THE HOME AGAIN LEDGE.

some life for and with each other, Mrs, Serime-
gour had never called on this worthy pair while
they were occupying their own humble uilug\-,
and Mrs, Loug could see 0o good reason fur e
tardy interest in them, manifested by Obed Win-
termute’s honsekeeper, in their new position.
There was a good deal of skillful fencing be-
tween the two women, and at length, when Mrs
Becky, in a roundabout way, suggested the pos-
sibility of Garland falling into the habitusl ways
of camp life, there was such a sudden iciness in
Mrs.Long’s demeanor that her guest thought it
the wisest way to change the subject, and, soon
afterward, terminated her first and only visit
tothe Longs, That same evening, having given
the cook a holiday, and exhausted her own in-
genuity in getting up Wintermute's favorite
dishes for dinner, after the meal was over, and,
as on & former occasion, a duplicate rum toddy
disposed of, she proceeded in her most cat-like
manner to sound Wintermute on the subject of
dispensing with Mrs, Long's services as custo-
dian of the Garlands' household goods.  There-
upon there was a scene. | have already inti-
mated that Wintermute was not per se a scoun-
drel, The fact of the matter is, the old man's
conscience had more than once pricked him
gince Garland bad ridden away. Gracie and
Harry had been something of pets with ki,
When he had dined with their father and mo-
ther, they had not been slow to exhibit their
childish treasures to him, and, now that their
father was gone, they frequently stopped to ask
him some childish guestion a% to his whereashouts
and the possible date of his return. When, there-
fore, his housekeeper suggested the change
above alladed to, he curtly replied, ** Matters
will remain asthey are,” and, yawning sleepily,
took up a light and retired to his snuggery.
This was more gall and wormwood to Mrs. Becky
and whetted her appetite for revenge.

From time to time, this vixenish marplot
dropped in on Mrs, Garland. [t was not until
more than six months after Garland’s depart-
nre that she ventured to hint, even remotely,
to the lonely wife, that her husband might be
found in the ranks of the revelers in the far off
mining camp, This impudent suggestion was
met with a look in which contempt seemed to
struggle for mastery with amusement, in M.
Garland’s bloe eyes. Mrs. Becky slunk out of
the house, chop fallen, but more vicious and
more revengeful than ever. From time Lo time,
as opportunity served, she nagged Wintermute,
who, grown somewhat familiar with the con-
templation of his proposed erime, began to play
an awkward sort of & second 1o his housekeep
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er's plans.  The old dotand began to cheat him-
selfl with the belief that he was actually in loye
with Mrs Garland, and that his feelings were
laking on a intherly shape Wwani ber chiinen ;
and, ax Mrs. Becky began to be bolder in her
suggestions, and more importunate in her de-
mands that he should make some advances to-
ward the object had in view, professsd himsel
r\*ml.\- to do =0, if “ﬂ‘i}' wonkd nml)‘ |li'l'll ol
the way.

In the meantime, the periodical lotter from
the absent hushand was over due, and, as above
recited, failed o arrive, When more than a
month had passed by without hearing from
Geoffrey Garland, his wife began to manifest
some uneasiness.  And here the good sense and
helpiul and hopeful spirit of old Jalez Long and
his good wife came to the resene,  In bomely,
but elogquent, terms, they reminded the anxhns
womnan of the anbroken felicity of her lie with
her husband, and scouted at the idea that any-
thing but some chance miscarriage of the malls
in the wild region where Geoffrey Garland was
hidden away for a time, was to blame for the
silence so painful and so trying 1o the hogse
hold. And, as gosd lock would have it, a re-
turning prospector, whom Jalez had met by
chance, had informed him that Garland and his
vompany were al work in 8 remote part of the
distriet, with fair prospects of success. This
news did much to reassure Mary Gardand,  As
for Gracie, was not Chiristmastide drawing near”
And did not she, with childboosd’'s unguestion
ing faith, ** just know ** that Santa Clans would
bring her her own dear papa for & Cliristinas
gift ?

Thus matters wore on until, as heretolore
shown forth in this veracious nareative, the fact
of the failure of letters to arrive beesme known
to Mrs. Becky ; and, on this hint, she sparred
Obed Wintermute to an overt aet. 1L was three
days before Christmas when this misled com-
pound of senility and conceit flamed out in los-
trous ready-made broadeloth and silk hat, not
forgetting the shining waleh guand and gold
headed cane, and prosented himeell, all smirk-
ing, at the Garland cottage. Wonls cannot '*‘
ture the amazement of the litte woman, when,
after dawdling awsy an bour in insafferalie
commonplaces, he awkwardly blorted oat » sy
gestion that Garland, falling in his quest, had
sought fresh fields and pastares pew, * Bat”
in effect, said this antiquated bundle of folly,
“ Mrs. Garland, you may be sare that, while |
u..,,mrmm..-nm.m.-.w
tector. The courts of the country will right your
W'Mlh-—- ud Hllﬂi“m




