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YKILAM'S BOARDER

BY FAN FEATHERBIE.

(ContiIId )

“] heard something at the village to-day
which interested me exceedingly,” said Tre-
lan to Mabel Lynn, as he sat with her one
eveniug upon the porch.

“ Indeed !” what was it!” listly asked Ma-
bel. °

“ An old tale to you, I préesume; I refer to
the Jdrowning of Mrs. Kirkham’s son, years
ago.”

A deep flush spread over Mabel Lynn’s face,
and her voice quivered as she spoke. * An
‘old tale,) indeed, and one full of misery.—
Don’t talk to me of Ned, Mr. Trelan ; you don’t
know what heart-rending memries your remark
has awakened.”

“1 am surprised, Miss Lynn ; you talk as if
you loved this Kirkham.”

“ Loved him! Yes, child as I was, I loved
him dearly, sir; he was my cousin—my bro-
ther. Oh, Ned' Ned!” and Mabel Lynn
wept bitterly,

Mr. Trelan looked troubled, earnest, and per-
piexed. “Pardornme; | knew not this subject
was so painful to you.”

“ You might have known,” quickly returned
Mabel ; then, checking herself, she added—
¢ promise never to mention this subject in this
house again, egpecially to my aunt ; we never
speak to her of Ned.” KEre Tielan could reply
they were summoned to tea.

As Mrs. Kirkham took her seat at the tea-
tray, Mr. Trelan fixed his large blue eyes in-
tently upon her. “ Madam,” he said, in a low
thrilling tone,which caused Allie Dale to start,
and Mabel to look imploringly upon him, “Ma-
dam, 1 heard to-day, for the first time,
son being drowned near this village, many
years ago.” A quick contraction of the mouth
a deadly pallor of the cheek, and otherwise
Mrs. Kirkham was calm.

“ Talk not to me of Edward Kirkham,” she
said hoarsely ; he went to the bar of his God,
a wretched suicide !”

“ And pray, Mrs. Kirkham, why did he com-
mit suicide ? had he just cause for it 7—was
he unhappy ? coolly asked Trelan.

Mrs. Kirkham’s hand trembled viclently,and
she sat down the coffee-pot. Allie Dale burst
into tears, and Mabel leaned back in her chair,
and covered her eyes. Notwithstanding this,
and the horror-stricken looks of the old servant
who, fly-brush in hand, stood as if petrified,
Trelan calmly repeated the question : “Had he
cause *”

“ Oh, misery ! yes —but who are you, that
you dare speak to me of Ned ?” Mrs. Kirkham
rose from the table with a sudden shudder,and
Allie followed her.
ed apology was lost upon Mabel ; she scemed
gearcely to hear it.  Shortly after, when he
tock his hat and left the house, Mabel sougit
heraunt. That night, the {irst time for sevenu-
teen years, Mrs. Kirkham spoke to Allie and
Mabel of Ned.

CHAPTER II1I.

It wasa stormy eve ; fleeting ciouds darken-
ed the face of heaven, and wailing winds and
dashing rain sounded mournfully together. Mrs
Kirkham sat alone in her patlor.  The small
lamp threw its rays full upon her face ; it was
pale, sad, and anxious. For a long while she
was silent, and then the mother’s heart throb-
bing wildly within her, she wmoaned forth her
grief. “Oh, Ned, my precious lost boy, wouid
that my tongue had been palsied,

of your

Sylvester Trelan’s confus.

ere 1t spoke
those bitter words ! Oh, miserable child, and
etill more miserable mother !” burst
forth, and Mrs. Kirkham laid Ler head upon
the table.

“ Did you address me, Madam ?” asked Syl-
vester Trelan, stepping from the deep window
recess, where he had been standing unobserv-
ed.

“ Address you? No! I krew not that you
were in the room,” returned Mrs. Kirkham,
hastily subduing Lier grief, and ricing from her
chair,

Tears

th appeared 1o bo mourning for your-—-

“ Don’t mention his name 10 me again,” vio-
lently interrupted Mrs. Kirkham, her whole
frame trembling with emotion.

Sylvester Trelan covered his face with his
hands, and muttered, “it is well.” When he
looked up he was aloue. .

“Tt is cruel, unaccountable, his behavior,»
said Mabel Lynn, as she listened with flashed
cheek, some minutes after, to her aunt’s inco-
herenttale. Why this man seeks thus to tor-
ture you, I know not.”

“ Mother !” exclaimed the impetuous Allie
Dale, fondly kissing Mrs. Kirkham’s faded lips,
“Mother ! Sylvester Trelan shall stay here no
longer. Let me this very night bid him seek
other lodgings ; ic matters not if we are poor,
better so than have your feelings erushed.”

“ Allie ! stay a moment. Our poverty does
matter much; we cannotso hastily cut off from
us the means of support; but, daughter, I prom-
ise you if Sylvester Trelan mentions my boy
to me again, he leaves this house forever.”

“ 1 am satisfied,” murmured Allie.

Another evening was stealing over the vil-
lage ; not a dim, misty, weeping one, as that
of yesterday, but radiant with golden light,
balmly and fair. Allie Dale sat upon the porch
step ; nature was joyous, but she was not ; and
whilst the birds sang, she sighed.

“You are sad, this evening,»Mrs. Dale, and
wherefore ?”

Allie turned and saw Sylvester Trelan; a
shiver of dislike crossed her, and she answer-
ed proudly :

You need not ask, Mr. Trelan. Permit me
to inquire why you have twice cruelly wound-
ed the heart of my mother '—twice, and not
two weeks have flown since you entered our
family. Why have you done this !

“ For my own satisfaction,” hurriedly re-
turned Mr. Trelan.

“Is your heart of adament? You know
what agouy to my mother is in the mention of
Ned ; even Mabel and myself have never dar-
ed to advert to him, by word or look, for years;
and yet you, a stranger, coolly delight in her
misery.”

¢ Not so—not so; [ have an object in view,”
saud Trelan, with strange emphasis.

Allie Dale did not reply. Again she sighed,
and again her companion inquired the reason
of her grief.

“T will tell you,” she answered suddenly,
“although yon have no feeling. To save moth-
er, Mabel and myself, from bitter poverty, I
have partly consented to wed one 1 can never
love ; and now a path of wretchedness lies be-
fore me.”

‘ Be comforted, Allie~~Mrs. Dale !
path you shall never walk.
help me heaven !V

Allie looked up through her tears at Trelan
but he turned away from her earnest gaze, and
left her alone.

An hour later, Sylvester Trelan entered the
parlor where sat Mrs. Kirkham, Allie, and Ma-
bel. A chill silence followed his entrance. It
was broken at last by Trelan.

“ Mrs. not to torture yon
but [implore you, tell me, do you yet love your
son?”’ As Trelan paused, his frame shook with
violent emotion.

In that
I will save you, so

Kirkham, T wish

“In mercy, speak not his name again to
me !” gasped Mrs. Kirkham.

‘“In mercy answer my question,and Ipledge
my sacred honor that T cease to trouble you.”

“Man! tormentor!  You have pitilessly
torn my bleeding heart since yon came to this
house ; now leave it, aud take my answer. 1
love my dead boy with a mad, passionate, un-
dying love!” Mrs. Kirkham almost screamed
these words vut, and then clasping her hgnds
tightly together, she pressed them on her
brow.

“ I have probed your heart but to heal.
mother ! mother! 1have ever loved you,l have
pined for you; mother, behold your son!”—
And with a convulsive sob the strong man

threw himsell upon his knees before Mr. Kirk-
ham.

“ My son !” exclaimed the bewildered wo-
man, looking wildly on Trelan. ¢“Alas! no-~
my poor boy was drowned "
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Ftell yon ! Jam your

Tam Edward Klrkham.
ﬁerce anger I vowed to be dead to you, and
left my clothes and satchel on the bank, that
yon might think I slept beneath the waters.—
Ob, mother forgive me ! As Edward Kirk-
ham spoke he swept back the masses of dark
hair from his brow, and his high,bold forehead
was uncovered. A deepred scar glowed up-
on it. As Mrs Kirkham’s eye fell on this, she
uttered a scream of joy.

“ You are my Ned ! Thatscar wason your
brow in childhoed. 1Iknow you now, Oh
child,for seventeen long years parted from your
mother, you are mine again! My God! 1
thank thee.” And Mrs. Kirkham’s ayms were
wonnd around her son’s neck, with a wild rap-
turous endearment.

Allie and Mabel knelt by Edward Kirkham,
and when his mother’s liead was on his shoul-
der, and their soft kisses fell upon his cheek
and lip, the weary wanderer of seventeen years
acknowledged with a grateful heart that God
had richly blessd him.

“I have gathered wealth ; I have brought
home gold, mother,—it is yours! you are poo
no longer. Sweet sister ! darling Aliie ! you
shall never walk in the wretched path of which
you told me an hour ago.”,

Allie Dale looked fondly in her brother’s
face, as he spoke. “I said harsh things to you
one hour ago. My precious Ned, can you for-
give them ?”

“ Thiuk not of them, Mother,” and Edward
turned to Mrs. Kirkham, “forgive my strange
conduct since I came to your house. I know
my questions seemed cruel, but [ felt such a
yearning to hear from your own lips whether
you had forgiven and loved me yet, or had cast
me off forever. Had your heart seemed closed
against me, I would have left you, unknowing
that other than Sylvester Trelan had crossed
your threshhold.”

“ Forgive me. Oh Ned'! I have been fear-
fully punished for n]y bitter words 1o you that
fearful morning. My heart has borne a load of
misery ever since, my precious boy.”

Mrs. Kirkham’s arms were around Edward
again, and mother and sonfelt that, in that
earnest, holy embrace, both were forgiven, and
the shadows of the past forever eflaced. Mus.

for notknowing her son ; but,as Mabel and Al-
lie declared, there was little wonder she had
falled to do so.

Seventeen years work deep changes, and in
the bronzed museolar man of thirty-three,none
could bave traced the fair siender boy of six-
teen. The dark tinge had rested too long on
Edward Kirkham's cheek to lightly pass away;
but, as he tossed back the rich masses of hair
from his brow, and suflered bright geartsome
smiles to light up his countenance, Ma-
bel and Allie declared he was their “handsome
Ned” again.

Burning with boyish rage against his moth-
er, young Kirkham went to sea a few days af-
ter his flight from the village. For years he
never wished to return; but as he advanced in
hfe, a wild desire sprang up, to revisit his
home, and share with his mother, Allie, and
Mabel, the fortune he had gained. When he
came to the village, and ere he had time to in-
quire for his friends, the notice in the paper
met his eye. As he read, a strange fancy
struck him ; it deepened into a strange plan.
Reader, this plan and the sequel there, you al-
ready know.

“ Mabel ! sweet ’\bed Lynn ! for whom
have you kept that free heart so long? You
were the idol of my boyish days, you are the
dol of my proud manhood. Darling Mabel !
will you give me your priceless heart?” To
this egrnest question of Edward’s, I know that
Mabel answered ‘“‘yes.”

“Some weeks after, there was a wedding in
the ‘old homestead,” and Edward Kirkham took
to his true and noble heart the fair Mabel
Lynn  Allie Dale even smiles when she
speaks of Sylvester Trelan, and her mother
declares it a blessed day upon which he cross-
ed herthreshold. There was excitement and
joy in the village, when it was known that the
long-lost Ned Kirkham had come back ; and
down to the present time the villagers regard
“Mrs. Kirxnan’s Boarver” with wonder
nnt iaterest,

In a moment of
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Kirkham chided herself as one blind of heart,”

We take it that this is a pretty guod total
abstineuce story—if any one has seen it
let him read it and langh at it again :—

“A year or two since, when the subject of
temperance was being freely discnssed, the
citizens of a little town in the Western part of
Massachusetts, calledl a meeting to talk over
the matter. There had never been a temper-
ance society in the place, bnt after some hufe
discussion, it was voted to form one. They
drew up a pledge of total abstinence, and
agreed that if any member of the society broka
it, he should be turned out.

Before the pledge was accepted, Daacon
D arose and said he had one objectmn to
it; he thought that Thanksgiving Day ought
to be free for the members to take something,
as he could relish his dinner much better at
this festival if he took a glass of wine.

Mr. L thonght that the pledge was not
perfect. He didn’t care anything about Thanks-
giving, but his family always made a great
account of Christmas, and he couldn’t think of
sitting down to dmner then without something
to drink. He was willing to give it up on all
other days, and in fact, that was the only time
when he cared anything about it.

Mr. B next arose, and said he agreed
with the other spcakers, except the time. He
didn’t think much of Thanksgiving or Christ-
mas, though he liked a little any time There
was ope day, however, when he must have it,
and that was the Fourth of July. He always
calculated upon having a “reg’lar drink” on
that occasion, and he wounldn’t sign the pledge
if it prevented him from celebrating Indepen-
dence.

Squire 8 , an old farmer, following Mr
B . He was not in the habit of taking any
thing often, bnt must have some when he
washed his sheep. He wonld sign the pledge
if it would give him the privilege of imbibing
when he washed sheep. Why, he considered
it dangerous for him to keep his hands in cold
water without something to keep him warm
inside. K

After some codsideration it was concluded
that each member of the society should take
his own occasion to drink—Deacon D on
Thanksgiving, Mr. L , Christmas, &e. The
pledze was signed by a large number, and the
society adjourned in a flenrishing cendition,
after voting that it should be the.duty ef the
members to watch each oilier to see that they
did not break the pledge.

The next morning Deacon D walked
into his next neighbor’s yard, who, by the way.
was Mr. L , the sheep man. wondering, as
it was a bitter cold morning, whether L——
was up yet.
of the house, and, to his surprise,
drank, or to use a moderp phrase,
very beautiful kiln.”

“ Why L——!" exclaimed
Deacon,

glorously
“ barning a

the astonished
“what does this mean, sir? You
have broken your pledse, and disgraced our
society and the temperance cause.”

“ Not—hic—as you knows on—hic—Dea-
con,” said L “T haven’t—hic—broken
the—hic—pledge, Deacon ”

“Certainly you have, sir, and I shall repon
you to the society. You agreed not to drink
except when you washed sheep. You cannot
make me think that you are going to wash
sheep such a cold day as this.”

“ F-follow me—hic—Deacon.”

L staited for the barn, and the Deacon
followed. On entering the door, the Deacon
saw a large wash-tub standing in the floor
with an old ram tied to it, the poor animal
shaking dreaifully with the cold, and bleating
pitifully.

“ Hic—there, D-d-deacon,” said L——,
pointing to the sheep, with an air of triumph,
‘“that old—hic—ram has been washed s-six
times this—hiec~ morning, and I--hic—ain’t
done with him—hic—yet.”

It is hardly necessary to say that the Dea-
con vanished.

-
~ A steam doctor, in a North Carolina paper,
boasts that he has discovered a system, by
which he can make out of an old man, an ent're

youne man, and have enongh left 16 make
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He met his nelghbor‘ coming oni,
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