I
cannot, conjecture. I only koow that
about this time be began to discover that
her oyes were biue, and her hair golden,
her cheeks ‘were flower o)  tha pdnch, and
her lips blossomed with a sweetness which
he longed to faste. e told hey these
things in some discreet fashion of his own,
and she—ho was her fiyst lover, and the
vight of discovery has gono for & good deal
in pll ages,

Every one said he was making o great
mistake, The meighbors thought they
koew what he waoted a great  deal botter
“than he bimself did; and were sure that o
good, strong, thrifty girl, used to working
and saviog, wonld bo just the one for
him. Carrie was préfty, and fanciful, and
dainty, 8be was an orpban ; but an uncle,
who had no children of his own, had kept
her feeling from any sense of loneliness or
desvlation by bia constait and fathoerly
kindness, Under his roof she had grown
up to seveoteon years, and at that period
the old young man c¢ame along, nnd wooed |
and won ber. -

Her unole felt secretly uncomfortable, |
for b understood just what Cartie was |
botter than any one else did ; and ho knew |
that it would be no casy matter to make =
working-bee out, of a golden-winged butter-
fly. But, ou the other hand, Carrie was
evidently in love with her suitor: and Mr,
Hannaford was certainly well-to.do—quite

able to marry to plesse himsalf, and make |

his wife comfortable in her own way after. | Bor With the proposal that thoy should tako | fuee and golden hair,

wards. |

80, In dug time, the wedding took place,
and Owrrie Haooaford went away to her

gratefal, She was constantly striving to
Justify Joseph, making little pleas for him
at the bar of her heart. He was nine yoars
older than she; it wounld not be natyral for
him to have so much romanco. Of course
ho loved hor ; why else would hie have mar-

ried her? What a gooso sho was to sxpect |

of n big, strong, busy man the little soft-
nesses which belong to and delight women.
Then she would try to be brave ; make o
pratty little tollet, porhaps; wenr the dreks
and the ribbons he had praised six months
ago; and meet him, hor eyou bright with
hope, her chooks pink with expeelntion.
Was he blind to all this—suoh an old young
man that the sweet devices of youth had no
lopger for him any language? At any rate,
ho muwde no sign,

How dull, and prosy, and commonplace
were tho long winter evenings which thoy
passed together. They got through supper
and wore seated before the Franklin stove
in their little sitting-room, at six o’clock,
punctually ; and there for three maortal
bours they sat in unbvoken quiet, he read-
ing his uewspapers throngh and through,
and she watching him, and wondering,
wondering, wondering whethor life was te
go on at this dead Ievel forever. Punctual-
ly as the clock struck nine, he would get
up, light his lantern, and go his nightly
rounds among cows, and oxen, and horses.
Then he would coma in, tako off his boots,
leisurely warm his feet at the open fire,
and go to bed. She grew to bate the pre-
cise epoch nt which he pnlled off his boots.
It seemed to her that just up to that puis
she could bear on sllently, but as il then
sho must utter some outory, or silence and
cotistraint would choke her,

Onee or twice she made some few for-

lorn attempts to better the condition nf.l

things—brighten them up, il possible.
Onco she planned the begulloment of a
little supper. Haviog made all ready be-
forchand, while he was out upon his eve-
ning round she stewed some oysters and
brewed some coffes, fondly fancying her
small fenst would be o succonss ; but the
wise old young man would not see the fun.
Ho did not buelieve In oysters at bedtime ;
they would disagree with him, he knew.
As for coffee, he was sure a single cup
would keep him awake all pight; botif
Corrio could take such things at nine
o'clock, and not bavé them hurt her, he
had not the slightest oljection. So, with
no hoenrt to taste it herself, she oarried
away ber little trent ; and il o fow teans
cooled tho coffes she had poured for him o
viin, lie, at least, was none the wisor.
Blowly the winter wore away--‘' the
long, md season of snows and sins.”  Birds
ciame back from  over seas, and began to
sing. Violets opened sby blowioms, Grass-
blades sprang up greenly ; m‘d even Unrrlo
Hannaford brightesed with the brightening

of nature, and began to remember that sho ‘

hersell wis young.
Ono ' day in May, her husbsnd came to

n summer bodrder, Ho put the matter in
the most ungmeious way, @s is the matri-
monial wont of precisely (his olass of men.

‘ beoame his willing hostess, He was a per.
| #on of such type as the wife had never be-
| fore, in her short, quist life, encountered—
[ & man of wonlth and of leisure, high-bred,
| soholarly, and belonging to the ancient
Order of Gentlemon, He was & handsomer
mab, too, than oneoften meots, with his
alearly.cut features, his warm coloring, and
the chestnut hair and flowing beard, which
| the eyes matched,

He was not an old young man. Impulse
was strong within him ; discipline had not
yet taught him disorotion, When he felt
strongly, hoe would speak strongly, and,
perhaps, act recklessly ; but, undor ordivary
ciroumstances, he band the aplomb and
the cool self-possession of a man of the
world,

Vory soon e began to perceive that to
board with the Hannafords now was a

beon in the administration of Joseph Han-
naford’s self-contained mothier and’ staid
slater. Jossph Hannaford’s wife was of
nltogether another order of women. It may
be questioned whether she would have
mude any sorious impreasion on him  had
he met hier as Miss Carvie Fay., Buot, sinco
ber marviage; n sonlsubduing pathos had
grown into her look which somehow want
| to his honrt, Perbaps, too, the strongoest
appeal which ean be made to a man's chiv-
alry, 18 the sight of n sad and disappointad
woman, who noithers parades nor confesses
hor misery.

Hugh Waring was nota bad man. In
some  respeots, indeed, his heart and his
life were purer and fresher than those of
most men. He cortainly meant no harm
to Lis fair young hostess, e would not
have added a feather's weight to the bur-
don which had alrendy borme so hardly
upont her life. But he commenced by
pitying her; and Love hns been’ Pity's
neighbor ever since the world began.

He was tender and  gentle to her as no
ono had ever been before, Ho wag not too
buky to notide the blush roses in her hair,
or the blushes on her cheeks, If ghe liked
a wild flower e had brought home, he
made light of a long tramp to fetoh her its
kindred. 'While she sewed, hio road to her,
and taught her to love Keats and Shelley,
and Browning., At nightfall Lo usod to
ging to ber—while her husband was busy
about the late ““ohores’ with which a Now
England farmer fills up the summer twi-
lightse—sweet, suggestive love-songs, and
old ballnds which bhave filtered down
through the centuries their tearful musie.

All this time I doubt if he bad thought
of danger for himsell or her, Bhe, certaiuly
nover had. Ilor delight was pure and
sweet. Bhe would have said, if any ooe
had questioned hor, that Mr. Waring was
her friend, the best friend she ever had :
but, unguestioned, she did not say even so
mugh s that to bersell. . She scarcely
koew that it was summer with her heart,
as well u8 with the year; or that the sum-
mer days were flying fost,

Nor did anything in the aspoot of affnirs
make her huosband uneasy. To do this
young, man whom perhaps cireumstances,
ruther than nature, had made old, justice,
bio was ueither mean nor ungensrous, Ilis
confidence in  this young wife of bhis was
porfect, Bhe loved him ; she wps his to
bnve and o hold ; why should be grudge
hor n fow houra which Bowme oue olse made
| ploasant after n fasldon not his own?® 1 do
not think hé was likely t0 Jose anything
by this generosity, or that any amount of
| suapioious espionnge on his part  would
| hiave servod his own cause better,

| There came; at last, an evening of revel-
| ation to the two who were goiug on so
blindly ; or perhaps it had coma to Waring
befors, He had been sitting slléntly
| through = the sunset, watching the play of

the warm light of Mrs, Hannaford's fair
Bhe looked wonder-

fully young and helpless, with her extreme
| delieacy, her appealing eyes, and her soft

white dress, mado as simply 08 & babe's,

new home, where, before very long, a Ax whe would ‘be having & hived girl any | ynd girdlod with & bluo ribbon. A languor,

change came over the apirit of bLer drege, | W5 Be Mald—&ud lo used, in sayiug it, o born perhapy

Bhe lad begun by first (enlizing, and |
thon adoring her loyd and master, He |
wis, oortainly, well-looking, 16 o kind of |
vogular massive way.  His fuce had jn it
not much suggestion of seotimont. Hia
oyon were clear and shrewd, though kind |
nod his lips were firm and rather thin,
Ha know beauty when he saw it, bui he |
woild pever be roled theough bis nensgs,
His festures were wellshaped. There |
waa pdwor in hls face. o was &' bk who
knew how to way no to himself snd to
otherd. There wan o wnnly vigor and
symmetry in his well-kuit frame | and, in |
ahort, he possessed a good many of the
attributes which go te the making up of » |

totie which made ber feel horsolfl & monster
of extiavaganoo—they might just as well

have something to keep her busy ; nud this |

bowrder who wanted to come, this Mr.
Hugh Warlog, would pay well, and make
very little trouble, He kuoew this, be-
eatiig three years ago, in his mother's {ime,
Waring had boarded with them for some
months.

Of coonrse, Mistress Canie consented—
for wht conld she do elsef—and kopt se-
eret her own dismatisfaction with the pros.
poct before her.

1t only took Mr, Watlog's areival, how-
ever, to reconcile her 1o his presence. With
Lils tyst deferentinl how over her haund, shie

of the summer heats, op-
prossod her, She drooped towards him,
leaning her head upon her hand, and look-
Ing frail as o snow-wreath which n wing
might blow away.  Waring wat silontly, as
I sudd, and watchod her, untll the suhset
lights had gone outof her, nud o eurlous
awa began to steal over him, s he saw hor
throngh the gathering shadows, white, and
still, and unearthly ns & spivit, Then, out
of tho wemb.durknoss; his volos came to her
in o wort of chant, too low und even to he
nsong. The first line was follows

“C8weot s true love, though glven In vain,

In 'uﬂa“

Ior tears were fulling fust before he had

fluisbied. A spell was upon ber which abe

slightly different thing from what/it had |

{ " Bat I thought,'" sho faltered, timidly,

did not understand, and conld not evade.

B8} sho kept silence, and waited for his’
words—words which, when they came,
plaroed her like 0 sword.

“Mro. Honoaford, Ithink 1 must go
away to-morrow. It is midsommer, and
| all the hny is down."

‘' you wore to stay the summer through."

“Bo I should, if all things had been as of
old. It is not good for me to be bere un-
der the now regime."”

“1 have tried,'’ she began ;and then she
stopped. Her tears choked her. Bhe could
not go on, and tell him, in simple common-
plaoes, that she had tried to make Lim
comfortable.

“If youhad done no more than you
tried to do, nll would have been well,”” be
oried, his tones fervont with sadden pas-
sion. ““Isaw you just what you were, and
your husband jost what he was. I saw
how much it was in you to give to ome
man ; bow little you were oven asked to
give to him, God help us both, for I have

learned to love you. I covet my neigh-
bor’s wife—I dare not stay liere,”’

8ho said nothing ; but he heard through
tho stillness the bitter sobbing which she
strove to smother, It was more than he
could bear, He erossed over to her, but
he did not take her io his wrms Some
shield of purity was about her which still
held him away from her, though he was
close at her gide,

“ Carrie,”” he sald, calling ber for the
first time by her name, 1 must go away
to-morrow ; but you shall go, too, if you
will.  Your love would be worth to me any
saarifice. What would mine be worth to
you? You know just how much your hus-
band cures for you, You have seen what
life with him ls. Do you think it wounld
break his heart to lose you? I tell you, no,
He wonld very composedly get a divorce
from you, and merry more wisely next
time, Youn would be free in a few months,
ard the moment you were free, you shonld
be my wife. 80 help me God, 1 wounld
doal honorably with you. Don't you be-
lieve me 7"

Heo oaughl n low * Yes,” murmured un-
der her breath, “Then ‘'will you come? 1
think I can make lifo o different thing for
you from whit it ever has been. You shall
know what it is to be loved by a man with
o man's heart in him, Will you come, or
will you settio back on the old life, and
send me away alone to curde the fate that
oever brought me to the knowledge of
you 2"

He stopped, and then she could hear his
heart beat in the silence. Temptation be-
sut her sorely. How sweet this love would
be of which he spoke—this love for which
she had wo hungored—this passionate,
lover's love, which Joseph Hannaford
would never give her, Bhe bad a tempern.
ment to which love was the supreme thing,
1t was her one iden of Heaven. Buot she
had nob gone for enough away from the in-
nooense of childhood for her guardian-
angel to have forsaken her. Clonly, as if
some human yoics had spoken it, she heard
n whisper, which camg again and again,
and would be obeyed—*'Pray I Bhe got
upab lnst, and sayiog to Hugh Waring
nothing but “ Wait,” went away to her
OWI oG,

In the darkness she did nob see her hng-
band, who! st there in an arm-chair, too
tired to care for a light, and waiting for
her. He would have spoken, but somehow
ho felt the excltoment of her mood, and
silenced by It, She kpelt down, and tried
to obey the volce. But she could not ool

loct her thoughts, and only two words
would come, over and over again—"' Help, [
Lovd, help I

Vaguely Josoph Hannuford comprehond-
ed thit she was passing through the orisis
of nn agony such asho, in all his placid
life, hud never experienced or witnessed, —
Home intuition withheld him from tryiog
to comfort her—made him fesl how idle
would be any econsolation which he could
offer ; but whien at last dhe left the room,
he arose und stole softly after her. A
deop, yearning tenderness for her filled his
sonl full.” He thought be had  pever loved
her half' so well Io his'life ; and  what this
trouble was which was breaking her heart
he myual know,

Dowu-stairs she wont, and into the dim
room where Hogh Waring waltad for her ;
nhd bor busband stood jast outaide the
open door, and listened breathlessly for her
words. ‘Bhe spole at first with & certnin
foverigh sagerness, as If she doubted hec
own' sbrengtl, and must hurry through
with what she had to sny beforo 1t failed
hier ; but, ns she weht om a deepor and
onlmer carnestnees grew Into her wonds,

munde lifo very sweet to me. 1 never knew
what it was before to have a friend who
cawed for the same things 1 oared for ; and
1o ong elde was over so genstle to me am
you hnve beon. 1 did not know how much
yon wore to me until you spoke of going
nway. I wantlove more than 1 want any
other earthly thing; butI do not think
this is love which we feel for ench other,—
You pitied me because you suw that my
life wan » disappointment—tlmt I was Jove-
ly, and unroconciled to my fate ; Lut 1 da
nok believe you would have chosen me out
of a world full of women, if you had found
ma free and happy. As for what 1 feel for
yon—but I will not talk about that—JI have
my duty todo, And then I did love my
husband firse.  If Lo had loved me in the
way L once fancied that be did, T fhould
have gone on feeling the same for him for-
ever. And I know I could love him even
now, if he cared to be sgain my lover, In
any case, 1 will be true to him., I will not
make mysslf unfit to meet my dend father
and mother again in Heaven, 1 do believe
that you would be faithful and tender, but
your best tenderness could not console me
if T had lost for yonrwake my own soul ;
aud I ghould grow old, and sad, and bea
burden to you presently.

1 think not—I think never 1"  Waring
cried, passionately, 0O, Coarrie! I conld
make yon happy.'

““ Not in despite of God,” she said, slow-

ly; and then she turnod away,

Btanding etill in the shadow, her hus-
band watched her go up-stairs; and then he
stolo [noiselessly our-of-doors, for he was
wise enough not to go to her.

What in him was really true, and noble,
and worthy of & womnn's loving, came out
now, as never before, He looked straight
into Lis own heart, with'eyes which tried
%o be na just as the justice of Heaven,

He did not stop to' blamo Hugh Waring,
as a hotter-tempered man might have done.
He understood just how Oarrie’s sad, sweet
faoe, and lonely seeming lifo, had tonohed
the man’s heart, and so forgave him, even
for the rashness which would have made
bad worse,

As for Carrie herself, he scomed to have
ooly now began to love her at all’ He
opened his eyas and saw what he had been
doing when he took  into his keeping this
mere girly this young créature whose nat-
ural ailment waa love, and then deliberate-
ly starved her—expected her to be as self-
contained and independent ne his mother
had been. How reckless he had been
throwing away his pearl of great price !—
But what if it were not altogether too late
for him to recover it? Bho had loved him
once—she had sald that sho eonld love
him, evon now, if he cared again to be bher
lover, Did ho neé care ? His pulses be-
gan to throb; very muech os if he were not
au old young man. If love, tender and
patient; could win her baok, ahe should yet
be more his own than ever, please Hoaven.

He would never psin bier;, ho resolved, by
telling her what ho had heard. If ever she
felt near encugh to him again to confide in
him, hor confidence should come unforced
and unsought, But be would use every
power which God had given him to mako
her bappy. He would not ba too proud to
kuock again st her heart's door; wounld
any tentler voive over bid him enter?"

At Inst ho saw from the covert where he
stood, with eyes grown used to the dark-
ness, Huogh Waring come out and walk
rupidly down the path, ns If trylng to ¢s-
capo from nimsell. Then he went Into the
hotse, 11t a.light, and lookéd at the clock,
It woas miduight ; now, at last, he would
go up-stairs to his wife, He found her ly.
ing, with white, still face, upon the scarce-
Iy whiter pillow, He knew that she was not
auleap ; but he saw that she wished him to
think her so, and respecting her wiah, ho
got Into bed silontly.

The next day, making somo exouss of
just reveiving lotters, Hugh went away.—
For on¢ moment, just before he left, he
mansged to see Mrs, Hunnaford alone,
though she bad carefully avolded Lim all
the morning.

“Do I bid you good-by forever?'” Le
mkod, looking into those sad, entreating
eyes of hess which had wrought bis woe.

“ 1 think that is best,"’ she said, gently,
Uyplees you can come back as' much my
busband's friend as mine. "

Heo beut over hor hund, and loft o it the
kiss lio indd never dared to pross upon her
Hpw,

#1 waut to tell you that you bave dono
right,  You have rofused me the ouly

thing T eared for in life. You have sont
wie out iuto the world 8 wayfarer, without
a hopd or on interest, but you have done
tight. Wd'sball be thankful, both of us,

“Your tendorpess,” she sald, ‘"has

[CONCLUDED ON GE0OND PAUN.]




