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which never took place. Whether this is universal
truth, or only a limitation on human powers of con-
ception, makes little difference. Quite likely, a butter-
fly, surveying the farmer’s labors from the butterfly
standpoint of inability to conceive of controlling the
future, would reject the notion that autumn’s crops
were the motive for spring’s toil, as involving & power
wholly incredible. He would make a great mistake;
and so, perhaps, does man, when he studies the works
and ways of God under the axiom : God cannot change
the past. All the same, man necessarily feels this, and
we cannot apply, or use, or teach a theory which in-
volves an intellectual comprehension how Christ can
transform the mortifying, shameful past of human
life, with all its errors and transgressions, into a caxreer
which was altogether innocent and blessed. If we
attempt to fix the mind upon this as an explmatlon, it
escapes us.

In life’s affairs, within the sphere of buainass rels-
tions and responsibilities which man controls, a cer-
tain alteration of the past is conceded. Courts will
deliberately decide that an employer’'s ratification of
an agent’s unauthorized act relates back, and renders
the act authorized from the time when it was done.
While Miss Hearn lay wounded, but recovering, Miss
Duer might, perhaps, well be at large; but, when she
died, Miss Duer must be put upon trial for murder.
There is an element here of the death changing the
character of the act long past. Take, for another ex-
ample, the cage of a mercantile firm maintaining a
large store, employing many clerks, and conducting an-
extensive system of affairs. . One day, word comes that:
a clerk has been detected in overdrawing wages, with
which he has bought him that pride and delight of
young men, & trotting-horsé. The heads of the house
meet to consider his case. Must he be punished for
example’s sake? He is young. This is his first of-
fence. He has a widowed mother dependent on him.
May he be forgiven! The junior partner snggests:
“ We can do something better than forgive. him.
‘Young man, if you consent that I should be your sub-
stitute in this matter, the case shall stand that I ar-
dered you to buy the horse forme. The money shall be
charged to me on the books, and you may seand the
horse to my stable.’” Who does, not see that this
would be, in so far as human relations and responsi-
bilities are concerned, a complete obliteration of .the.
dishenesty ! . The youth would be justified, rather than
pardoned; and the love, gratitnde, and comfort which
this disposal of the matter would awaken .in. his heart.
would transcend that which any. forgivemu conld
inspire.

‘“ Refuse to be unhappy” is good coumel for aplritf-
ual as well a8 for physical health. Let us take to.our
hearts the delineation of Christ as our substitute, our-
Jjustification, for the hope and joy it brings, that in.
some way, incomprehensible as yet, but trustworthy,
he assumes our past, obliterates our sins, and restores
our innocence. Let us refuse to be made unhappy by
doubts and uncertainties; by axioms which, though
they control our reasoning powers now, may prove, in
the higher life, to have originated in the limits of those .
powers. Let it be enough for the present that a com-
plete remission of sin is in some way achleved. Thus
shall we attain, with the results of oultmre, the joy of
faith. Thus shall we become privileged to mingle, as.
our daily food, the fruits of the tree of knmvlodge
with those of the tree of life.

MRS. EDWARD PINOKNEY.
BY CONSTANCE FENIMORE WOOLSON. A

HE first time I saw her, she came to take my
orders for some plain sewing. I was visiting my

cousin, the wife of an army officer, at Fort Whipple,

on the Potomac, opposite Washington. Being old-.
fashioned, I chose to cherish a liking for work done

by hand; but, being indolent, I never succeeded in

doing . that work myself, although each spring was,
paved with my good intentions.

«] suppose there is no one in that whole eity of
Washington opposite who will make my garments for.
me without the desecrating touch of a.machipe,”. I,
said, sighingly, to Adelaide. (I rather like to lamept,
in this way; it is one of my hobbies.) . g

‘“There may be mo one in Washington,” a.nswerad
Adelalde; ¢ but there is some one here. . Mrs. Edward..
Pinckney can do the work for you, I think.’? T

I was surprised by this unexpected appearance of a
hand-sewer on Arlington Heights, when ¥ had found
the specles extinct in New York, Bolton. and Phila-
delphis. .

« But how can she make it proﬂtab}g, ln theu day&.
to sew without a machine?” I asked, sugpjcionsly, , ..

“I do not know that she makes it profitable; she
does it im that way simply bepause she has no ma-
chine,” answered Adelalde. ‘ She is not a sewing-
womap, especially; but I think she can dg the work.

’
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{ their two velvet petals, like pansies.

And I sha]l be glad to help her, as you will be, too,
after you have seen her,” ..

Mrs. Edward Pinckney came She was a tall.woman,
with dark eyes, heavy black. hair, streaked with gray,
drawn away from her face,.and knotted tightly behind
her bead, exposing hollowed temples, thin cheeks, and
& large mouth, the lips closely compressed, as if by
& determined self-repression. She was dressed in an
old, scapt calico gown, jts calar gone from many wash-.
ings, and she took off her sun-bonnet when she entered
Imy yoom, as a man . jakes off his hat. ]

¢ Mrs. Edward Pingkney, ma'sm,” she said, intro-
ducing herself. |

I was struck by her appearance—her large soft eyes,
wasted face, the look of suffering under the close-set
reticence. The coarsest shoes, with leathern strings,
cavered her feet, plainly visible beneath the short
skirt; and her hands were. 80 knotted, apparently by
out-door work, that it seemed as though she would
hardly be able to hold a needle, much less sew the
small, delicate seams my finical fancy preferred. .I
thought hesitatingly of my fine linen and lace; yet,
such was the impression her face had made upon me,
that I inwardly decided to order some coarser work,
although I did not need it, rather than dls&PpOlnt her.
But she prevented this. .

“] was told you wanted some fine sewing dono,
ma’am,” she said, in a low voice. .‘‘I have brought &
place of my fine work with me. It was begun years

. ago; bat I added that seam and tuck last night.” .

It was a baby’s cambric dress, yellow with age, but
beautifully and delicately made; and the small tuck
and narrow seam of the night before showed hardly
any.deterjoration. I held my eyes from again looking
at her hands as I returned the little garment; but L
still saw them with my mind’s eye, and wondered.: I
gave her the linen and lace, and my directions, and

she went abruptly away; she had an abrupt manner,.

although. noiseless. A moment later she passed my:
window, with her quick nervous step, her face hidden
by her deep sun-bonnet; as she crossed the fields, her
stride and her coarse shoes gave her the air of a man.

The next morning Cousin Adelaide received a tele-
graphic despatch announcing the dangerous illness of
her mother; I voluntered to remain at Fort Whipple

with the children during her absence, and she started.

for Boston with the. Major, her husband, on the noon
traln. The message, distress and sudden departure
filled my miad, and I forgot the very existence of my
sewingrwoman until she appeared before me, several
days afterward, with one of my finished garments,
which she offered to me silently. It was beanﬂmlly
made,

;¢ Shall I pay you for it now, or wait untll you have
ﬂnlshod them all?” L aaked.

«“I should. be. very.  much obliged, ma'am, if: you
would pay me for them one by one, as I bring them.”

. The sum was small—eighty-seven cents; an impulse

made -me say- I will give you a dollar; the work is
well worth it.”

8he 'took it without a word or the least change in
the expression of hér face. Bat yet she did not strike
me as ungrateful; I coald not have told why.

“I will bring another on Tuesday,” she said, putting
on her sun-bonnet and going quickly away.

‘The next day, towards sunset, I walked over to
Arlington. ‘The wild, bicolor violets were out, with

children had baskets of them, which they had offered

| for sale during the day at the doors of carriages com- |
ing to and from the cemetery. The commerce of the
{ day Was over; they were on their way home, after their

erratic fashion, with the unsold remainder of their
floral stock, shoutlng, dancing, spinning around, jump-’
ing forward on their long heels, or stopping to ,ina‘k/e
fantastic prints in the dust with their toes—anything
rather than the meére commonplace of walking directly
along. They spled me. I might buy; who could tell?
One little fellow of four years, whose ‘‘ business” it
was' to run sturdily and solemnly beside the carriages,

attracting attention by his hopeful baby efforts, began’

ndog'-trot at myside, although at a respectful distance,
and so well did he comprehend his little art that he
panted and seemed to be making as much effort to keep
up with me as if T had been in a carriage. The others,

-] with ‘a broadside of white teeth, merely showed their

flowers persnasively. They were ten. I distributed
ten cents among t.hem on the strict condition that
.| they should follow me no farther; and they ul] cumbed
a fence immediately and 83t on the topmost rail in &
row, four—year-old with them, as if that was the only
way—by cohesion—in which they could keep them-’
selves quiet long enough to fulfill their promise, .
,But as I approached the grassy slopes of the ceme-
tery, I came upon another little merchant, a thin, grave
white child of ten or eleven, seated under a tree upon a
pall turned upaide down, her flowers arranged upon a
small table—a piece of plank fastened to.the tree, its
other end supported by a stick, There was a system

B

Little negro 1

S—

in the:arrangement .of this little. wayside booth very
different from the careless methods of the black chil-
dren. Their flowers, too, were ruthlessly stripped of
all their leaves, and tied tightly in stiff bunches with
innumerable windings. of dingy thread—more thread
than flowers. But this white child had charming little
nosegays, sprays and clusters, and her violets were
arranged -in lly-leaves, each pilnned together with
& thorn, like a green cup. I paused; she did mnot
speak, bat her small, pale-blue eyes watched me closely
with an anxions earnestness. _

“Do you gather and amnge these yourself?” I
asked.

T pick ’em; bnt mother, she fixes 'em.”

‘You live near by, then, I suppose?”’

“ zubm ”»

She was not a pretty child her. face was pale, and
prematuyrely..old; she was poorly. clad, and her feot
were bare, placed straightly and close together above
the dust on a small piece of .plank—very different in
their thin, pale cleanness from the jollity and well-
being of the little negroes’ toes and heels. I boughta
few of her floweras. ‘Do you ever sell them all?” I
sald. .

“Q,. yes’m; someﬂmes."

‘ When there. happen to be a good many carriages
from Washington, I snpposs; there are numbers of
Northerners passing through. now on theiy way home
from Flaorida,” I sald, half to myself.

. “Yes'm,” answered my. little ﬂower—mcmhmﬁ, with
grave acquiescence,

¢ You have hsrdly been in l‘lorldn yonnelf ?” I sald,
amused.

" NQ m m” . -

‘“But of course you ofton go across to Wnshlng-
ton?” .

‘“ No ma’am; no piace bnt hero » :

I gave her five cents for herself, which she put in a
small worn pouch; and then I went on to the ceme-
tery. The setting sun was sending long horizontal
rays under the trees across the graves, gilding the
low headstones, and lighting up here and there a
name—*‘ Henry Nelson; aged twenty years;” ‘John
Wade ; aged nineteen”——poor lads! I often came here
at sunset; the quiet beauty and peace of the place
seemed to shed a soqthing influence over the close of my
day. The uniformity and regularity of the close, low
ranks of the dead make their number more apparent.
Sixteen thousand. Think of only one thousand men
marching in there together, how many they would
seem! The sixteen thousand .are all here; but lying
close together under the grsss, still and motionless;
God has their souls! '

When the sun.had gone, I went -homewud, not by
the road, as usual; but by -a lttle path I had never
before taken, although I knew it led to the fort. Soon
I came to a hallow; down in this hollow I saw & amall
house, and I thought I recogmized a figure standing
outside the door——a woman, sewing rapidly in the
fading light. A soldier from the fort happemed to be
passing at the momens. ¢ Who lives down there?” I
asked. .

¢ M"v Edwud; Phckney me'am,” he answered,
saluging. - "

¥ had come. npon the home ot my sewing-woman,
and I felt ashamed as I saw hee'lifting her work close
to her eyes in order to.catch wkh her reedle the fine
meshes of my lace. -

-4 Good-evening,” I said, as I €ame near.

She nodded, but did not stop sewing. . At the sound

of my.volce-a little girl came to the door. It was the
flower-merchant.. ' - o

‘“Ah, she is yonr chlld, then?" I said. - * How many
heve you? : - .

‘Eight here.”

¢ With. eight here, it Is not posslble that you have
any more elsewhere?” I askod, with ‘an attempt at
facetiousness.: :

‘“Yes, I have three more in heaven,” replied Mrs.
Edward Pinckney, going steadily on with her work.

I felt myself embarrassed; she did not keep up the
conversdtion, and I moved on, after saying ¢ good
evening” & second time. As I went up the little hill
on the other side of the hollow, I turmed and looked
back; the lower-merchant had brought a baby to the
doorway, and four other children, younger than her-
self, were looking at my departing figure. * Six are
there; I wonder where the other two are,” I said to
myself.. And then I remembered ‘‘three in heaven;”
probably the little dress belonged to one of these. In
those days, then, she could afford to buy cambric
dresses. Presently I met a boy of twelve or thirteen,
he was meagre in figure, and had pale, small, blue
eyes. ‘I felt a counviction that.he was the flower-mer-
chant’s brother.. My sewing-woman, with her dark
eyes, had, then, seven childrén .of this pale, flaxen

My garments were' all finlshed in due season, and
brought back on¢ by one; yet I advanced no farther
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it'my -acquaintance with the maker.” T came throngh
the hollow sometimes on my way home from my walks,
and spoke to the children; but the mother, when she
was there, always retired within the house out of sight
when she saw me comlng, and I did not intrude upon
hér poor privacy. After my sewing was finished, X
saw her cleaning house for ong of our fort ladies; she
was on her knees scrubbing the floor. When the
house was cleaned, I next saw her daily at work in
the fields, in the hot sunshine. ¢ Who is that woman
hoeing over there?” I asked one of our men. although
I knew perfectly well.

¢“Mrs. Edward Pinckney,” ma am was the reply

Always that formal title!

I think there are more genuine specimens of the
race called ‘“loafers” in and mnear Washington
than anywhere else in the country. The majority are
colored men, plump, shining, contented and lazy;
they certainly know how to ‘‘loaf and invite their
souls.” Almost every day, however, from my window,
I saw four or five of the race who were white; some-
times they were together, sometimes they passed
along the road one by one. I knew them all by sight,
but one especially attracted my attention because he
was so very much so; a more shiftless, good-natured,
hopelessly good-for-nothing vagabond I never saw.
He was often Intoxicated, but generally able to walk
and talk; and he seemed to be gifted with wit, for,
when he told a story, his companions' were rouséd
from their stupidity to genuine mirth.

¢ Who is that man?” I said to the children’s nurse, a
dignified self-respecting old colored ‘¢ manmer.”

‘Dat? Dat’s only Tenpin. Lazy, no-’count white
trash,” sald maumer, scornfully.

¢ Tenpin,” I thought, ‘‘an appropriate sobriquet.
He is either tottering or floored all the time.” . < -

- 'Visitors continued to come to Arlington throighout
May, and I continued at Fort Whipple. For AdeMide
and the Major were still in Boston. My little lower-
merchant continued her sale. Her name, it seemed,
was Euphemia—Euphemia Pinckney; and sometimes
she had a small flaxen-haired sister or brother by her
side, who, I noticed, always lisped the whole *Euphe-
mia,” and never ‘‘Effle” or ¢ Phemie.” Ome day
Euphemia had them all—five, incluging the baby. The
baby sat quietly on its sister’s thin knee; it was a
sickly, wizened little creature, with the family pale-
blue eyes.

“You have them all' to-dsy, bhaven’t you?” I safd.-
¢ What are their names?”

¢ Rosalie, Sophia, Bodolphns,l:hﬂ;hn and Leonora
—baby’s Leonora,” replied Euphémia. ¢ They. are
here because mother’s cleaning at Arlington to-day,
getting ready, you know, for decoratio '

¢ Surely ; I had forgotten it was 80 near.”

I gave some pennles to the little troop (their small’
bodies hardly weighed a3 much as their names), and
passing through the cemetery, went on to Arlington
House, partly for the view, partly to.sée my sewing--
woman. The large old mansion of the Lees, now.
empty of all save the records of the soldier-dead, was
in the hands of the cleaners, among them Mrs. Edward
Pinckney, in her sun-bonnet; when I entered she was
wiping the dust from a large colored map of the
cemetery. 1 spoke to her, and she threw off her sun-
bonmnet before she replied. She looked more wora
than usual, and, remembering the forlorn little group
of children, I again felt, as I had felt a hundred times
before, a strong desire to help her. Yet something in
her ' reticent manner checked me; I let the moment

pass, and went out on the columned porch, leaving the '

words unuttered. Opposite lay Washington; at ‘my
feet ran the broad, shining river, with the Long Bridge
spanning it below; all around rose the low, blue hills,
once crowned with earthworks for a circle of thirty
miles. . It is a lovely view; one would think that Lee:
must have missed it sorely in his exile at Lextngton—
in-the-Valley.

I went homeward hy the road.. Wlwn near Fort
Whipple, .1 met the Tenpin, somewhat more intoxi-
cated thap usual. I was a little disturbed, and I sop-
pose he saw it, for he tbok off his battered felt hat
with great politeness, in spite.of his hazy condition..

“No ’fense, mum. Wooden scare yer for worl’,” he
said, reeling unsteadily to the middie of the road, and
pausing there to make another bow. I hastened by,
and, just behind the curve, came upon a boy: |

¢ That man -in front—Tenpin, they call him—will
certainly be run over by some of these carriages,” I
sald. ¢‘‘He is a'miserable vagabdnd; but he .mustn't
be killed, if we can help it.”

‘“ I'm geeing to him, ma’am,” answered the boy.

‘“ That’s very good of you. Stay! Aren't yéu one
of Mrs: Edward Pinckney’s sons?"/1 uknd, recognlp
ing the family eyes and hair.

‘ Yes’m-—Alexander.” .

1 had -now seen all the eight. I gave Alexander .ten
cents, a8.8 reward for his charitable conduct; and
then I went homeward, reckoning how many pennies
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in all I had bestowed upon these polysyHabic children,
who always excited, for some unexplained reason, my
hesitating sympathies. They amounted (the coins, I
mean) to about tworhundred. ** O.well, that is not much
—two dollars. I know theéy need it,” I sald to mysel.

Decoration Day came. Very early in the morning I
went over to Arlington to sée the preparations, as our
servants were to have the holiday for themselves. The
city across the river lay veiled in soft haze, through
which the white dome of the Capitol rose allegorically.
I can think of no other word so appropriate; the Cap-
ttol from a distance always looks, in my eyes, like the
ideal pictures in ¢ Pilgrim’s Progress,” or the cloud-
capped domes in Cole's ¢ Voyage of Life.” The Ana-
costia came sleepily from the east, the Potomac flowed
gently by, as though it had never foamed at Harper’s
Ferry; on the northern horizon I could see the low
tower of the Soldter’'s Home. "

- Within the house were the garlands; the gardens of
two clties had been stripped of their blossoms to make
them. Early as it was, my sewing-womdn was already
there; an old straw bonnet having taken the place of
the san-bonnet—otherwise she had no ¢ best clothes,”
I suppose, since she wore one of the calico dresses I
had seen before, and the same coarse shoes. She had
charge of the wreaths until the hour of the ceremony,
and, from her head to her feet, she formed a strange
contrast with the flowers; they so bright, rich, beauti-
ful and luxuriant; she so wan, poor, careworn and de-
‘pressed. Outside, on a fence, where they could see,
yet not be in the way, were the children, in a row,
headed by Euphemia, with the baby.

Y went homeward through the cemetery, soon to be
trodden by the feet of thousands; now it was empty
ahd quiet, its grass like velvet, with not a fallen leaf
or twig to mar its smoothness. A man was wiping
‘the last of the white headstones with a oloth, and, as I
‘approached, I saw to my surprise it was the Tenpin.
There was an attempt at order in his own appearance,
a8 well as fn the tombstones; he wore a white shirt,
and a new straw hat, and, for the moment, he was not
inebriated. I was glad to see that he could be sober
even for that short time. -

‘When the ceremonies of the day were over, and the
crowd had dispersed; when the last carriage had
passed on its way back to the city, and the dust had
settled down into the road again; when our servants
had returned, and I was free, I walked over to Arling-
tan a second time, to see the graves with their lowers.
The last tired gazer had departed ; the flag was down;
the keeper and his assistants were sitting, half asleep,
on the porch, worn out with the heat and fatigue of
the day. But the silent parade-ground of the dead,
left to itself at 1ast, was in its glory—upon every lowly
mound lay a wreath, rank upon rank of bright flowers.
The monument to the unknown dead was covered, and
almost buried in blossoms, cast there, evidently, not by

, | the band of appointed decorators, but by visitors from

the city. I paused, and again read the inscription:

* BENEATH THIS STONE
repose the bones of two thousand one hundred and eleven
Unknown Soldiers, gathered after the war

from the flelds of Bull Run and the route.to the Rappahan-

nock.”

As 1 stood there, Euphemia approached, with a
bunch of wild-lowers. She nodded to me, and then
climbed a tree, alding herself with her bare feet, and,
going out on an overhanging branch, deftly dropped
her lowers upon the very top of the pile of offerings
below, Rodolphus and Sophia looking on with much
interest.

¢ Did your mother send them?” I asked.

‘“Yes'm. She had a brother, mother had. He was
killed in the war, and never buried. I always bring a
bunch after everything is over.”

She spoke as thaugh it was a habit of twenty years.

1 went slowly back to Fort Whipple, my mind full
of thoughts of the dead, sad, yet sweet; for I, too,
had lost loved ones on the fleld of battle, and mourned
for them, yet felt proud of them, also, through every
fibre of my being, But my musings were rudely inter-
rapted by the sight of the sacrilegions Tenpin, who,
forgetting how near he was to the cemetery, was
coming along the road, singing a bacchanalian song.

I was aroused. ‘ You ought to be ashamed of your-
self, Tenpin,” T sald, severely—for sometimes I am
guite a belligerent old woman.

“ Course, ’shamed of m’self. Always ’shamed of

m’self.  Chronfc,” replied the rascal, taking off his hat.
with gres.t respect.

¢’ And only this morning I saw .you nlcely dressed,
and engaged among the graves. Look at your hat

now I”
He did look at it; then murmured, ax-dent.””

¢No, Tenpin. It was no accident. And are you
not ashamed of yourself, to be singhng in that way 80
near the soldiers’ graves !”

« Soldier m’self. Soldiers like singlhg—abhoays like
’em,” sald Tenpin, with solemm decision.

“Yon had better go home,” I safd, not having any-

thing ready in reply to this.

' % Am goin’ Home,” answered Tenpin. * Good ev-nin’
ma’am,” he added, forgivingly, and went onward,
around the curve.

Bat Decoration Day, with its unusually meritorious
beginning, seemed to have been too much for the Ten-
pin; the next afternoon I came upon him lying by the
roadside in a heavy, dfunken slamber. But he was not
alone; hearer the fence, partially concealed by the
bushes, so that I d!d not see him at first, sat Alex-
ander. -

¢ You here u.gsln?" Taald. “You are a very good,
kind boy. I suppose he is one of your neighbors?”

A deep flush rose in Alexander's face, and a moistare
reddened his pale eyes. ¢ He is my father, ma’am,””
he answered, simply. N

I stood astounded.. I had never once associated this
drunken vagabond with ¢ Mrs. Edward Pinckmney.”
Yet now I recalled the blue eyes in his red face, and
there, under the battered hat, was the yellow hair.

I went homeward; and inquired. Yes, everybody
knew it, save myself; 'and everybody supposed that X
knew it as well, it was an old story. Ted Pinckmey,
abbreviated first into Ted Pin, and then, hamorously,
into Tenpin, was the worthless husband of the sflent
mother in the hollow. On thinking it over I found
that I had unconsciously imagined a husband all this
time, and had made him out & workman employed else-
where during the day, only coming home to his cabin
1ate at night. (I am always imagining in this way!)
But, instead of my fictitions workman, the reality was
this! I thought of the man as he was; of the bitter
poverty of the little housé; of the mother’s face; of
the eleven children (three in heaven); the last but a
baby! ¢ What must she have gone throvgh!™ I said
to myself. And I vowed that I would go in the morn-
ing to that house in the hollow, and not leave until I
had arranged some plan of regular assistance.

- But the ‘‘assistance” was taken out of my hands.
That very night, while I was planning, the Tenpin’s
useless life was taken from him. By one of fate’s
sarcasms, he fell into the canal and was drowned. -

I learned it in the morning; and I learned, also, that
the faneral services were to be held the next day.
‘“Where?’ I asked.

¢ At the house. I presume the Baptist minister, from
the chapel at the corners, will be there,” said the leu-
tenant’s wife. :

I silently made up my mind that I would be there
to0, were it only as a penance for having been so dila-
tory in helping the poor mother. ¥For had I not been
attracted towards her from the first? And was not
that the sort of ¢‘‘leading” I believed in, and should
have followed?

The little house ‘was so small that the services were
held out of doors. The coffin was placed on the door-
step, and near by, on a bench, sat the wife, in some poor
scraps of mourning, and the eight children. The
minister had the only chair, but a stool was brought
out for me. We were not alone; thirty or forty peo-
ple of the neighborhood were present, out of respect
for Mrs. Pinckney, and four of the boon companions
of the Tenpin were present also, partly from curiosity,
partly from a dull sympathy; they were dressed for
the occasion In their best. The services were con-
ducted reverently; then the coffin was lifted from the
steps of the poor house and borne, to my surprise,
across to the military cemetery. For the Tenpin, it
seemed, had served bravely in the army, and was to be
buried in an outlying corner of the honored ground.
It was, in truth, his record as a soldier, and a wound
he had received, which had given him the position as
tender of the cemetery, which had originally brought
him to Arlington; he had long since lost the place,
but still lived on in the hollow.

‘When all was over I returned with the mother to
her home; it hardly seemed necessary to call her a
widow-—she must have been widowed in spirit years
before.

X did assist her and her children; never mind how.
What I want to record here are her words about her
husband.

I wished to speak to her concemlng the immediate
future, and, as thére was no seclusion in the small
house, we went up the path together, and, stilltalking,
again approached the cemetery. Her words ceased;
silently, with her quick step, she went across to the
new-madé grave and stood by its side. I followed her.
She had not wept at the funeral, she did not weep
now. But her face was hidden in her hands, and I
thoaght she was grieving. .

“Be comforted,” I said, at last, as the moments
passed, and she did not stir.

‘ Comforted !” she repeated, turning round upon me.
Her. Iarge eyes were flashing, and a splendid Hght of
joy broke over her face, transfiguring it for the moment
into wonderful besuty. ‘ Comforted! I am com-

| fotted. I have loved ‘him deeply, dearly, all my life;

and he hag been—what you have seen. But now he is
here, safe forever, safe at last. No ome can harm him
any more. No one can abuse him. No one can kick
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