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            Preface.
   

         

         If
       the plea of “being solicited” is of any avail in securing a favourable reception for a literary production, the writer of these sketches might make out a triple claim. For most of them were written by a young mother and housekeeper, in the first years of her novitiate, amid alternate demands from an ever dissolving “kitchen cabinet,” and from the two, three, and four occupants of her nursery.

         During this period, the entreaty of some friend to “write just a page or two” for her literary soirée, or the request of some editor with the offer of a douceur that might eke out a domestic accommodation, backed by the occasional offer of friends to act as substitutes in domestic concerns while securing the fulfilment of such requests, elicited most of these articles; which, at the request of a publisher, have been collected and prepared by the author of this preface.

         Being thus, to some extent, responsible for the matter contained in this volume, the writer of, the preface takes the opportunity to offer a few remarks on this particular kind of literature, with which the press is now teeming. The time was when, to the greater part of the religious world, novelreading was almost as much an interdicted amusement as dancing and card-playing. But since the writings of Miss Edgeworth and Sir Walter Scott have produced so great a change in the character of novels, there has been a corresponding change in practice, even among the most scrupulous, till now we can find novels as a part of the clergyman’s library, and novel writers publicly eulogized by some of the most influential among our clergy and theological professors.

         At the same time, there has been a most enormous multiplication of sketches, tales, novels, and romances, of all sorts and sizes, which, by the agency of cheap magazines and mammoth sheets, have been showered into every hamlet in our land. They are found not only in the library of the rich or the literary, but on the counter, in the workshop, in the tavern, in the canal-boat, and the railroad car. And the greatest evil in all this is, that there is little or no discrimination in the selection of this food for the imagination. The worst stands about an equal chance with the best.

         The powerful effect of this kind of literature on the public mind has recently been strongly indicated by the oblations paid to an amiable and interesting foreign novelist, whose advent has called forth demonstrations rarely accorded to the greatest benefactors of mankind. And what are his claims to this homage, and what will be the probable result? True it is, that the vivid delineations of character and scenes in his writings, their democratic tendency, the kindliness of heart displayed in them, the pleasing vein of humour that runs through them, and their comparative freedom from what is licentious and unprincipled, are just claims to public favour. And there is some real occasion for patriotic pleasure in so uncommon a popular ovation to merit that is so purely intellectual. But, on the other hand, what false views of human nature are presented in these so popular and widespread writings; as if such pure, elevated, refined characters could grow up under the most baleful influences, without parental influence, without education, and without religion: as if it made little or no difference with the human mind whether it were trained right or wrong, or not trained at all. And what a low standard of virtue is presented! as if the truths and hopes of religion had nothing to do with virtue or morality, or noble and refined sentiment. And what sad familiarity is induced with the most depraved, the most degraded, and the most vulgar of mankind! And with what careless and mirthful levity are the crimes and vices of our fellow-creatures held up to view! And what is there in these writings to counteract such unfortunate influences? And what can be hoped from the unbounded popularity thus gained, but the flooding of our land by competitors, both at home and abroad, who probably will sink below their model of imitation in these respects?

         It is such considerations as these that seem to call on both the writers and readers of works of imagination, to pause and look about for the landmarks. And it is by these considerations that the writer, in aiding to add another volume to this kind of literature, has felt called upon to present some of her own views on this subject.

         What, then, is to be done? Shall persons professing to be regulated by religious principle, attempt to revert to former strictness, and banish all novel-reading as a sinful practice, at all times to be shunned?

         In reply to this, it may be remarked, that this mode of remedying the difficulty is utterly impracticable. For, in the first place, there is no foundation for drawing any line of exclusion. A novel—what is it? Is it merely the highly-wrought tale contained in two volumes, and called a novel? But what are many of the highly-wrought tales in our juvenile libraries but little novels for children? And what are the highly-wrought love-stories in Mrs. Sherwood’s Lady of the Manor, which figure in our Sunday schools, and are conned over by the children of minister and people, and often in the hours of sanctuary service, but a collection of little novels, with a bit of the catechism at the beginning, and a prayer at the end of each? There is no possibility, then, of making rules to exclude novels, because there is no mode of deciding what a novel is. The question, therefore, is much more general; for we are led to inquire, by what methods are we to regulate and properly restrain the reading of works of imagination? In determining this, we cannot assume that all “fictitious narratives” shall be excluded, for this would shut out, not only much of the most profitable religious reading, but even the parables and allegories of Scripture.

         In meeting the matter fairly, it is to be conceded that there are many advantages to be gained by reading works of this class, if properly selected. The imagination and taste are gifts of God, which are to be cultivated and developed, and their proper exercise is conducive to the health both of body and mind. Now that the laws of our physical nature are beginning to be better understood, it is extensively conceded that it is not only right, but that it is a duty, at certain intervals, to release the intellect and feelings from care and effort, and devote a certain portion of time to mere recreation and amusement. And the most elevating and refining of all amusements is the exercise of the imagination in contemplating the pictures drawn by the sculptor, painter, poet, and novelist. These amusements, if properly regulated, have a tendency to improve the manners by an acquaintance with the refinements of polished society, to increase a knowledge of the world by vivid pictures of men and things, to cultivate the taste by exhibitions of the beautiful, correct, and pure, to elevate the sentiments, to expand the generous and benevolent sympathies, and to cherish religious principles and pious aspirations. For never do self-denying virtue and heaven-born piety appear more interesting and inviting than when appropriately portrayed in works of imagination. But every good has its attendant dangers, and, ordinarily, the greater the blessing, the greater are the evils involved in its perversion.

         Works of imagination might be made the most powerful of all human agencies in promoting virtue and religion; and yet, through perversion, they are often the channel for conveying the most widespread and pernicious poisons. And the most dangerous part of these evils is their insidious and unmarked operation. The havoc they often make in tastes, feelings, habits, and principles, is ordinarily as silent and unnoticed as the invisible miasma, whose presence is never realized until pale cheeks and decaying forms tell of its fatal power.

         The lassitude of spirits and vis inertiæ of intellect that often result from over-excitement of the imagination—the distaste for solid mental nutriment thus induced—the waste of time and energies—the false and mawkish taste—the wrong views of life and its trials, awakening hopes and wishes that can end only in disappointment and disgust—the false estimate of character, induced by adorning with the charms of fancy heroes and heroines destitute of the grand qualifications alike indispensable to our present and our eternal well-being—the false standard of right and wrong presented—and still more fatal and insidious, those dangerous pictures, that tempt the imagination to guilty indulgences, destructive alike to health, character, and virtue: all these evils come unawares upon the young and unwary, while no guardian is near to save from the evil, or spread the alarm to the yet unharmed.

         What, then, should be attempted by those who feel, or fear these evil tendencies, in order to stay the contaminating influence now pervading our intellectual and moral atmosphere?

         The writer may at least suggest what could be done.

         In the first place, parents might be as watchful for the safety of their children in regard to the slow poisons that corrupt the taste, and principle, and feelings, as they are to save from poisonous food. The practicability of this the writer has seen exemplified in families, where the mother keeps a careful inspection of all books, newspapers, and magazines that enter the house, and where the rule of the family is, that no book or paper shall be read without parental permission. The father co-operates, and leaves his office, counting-room, or study, to spend his evenings with his family, and at such times the carefully-selected works of fiction are read aloud for common entertainment. Thus the parents and children are united in their pleasures, while parents have an opportunity to counteract any bad influence that might otherwise be exerted.

         In the second place, teachers of schools and officers of all institutions for educating the young, could make it a definite object to instruct those under their care in the dangers to which they are exposed, and to point out the works that should be avoided, and those which may safely be read.

         In the third place, the editors of our magazines and newspapers might exert a most healthful influence in presenting appropriately to the minds of their readers the dangers and evils involved in the promiscuous reading of works of imagination, in drawing attention to works that are safe and valuable, and in giving warning whenever a work issues from the press that is pernicious in its tendencies.

         Lastly, the ministers of religion may, in their pulpit discourses, instruct their people in their duties as individuals and as parents on this subject. They can most appropriately point out how intimately the proper control and training of the imagination is connected with all devotional and practical duties—how much the power of regulating this unruly principle depends on the course of reading adopted—how much the tastes and principles of the young are modified by works of imagination—how responsible parents, and teachers, and guardians are for the proper protection of the young from these insidious and multiplying dangers—and how proper domestic regulations may avail to secure all desirable advantages without the attending evils.

         If these fountains of influence would thus exert even a small moiety of their power for the public safety, the baleful missives that are now spreading poison with every breeze would soon be supplanted by those verdant leaves that bloom by the waters of life, and are shed abroad “for the healing of the nations.”

         When this is attempted, those who cater for the public taste will find it for their interest to select only the safe and good. And then, too, genius will no longer debase itself in providing aliment for a vicious public taste, but, pluming its wings for a nobler flight, will roam through celestial regions, combining only the bright, the elevated, the right and pure, and thus “allure to brighter worlds, and lead the way.”

         Such considerations have inspired the conviction that a person who has the taste, invention, sprightliness, humour, and command of diction that qualifies for a successful novelist, by employing these talents appropriately, may become one of the greatest of public benefactors, by skilfully providing the healthful aliment that may be employed in supplanting the pernicious leaven.

         Whether the writer of these sketches has the qualifications that warrant her to aim at any such effort, the public can more fairly judge, than one who must be biased, not only by the partialities of a sister, but by the deep interest felt in the nascent efforts of a mind trained from childhood under her care.

         Catharine
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      . Beecher
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            Scenes and characters.
   

         

      

   


  
   
    
     
      Love
      
       versus
      Law.
     

    

    
     How many kinds of beauty there are! How many even in the human form! There is the bloom and motion of childhood, the freshness and ripe perfection of youth, the dignity of manhood, the softness of woman—all different, yet each in its kind perfect.
    

    
     But there is none so peculiar, none that bears more the image of the heavenly, than the beauty of
     
      Christian old age
     . It is like the loveliness of those calm autumn days, when the heats of summer are past, when the harvest is gathered into the garner, and the sun shines over the placid fields and fading woods, which stand waiting for their last change. It is a beauty more strictly moral, more belonging to the soul, than that of any other period of life. Poetic fiction always paints the old man as a Christian; nor is there any period where the virtues of Christianity seem to find a more harmonious development. The aged man, who has outlived the hurry of passion—who has withstood the urgency of temptation—who has concentrated the religious impulses of youth into habits of obedience and love—who, having served his generation by the will of God, now leans in helplessness on Him whom once he served, is, perhaps, one of the most faultless representations of the beauty of holiness that this world
    

    
     Thoughts something like these arose in my mind as I slowly turned my footsteps from the graveyard of my native village, where I had been wandering after years of absence. It was a lovely spot—a soft slope of ground close by a little stream, that ran sparkling through the cedars and junipers beyond it, while on the other side arose a green hill, with the white village laid like a necklace of pearls upon its bosom.
    

    
     There is no feature of the landscape more picturesque and peculiar than that of the graveyard—that “city of the silent,” as it is beautifully expressed by the Orientals—standing amid the bloom and rejoicing of Nature, its white stones glittering in the sun, a memorial of decay, a link between the living and the dead.
    

    
     As I moved slowly from mound to mound, and read the inscriptions, which purported that many a money-saving man, and many a busy, anxious housewife, and many a prattling, halfblossomed child, had done with care or mirth, I was struck with a plain slab, bearing the inscription, “
     
      To the memory of Deacon Enos Dudley, who died in his hundredth year.”
      My eye was caught by this inscription, for in other years I had well known the person it recorded. At this instant, his mild and venerable form arose before me as erst it used to rise from the deacon’s seat, a straight, close slip just below the pulpit. I recollect his quiet and lowly coming into meeting, precisely ten minutes before the time, every Sunday—his tall form a little stooping—his best suit of butternut-coloured Sunday clothes, with long flaps and wide cuffs, on one of which two pins were always to be seen stuck in with the most reverent precision. When seated, the top of the pew came just to his chin, so that his silvery, placid head rose above it like the moon above the horizon. His head was one that might have been sketched for a St. John—bald at the top, and around the temples adorned with a soft flow of bright fine hair,
    

    
     
      
       
        “That down his shoulders reverently spread,
       

       
        As hoary frost with spangles doth attire
       

       
        The naked branches of an oak half dead.”
       

      

     

    

    
     He was then of great age, and every line of his patient face seemed to say, “And now, Lord, what wait I for?” Yet still, year after year, was he to be seen in the same place, with the same dutiful punctuality.
    

    
     The services he offered to his God were all given with the exactness of an ancient Israelite. No words could have persuaded him of the propriety of meditating when the choir was singing, or of sitting down, even through infirmity, before the close of the longest prayer that ever was offered. A mighty contrast was he to his fellow-officer, Deacon Abrams, a tight, little, tripping, well-to-do man, who used to sit beside him with his hair brushed straight up like a little blaze, his coat buttoned up trig and close, his psalm-book in hand, and his quick gray eyes turned first on one side of the broad aisle, and then on the other, and then up into the gallery, like a man who came to church on business, and felt responsible for everything that was going on in the house.
    

    
     A great hinderance was the business talent of this good little man to the enjoyments of us youngsters, who, perched along in a row on a low seat in front of the pulpit, attempted occasionally to diversify the long hour of sermon by sundry small exercises of our own, such as making our handkerchiefs into rabbits, or exhibiting, in a sly way, the apples and gingerbread we had brought for a Sunday dinner, or pulling the ears of some discreet meeting-go ing dog, who now and then would soberly pit a-pat through the broad aisle. But wo be to us during our contraband sports if we saw Deacon Abrams’s sleek head dodging up from behind the top of the deacon’s seat. Instantly all the apples, gingerbread, and handkerchiefs vanished, and we all set with our hands folded, looking as demure as if we understood every word of the sermon, and more too.
    

    
     There was a great contrast between these two deacons in their services and prayers, when, as was often the case, the absence of the pastor devolved on them the burden of conducting the duties of the sanctuary. That God was great and good, and that we all were sinners, were truths that seemed to have melted into the heart of Deacon Enos, so that his very soul and spirit were bowed down with them With Deacon Abrams it was an
     
      undisputed fact.
     which he had settled long ago, and concerning which he felt that there could be no reasonable doubt, and his bustling way of dealing with the matter seemed to say that he knew
     
      this
     and a great many things besides.
    

    
     Deacon Enos was known far and near as a very proverb for peacefulness of demeanour and unbounded charitableness in covering and excusing the faults of others. As long as there was any doubt in a case of alleged evil-doing, Deacon Enos 
     
      guessed
      “the man did not mean any harm, after all;” and when transgression became too barefaced for this excuse, he always guessed “it wa’n’t best to say much about it; nobody could tell what 
     
      they
      might be left to.”
    

    
     Some incidents in his life will show more clearly these traits. A certain shrewd landholder, by the name of Jones, who was not well reported of in the matter of honesty, sold to Deacon Enos a valuable lot of land, and received the money for it; but, under various pretences, deferred giving the deed. Soon after, he died; and, to the deacon’s amazement, the deed was nowhere to be found, while this very lot of land was left by will to one of his daughters.
    

    
     The deacon said “it was very extraor’nary: he always knew that Seth Jones was considerably sharp about money, but he did not think he would do such a right up-and-down wicked thing.” So the old man repaired to Squire Abel to state the case and see if there was any redress. “I kinder hate to tell of it,” said he; “but, Squire Abel, you know Mr. Jones was—was—
     
      what he was
     , even if
     
      is
      dead and gone!” This was the nearest approach the old gentleman could make to specifying a heavy charge against the dead. On being told that the case admitted of no redress, Deacon Enos comforted himself with half soliloquizing, “Well, at any rate, the land has gone to those two girls, poor lone critters—I hope it will do 
     
      them
      some good. There is Silence—we won’t say much about her; but Sukey is a nice, pretty girl.” And so the old man departed, leaving it as his opinion that, since the matter could not be mended, it was just as well not to say anything about it.
    

    
     Now the two girls here mentioned (to wit,
     Silence and Sukey) were the eldest and the youngest of a numerous family, the offspring of three wives of Seth Jones, of whom these two were the sole survivers. The elder, Silence, was a tall, strong, black-eyed, hard-featured girl, verging upon forty, with a good, loud, resolute voice, and what the Irishman would call “a dacent notion of using it.” Why she was called 
     
      Silence
     was a standing problem to the neighbourhood, for she had more faculty and inclination for making a noise than any person in the whole township. Miss Silence was one of those persons who have no disposition to yield any of their own rights. She marched up to all controverted matters, faced down all opposition, held her way lustily and with good courage, making men, women, and children turn out for her, as they would for a mailstage. So evident was her innate determination to be free and independent, that, though she was the daughter of a rich man, and well portioned, only one swain was ever heard of who ventured to solicit her hand in marriage, and he was sent off with the assurance that, if he ever showed his face about the house again, she would set the dogs on him.
    

    
     But Susan Jones was as different from her sister as the little graceful convolvulus from the great rough stick that supports it. At the time of which we speak she was just eighteen, a modest, slender, blushing girl, as timid and shrinking as her sister was bold and hardy. Indeed, the education of poor Susan had cost Miss Silence much painstaking and trouble, and, after all, she said “the girl would make a fool of herself; she never could teach her to be up and down with people, as she was.”
    

    
     When the report came to Miss Silence’s ears that Deacon Enos considered himself as aggrieved by her father’s will, she held forth upon the subject with great strength of courage and of lungs. “Deacon Enos might be in better business than in trying to cheat orphans out of their rights—she hoped he would
     
      go
      to law about it, and see what good he would get by it—a pretty church member and deacon, to be sure! getting up such a story about her poor father, dead and gone!”
    

    
     “But, Silence,” said Susan, “Deacon Enos is a good man: I do not think he means to injure any one; there must be some mistake about it.”
    

    
     “Susan, you are a little fool, as I have always told you,” replied Silence; “you would be cheated out of your eye-teeth if you had not me to take care of you.”
    

    
     But subsequent events brought the affairs of these two damsels in closer connexion with those of Deacon Enos, as we shall proceed to show.
    

    
     It happened that the next-door neighbour of Deacon Enos was a certain old farmer, whose crabbedness of demeanour had procured for him the name of 
     
      Uncle Jaw
     . This agreeable surname accorded very well with the general characteristics both of the person and manner of its possessor. He was tall and hard-favoured, with an expression of countenance much resembling a northeast rain-storm—a drizzling, settled sulkiness, that seemed to defy all prospect of clearing off, and to take comfort in its own disagreeableness. His voice seemed to have taken lessons of his face, in such admirable keeping was its sawing, deliberate growl with the pleasing physiognomy before indicated. By nature he was endowed with one of those active, acute, hair-splitting minds, which can raise forty questions for dispute on any point of the compass; and had he been an educated man, he might have proved as clever a metaphysician as ever threw dust in the eyes of succeeding generations. But, being deprived of these advantages, he nevertheless exerted himself to quite as useful a purpose in puzzling and mystifying whomsoever came in his way. But his activity particularly exercised itself in the line of the law, as it was his meat, and drink, and daily meditation, either to find something to go to law about, or to go to law about something he had found. There was always some question about an old rail fence that used to run “
     
      a leetle
      more to the left hand,” or that was built up “
     
      a leetle
      more to the right hand,” and so cut off a strip of his “
     
      medder land,”
     or else there was some outrage of Peter Somebody’s turkeys, getting into his mowing, or Squire Moses’s geese were to be shut up in the town pound, or something equally important kept him busy from year’s end to year’s end. Now, as a matter of private amusement, this might have answered very well; but then Uncle Jaw was not satisfied to fight his own battles, but must needs go from house to house, narrating the whole length and breadth of the case, with all the
     
      says he’s
     and
     
      says I’s
     , and
     
      I tell’d him’s
     and
     
      he tell’d me’s
     , which do either accompany or flow therefrom. Moreover, he had such a marvellous facility of finding out matters to quarrel about, and of letting every one else know where they, too, could muster a quarrel, that he generally succeeded in keeping the whole neighbourhood by the
    

    
     And as good Deacon Enos assumed the office of peacemaker for the village, Uncle Jaw’s efficiency rendered it no sinecure. The deacon always followed the steps of Uncle Jaw, smoothing, hushing up, and putting matters aright with an assiduity that was truly wonderful.
    

    
     Uncle Jaw himself had a great respect for the good man, and, in common with all the neighbourhood, sought unto him for counsel, though, like other seekers of advice, he appropriated only so much as seemed good in his own eyes.
    

    
     Still he took a kind of pleasure in dropping in of an evening to Deacon Enos’s fire, to recount the various matters which he had taken or was to take in hand; at one time to narrate “how he had been over the mill-dam, telling old Granny Clark that she could get the law of Seth Scran about that pasture lot,” or else “how he had told Ziah Bacon’s widow that she had a right to shut up Bill Scranton’s pig every time she caught him in front of her house.”
    

    
     But the grand “matter of matters,” and the one that took up the most of Uncle Jaw’s spare time, lay in a dispute between him and Squire Jones, the father of Susan and Silence; for it so happened that his lands and those of Uncle Jaw were contiguous. Now the matter of dispute was on this wise: on Squire Jones’s land there was a mill, which mill Uncle Jaw averred was “always a flooding his medder land.” As Uncle Jaw’s “medder land” was by nature half bog and bulrushes, and therefore liable to be found in a wet condition, there was always a happy obscurity where the water came from, and whether there was at any time more there than belonged to his share. So, when all other subject matters of dispute failed, Uncle Jaw recreated himself with getting up a lawsuit about his “medder land,” and one of these cases was in pendency when, by the death of the squire, the estate was left to Susan and Silence, his daughters. When, therefore, the report reached him that Deacon Enos had been cheated out of his dues, Uncle Jaw prepared forthwith to go and compare notes. Therefore, one evening, as Deacon Enos was sitting quietly by the fire, musing and reading with his big Bible open before him, he heard the premonitory symptoms of a visitation from Uncle Jaw on his door scraper, and soon the man made his appearance. After seating himself directly in front of the fire, with his elbows on his knees, and his hands spread out over the coals, he looked up in Deacon Enos’s mild face with his little inquisitive gray eyes, and remarked, by way of opening the subject, “Well, Deacon, old Squire Jones is gone at last. I wonder how much good all his land will do him now?”
    

    
     “Yes,” replied Deacon Enos, “it just shows how all these things are not worth striving after. We brought nothing into the world, and it is certain we can carry nothing out.”
    

    
     “Why, yes,” replied Uncle Jaw, “that’s all very right, Deacon, but it was strange how that old Squire Jones did hang on to things. Now that mill of his, that was always soaking off water into these medders of mine, I took and tell’d Squire Jones just how it was, pretty nigh twenty times, and yet he would keep it just so; and now he’s dead and gone, there is that old gal Silence is full as bad, and makes more noise; and she and Suke have got the land; but, you see, I mean to work it yet!”
    

    
     Here Uncle Jaw paused to see whether he had produced any sympathetic excitement in Deacon Enos; but the old man sat without the least emotion, quietly contemplating the top of the long kitchen shovel. Uncle Jaw fidgeted in his chair, and changed his mode of attack for one more direct. ‘I heard ‘em tell, Deacon Enos, that the Squire served you something of an unhandy sort of trick about that ’ere lot of land.”
    

    
     Still Deacon Enos made no reply; but Uncle Jaw’s perseverance was not so to be put off, and he recommenced. “Squire Abel, you see, he tell’d me how the matter was, and he said he did not see as it could be mended; but I took and tell’d him, ‘Squire A bel,’ says I, ‘I’d bet pretty nigh ‘most anything, if Deacon Enos would tell the matter to me, that I could find a hole for him to creep out at; for,’ says I, ‘I’ve seen daylight through more twistical cases than that afore now.’”
    

    
     Still Deacon Enos remained mute; and Uncle Jaw, after waiting a while, recommenced with, “But, railly, Deacon, I should like to hear the particulars!”
    

    
     “I have made up my mind not to say anything more about that business,” said Deacon Enos, in a tone which, though mild, was so exceedingly definite, that Uncle Jaw felt that the case was hopeless in that quarter; he therefore betook himself to the statement of his own grievances.
    

    
     “Why, you see, Deacon,” he began, at the same time taking the tongs, and picking up all the little brands, and disposing them in the middle of the fire, “you see, two days arter the funeral (for I didn’t railly like to go any sooner), I stepped up to hash over the matter with old Silence; for as to Sukey, she ha’n’t no more to do with such things than our white kitten. Now, you see, Squire Jones, just afore he died, he took away an old rail fence of his’n that lay between his land and mine, and began to build a new stone wall, and when I come to measure, I found he had took and put a’most the whole width of the stone wall on to my land, when there ought not to have been more than half of it come there. Now, you see, I could not say a word to Squire Jones, because, jest before I found it out, he took and died; and so I thought I’d speak to old Silence, and see if she meant to do anything about it, ’cause I knew pretty well she wouldn’t; and I tell you, if she didn’t put it on me! we had a regular pitched battle — the old gal, I thought she would ’a screamed herself to death! I don’t know but she would, but just then poor Sukey came in, and looked so frightened and scarey—Sukey is a pretty gal, and looks so trembling and delicate, that it’s kinder a shame to plague her, and so I took and come away for that time.”
    

    
     Here Uncle Jaw perceived a brightening in the face of the good deacon, and felt exceedingly comforted that at last he was about to interest him in his story.
    

    
     But all this while the deacon had been in a profound meditation concerning the ways and means of putting a stop to a quarrel that had been his torment from time immemorial, and just at this moment a plan had struck his mind which our story will proceed to unfold.
    

    
     The mode of settling differences which had occurred to the good man was one which has been considered a specific in reconciling contending sovereigns and states from early antiquity, and the deacon hoped it might have a pacifying influence even in so unpromising a case as that of Miss Silence and Uncle Jaw.
    

    
     In former days, Deacon Enos had kept the district school for several successive winters, and among his scholars was the gentle Susan Jones, then a plump, rosy little girl, with blue eyes, curly hair, and the sweetest disposition in the world. There was also little Joseph Adams, the only son of Uncle Jaw, a fine, healthy, robust boy, who used to spell the longest words, make the best snowballs and poplar whistles, and read the loudest and fastest in the Columbian Orator of any boy at school.
    

    
     Little Joe inherited all his father’s sharpness, with a double share of good-humour, so that, though he was forever effervescing in the way of one funny trick or another, he was a universal favourite, not only with the deacon, but with the whole school.
    

    
     Master Joseph always took little Susan Jones under his especial protection, drew her to school on his sled, helped her out with all the long sums in her arithmetic, saw to it that nobody pillaged her dinner-basket or knocked down her bonnet, and resolutely whipped or snowballed any other boy who attempted the same gallantries. Years passed on, and Uncle Jaw had sent his son to college. He sent him because, as he said, he had “
     
      a right
     to send him; just as good a right as Squire Abel or Deacon Abrams to send their boys, and so he
     
      would
      send him.” It was the remembrance of his old favourite Joseph, and his little pet Susan, that came across the mind of Deacon Enos, and which seemed to open a gleam of light in regard to the future. So, when Uncle Jaw had finished his prelection, the deacon, after some meditation, came out with,
    

    
     “Railly, they say that your son is going to have the valedictory in college.”
    

    
     Though somewhat startled at the abrupt transition, Uncle Jaw found the suggestion too flattering to his pride to be dropped; so, with a countenance grimly expressive of his satisfaction, he replied,
    

    
     “Why yes—yes—I don’t see no reason why a poor man’s son ha’n’t as much right as any one to be at the top, if he can get there.”
    

    
     “Just so,” replied Deacon Enos.
    

    
     “He was always the boy for larning, and for nothing else,” continued Uncle Jaw; “put him to farming, couldn’t make nothing of him. If I set him to hoeing corn or hilling potatoes, I’d always find him stopping to chase hoptoads, or off after chip-squirrels. But set him down to a book, and there he was! That boy larnt reading the quickest of any boy that ever I saw: it wasn’t a month after he began his 
     
      a b, abs
     , before he could read in the ‘Fox and the Brambles,’ and in a month more he could clatter off his chapter in the Testament as fast as any of them; and you see, in college, it’s jest so—he has ris right up to be first.”
    

    
     “And he is coming home week after next,” said the Deacon, meditatively.
    

    
     The next morning, as Deacon Enos was eating his breakfast, he quietly remarked to his wife, “Sally, I believe it was week after next you were meaning to have your quilting?”
    

    
     “Why, I never told you so: what alive makes you think that, Deacon Dudley?”
    

    
     “I thought that was your calculation,” said the good man, quietly.
    

    
     “Why no—to be sure, I
     
      can
      have it, and maybe it’s the best of any time, if we can get Black Dinah to come and help about the cakes and pies. I guess we will, finally.”
    

    
     “I think it’s likely you had better,” replied the Deacon, “and we will have all the young folks here.”
    

    
     And now let us pass over all the intermediate pounding, and grinding, and chopping, which for the next week foretold approaching festivity in the kitchen of the Deacon. Let us forbear to provoke the appetite of a hungry reader by setting in order before him the minced pies, the cranberry tarts, the pumpkin pies, the dough-nuts, the cookies, and other sweet cakes of every description, that sprung into being at the magic touch of Black Dinah, the village priestess on all these solemnities. Suffice it to say that the day had arrived, and the auspicious quilt was spread.
    

    
     The invitation had not failed to include the Misses Silence and Susan Jones—nay, the good deacon had pressed gallantry into the matter so far as to be the bearer of the message himself; for which he was duly rewarded by a broadside from Miss Silence, giving him what she termed a piece of her mind in the matter of the rights of widows and orphans; to all which the good old man listened with great benignity from the beginning to the end, and replied with,
    

    
     “Well, well, Miss Silence, I expect you will think better of this before long; there had best not be any hard words about it.” So saying, he took up his hat and walked off, while Miss Silence, who felt extremely relieved by having blown off steam, declared that “It was of no more use to hector old Deacon Enos than to fire a gun at a bag of cotton-wool. For all that, though, she shouldn’t go to the quilting; nor, more, should Susan.”
    

    
     “But, sister, why not?” said the little maiden; “I think I 
     
      shall
      go.” And Susan said this in a tone so mildly positive that Silence was amazed.
    

    
     “What upon ’arth ails you, Susan?” said she, opening her eyes with astonishment; “haven’t you any more spirit than to go to Deacon Enos’s when he is doing all he can to ruin us?”
    

    
     “I like Deacon Enos,” replied Susan; “he was always kind to me when I was a little girl, and I am not going to believe that he is a bad man now.”
    

    
     When a young lady states that she is not going to believe a thing, good judges of human nature generally give up the case; but Miss Silence, to whom the language of opposition
    

    
    

    
     
     
     
     
    

    
     
     
     
     
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
    

    
     
     
    

   

  

 




    Vážení čtenáři, právě jste dočetli ukázku z knihy The Mayflower; or, Sketches of Scenes and Characters among the Descendants of the Pilgrims.

    Pokud se Vám ukázka líbila, na našem webu si můžete zakoupit celou knihu.
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