THE LITTLE SHOP AT GOWANHADM.

BY FPANNIE HODGSON BURNETT.

s
TrAT was what the villagers called it—the Little { tons for our Margery ; but seein’ the child there,

8hop; and so they had called it from the first
morning Keturah Bright opened its shutters;
und since then it had become one of Gowanham’s
fnstitutions. But that was many years before
the time from which I date my story about it, for
at the time the place was opened Keturah was a
middle-aged woman, and when it was closed she
bhad been dead some time; and before she died
she had lived fully the number of years allotted
to mankind. Before her death a great change
had taken place in the small household behind
the tiny dark room where the counter stood, and
where the darning-needles and Berlin-wools were
piled, one on top of the other, on the numerous
shelves. Up to six years before she died, the old
woman had lived entirely alone. But one morn-
ing a customer going in early to make a purchase,
found her sitting in her usual place, behind the
counter, with a companion, and this companion
was a child, which was rather surprising, since
it was not known that she had any relatives, and
she had never appeared fond of children. She
was ¢ close-mouthed,’’ as they call it, seldom talk-
ing about her own affairs, and frequently dispos-
ing of questioners with some sharpness; but her
visitor's curiosity was so great upon this occasion
that, despite the remembrance of previous re-
buffs, it overpowered her prudence.

“Why, Missus!” she exclaimed, with good
natured bluntness, ¢ Who'd ha’ thought it "

*“Aye,” was Keturah’sunflinching reply. ¢ Who
wauld ?”’

The customer set her basket on the counter,
and stared at the child with an honest expression
of interest, which settled at last into as honest an
expreszion of admiration, for it was a pretty
child, with a wondrously fair little face, and curl-
ing, soft light hair.

¢ Heart alive!” she said next.
pretty un!
Missus.
you.”

Then Keturah, rising from her seat, rested her
two knotty, hard-worked old hands on the coun-
ter directly opposite the questioner, and faced
her with a stolid defiance.

“Do you want anything ?"’ she said.

“ Aye, to be sure,” good-temperedly ignoring

«She’s a
There’s no favor o’ you about her,
There cannot be mueh kin betwixt

drove it clean out o' my head.”

The old woman brought out the required articles,
in silence; in fact, she did not utter another word
until the buttons had been wrapped in paper, and
handed over to the purchaser, and then. as her
visitor was turning away in despair of gaining
any further information, she somewhat startled
her by calling her back.

*‘ Here!”” she said.

The woman stopped, and looked round at her.

«T suppose,” said Keturah, ¢that if people
ask you about this child you'd like to be able to
tell them something.”” ' _

+ Sure enough,’’ said the woman.
anything.”

+¢Very well,’" said Keturah. ¢¢Ifany one asks
you anything. you can tell them this much. She
is the daughter of a son of minc who is no credit
to me, and her mother is his wife, and no credit
to him; and T am going to try to make an honest
woman of her, and her name is Stephanie; but
she is to be called Steenie, because Stephanie is
her mother’s name, and is no credit to anyhody."

Of course, there was no end to speculation as

to the true state of affairs, when this was noised
abroad, but no one ever knew the exact truth.
Some said, indeed, that Keturah Bright, having
been left a widow, with an only son, had been so
passionately attached to him. that she bad spent
her youth in hard labor for his sake, and when he
grew up he had been wild and reckless, had mar-
ried a French girl of tarnished reputation, and,
‘going from bad to worse, had, in the end, com-
mitted some crime for which he had been trans-
ported for life. But how the story had floated
to Gowanham, and whether it had any founda-
tion or not, remained a mystery to the last: for,
after the little girl’s first appearance behind the
counter of the Little 8hop, both father and mo-
ther were lost to her.

In the course of time, Steenie, as she was al-
ways called, became as much of a Gowanham in-
stitution as the Little Shop itself. The fact was
that Gowanham had a leaning toward institutions,
and the little creature being pretty and tractable,
was, so to speak, taken in hand, by popular con-
sent. The Rector, himself, who was Gowanham's
infallible authority, took a fancy to her, and when

«If I knew

the implied sarcasm. ‘I come in for some but-  she grew old enough, his daughter made a pro-
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tegee of her, and gave her extra lessons two or
three times & week. Whether her life at home
was very happy or not it would be dificult to say.
Keturah was not even demonstrative, in an ordi-
nary way, and, certainly, there was not much ex-
citement in the life bebind the Little 8hop; but
whether her existence was bright or dull, the
child Steenie, living over day by day, bore it
cheerfully and simply, and was only different from
other children in being so conscientious, and self-
possessed, and industrious, that she was quite
like a little woman.

When she was fourteen, Keturah died, and
then Gowanham found cause for astonishment
again. She had laid strict injunctions upon Stee-
nie to hold to the Little Shop, and carry on its
business just as it had been carried on in her life-
time. It would be a means of independence for
her, she said ; she would have a home of her own,
and a place in the world; and as to being alone,
there was no need of that——she could choose some
elderly person to be companion and assistant in
one. On hesring this, Gowanham was not only
surprised, but rather scandalized. The idea of
the child’s bearing upon her young shoulders
such a weight of responsibility was not s plea-
sant one, and many of her friends demurred
against it openly. But in her pretty, steadfast
way Steenie held to her determination to submit
to her dead relative’s wishes; and so, in the end,
even those who were fondest of her, became re-
conciled, and encouraged the small proprietress
of the Little Shop, and, at last, admired her in
her character as sn imstitution more than ever.
As to the choice of a companion, Steenie settled
that herself, when, about a fortnight after Ke-
turah's death, her friend, the Rector, called to see
her. L

“I have been thinking, sir,”’ she said, after
rising from her chair to greet him, a modest little
figure in black, with a gentle way of moving,
*I have been thinking, sir, that I should like to
have old Tibby.”

“0ld Tibby!” eaid the Rector.  What for,
my dear? Oh, to be sure!’’ suddenly recollect-
ing himself. 1T had forgotten for the moment.
You mean you would like to have her to stay with
you by way of eompany.’

“Yes, sir,”’ said Steenie, looking up at him
with a simple anxiety. ‘I have been thinking
80. You see she doesn’t find the almshouse so
easy to bear with since the rheumatism came on,
and it seems to me it would be best to ask some
one to come here who really needs a home very
much. Don’t you think so?"’

] think that you are a good, thoughtful little
woman, my dear,” said the Rector; ‘‘and it

makes me very happy to be able tosay so. I will
go and see old Tibby about it myself.” And so
the matier of Steenie’s companion was settled
satisfactorily to all parties.

About two years later, Gowanham was actually
surprised even once again. One or two persons
of keen perceptive faculties suddenly awakened
to a sense of the fact that Steenie was not so much
of & child as she had been—indeed, was almost a
woman. Her customers going into the Little
Shop observed that the little figure had shot up
into & tall one, and that the girlish face was very
pretty indeed.

“ Dangerously pretty for a child exposed as
she is!”” said the good Rector to his wife, after
one of his visits. ¢ And yet,”” with pardonable
weakness, ‘‘ I cannot wish it was less pretty, for
she is & sensible little thing.”

She was a sensible little thing. Good-sense,
and simple singleness of purpose were peculiar to
her. There was not an atom of frivolity in her
whole nature; and though she laughed and colored
often over the blunt, broad compliments of the
honest countrymen and women who made their
purchases from her, her pleasure in their admi-
ration was an innocent, healthy pleasure, and
brought to her no foolish- flutter of gratified
vanity.

“Are you never afraid "’ eaid a lackadaisical
young matron to her. ‘I mean are you never
afraid that people will be rude to you, knowing
you are so mueh alone.”

“No,”" anewered Steenie. ‘I am not sfraid
at all; and I believe it is because I am not afraid,
that people do not think of being rude to me.”

She was 8 cheerful little soul too. She made
the tiny dark rooms positively bright. Tibby de-
clared, and, indeed, it was her opinion, that when
the shop was closed, and Steenie came into the
kitchen to talk or read aloud, the highly-polished
tins and dish-covers shone trebly bright, because
they reflected her pleasant young face so often.

“It's & sight to see her, ma’am,’’ the old wo-
man said to the Rector's wife. < It's a sight to
see her sittin’ in the big wooden rockin’-chair,
an’ readin’ out so grand and easy ; for big words
is nothin’ to her. An’ her so pretty an’ young,
wo.”

Very naturally Steenie Bright became more
and more of a favorite at the Rectory, and spent
many of her spare moments there, particularly
after Miss Denham married and went away, leav-
ing the old couple alone. In the eyes of good
Mrs. Denham, Steenie Bright became nearer per-
fection every day of her life. As she grew
older, she foll into the habit of relying upon her
for advice, and information, and assistance. for
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the girl possessed so much tact and olear good
sense, that she was quite invaluable in all chari-
table enterprises, and, accordingly, often found
herself called upon. )

¢« Steenie, my dear,”’ the old lady would say,
«I want you to visit those new-comers on Lower
Gowanham. They are in great distress, I hear,
and I should like to know if they are worth
helping.”’

Or, perhaps it would be to the Rector himself.

¢« Edward, I wish you would call at the Little
Shop, and ask Steenie to ses the Dowes, and let
me know what they want. The children are ill,
and Steenie has such a nice way with children.”

It was on some such occasion as this that Stee-
nie first heard of, ard encountered Kenneth
Dart.

She had gone up to the Rectory one dark win-
ter’s afternoon, and was standing before the fire
warming her feet, her hands in her little black
muff, while Mrs. Denham packed a basket of
provisions, when suddenly an ideaseemed to occur
to the good old lady.

¢« Dear me, Steenie,’’ she-exclaimed, ¢ I forgot
to mention the curate to you.’

+«If Mr. Denbam is going to employ one, I am
very glad,” said Steenie. I think he needs
assistance, Gowanham is growing so.”

« Just what I have often remerked,” said Mrs,
Denham. ¢ He has been terribly over-worked,
of late, and he has just met with the person he
wants, & Mr. Kenneth Dart, who was obliged to
give up his former curacy on account of ill health,
brought on by some difficulty of climate in the
village where he was situated—marshes, I think,
.my dear; and Gowanham i3 the very place for
him. There, Steenie, the basket is ready."”

It was very foggy and dark outside, and Steenie,
with the basket qn her arm, and her hands in
the black muff, found the yellow dusk unpleadant
enough after the bright parlor, but she stepped
out into it bravely, and walked down the gravel-
path briskly enough to set the young blood danc-
ing in her veins. :

But, reaching the gates, she was stopped by a
little accident. As she passed through them,
some one, turning the corner sharply, snd not
- seeing her in the murkiness, ran against her so
suddenly, that both muff and basket fell to the
ground, and sundry small parcels were scattered
at her feet.

*¢Oh, dear,”” she exclaimed. ¢ What a pity !"»

The gentleman—it was a gentleman—raised his
hat with a hurried apology. Looking down, he
saw 8 slight figure in a gray cloak and hat, and
a lovely, troubled face uplifted ; looking up, Stee-
nie, almost unconsciously, took in the outward

appearance of 4 tall, cadaverous young man, with
a pair of fine, dark eyes; at this moment, touched
with s faint expression of annoyance, and her
recognition of this expression made her recollect
herself.

¢« It doesn’t matter much,” she said, in s
pretty, cheerful way. And then, rescuing the
packages, ¢ It doesn’t matter at all, it seems, be-
cause nothing is injured, and the bottle of wine
is quite safe. Thank you,”as he handed hLer a
little parcel. ¢ That is the tea. Nothing has
rolled away, I think.”

* Forgive me,”’ he said. ¢ I did not see you.
T was wondering where I should find the Rectory.
Perhaps you can tell me, if you will be g0 good."”

¢ Yes,” Bteenie answered. *‘‘We are before
the gates, now. I have just left the house.”

- ¢« Thank you,” and raising his hat again, he
turned in through the gateway, as Steenie went
on. '

“1 wonder,” she eaid, quickening her pace,
and holding something more firmly to the basket,
‘I wonder if that is Mr. Kenneth Dart? How
dreadfully ill he looks, and how tall and thin he
is?”

It was Mr. Kenneth Dart she found out, on
her next visit to her friends, and it was quite de-
cided that he should take the curacy. He wasa
younger member of an old, but broken-down and
impoverished family, it appeared, and had no-
thing but his own exertions to depend upon, and
80 far had been the reverse of fortunate.

It was the old story. Life had gone against
him, and he had made a great mistake. There
had been half-a-dozen sons in the family to pro-
vide for, and each must have some profession.
It wes an unhappy family enough, and an em-
bittered one-—embittered by the continual struggle
to keep up appearances. There were petty quar-
rels between the brothers and sisters, and high-
handed disagreements. There was not one who
would unot have been glad to break off from thc
rest ; and so the young men, cold of nature, aud
warped of mind, and bedring the family curse of
intolerant pride, went their several ways as early
in life as possible. The church had not been
Kenneth’s choi¢e, and his conscience stung him
sharply, when, after a struggle, he accepted it as
his vooation. His soul was not in his work, but
he was not brave enough to accept what his life
had taught him to regard as a lower lot, or to
labor and wait with patience. So he took up the
task, which should have thrilled him to his heart's
core, with a sense of its divine purpose, and took
it up coldly, though with an inward resolve to
do it all honor, as far as & conscientious vutward
life would go.
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It 80 chanced that Steenie did not meet him at
the Rectory for several weeks after their acciden-
tal encounter, though she heard him preach seve-
ral times. And though he had forgotten her very
existence, as soon as he left her at the iron gates,
the moment that he caught sight of her among his
congregation, Kenneth Dart knew her again. He
scarcely understood how it was. He was not
prone to receive impressions easily, and he was
singularly free from any youthful weakness, in
the matter of feminine attractions, but he knew
the girl's face in an instant. It was not only
that it was a fair, fresh face—it was & good face,
a face with a meaning, youthful as it was. There
was purpose in it, truth in it, brightness in it ; it
was the sort of face to encourage one to believe
in the world, or, at least, to think leniently of it.
Whatsoever the young hand found to do would
be done with all its might. This was the woman
God had made, albeit her womanhood was but
just in its earliest dawn; this was the woman
God had made, and life held no power to spoil.

1 do not mean to say that Kenneth Dart saw
all this; he was not, in those days, the man to
follow such & train of thought; with him it was
simply & matter of being attracted or repelled
and here he found himself attracted.

He did not make any inquiries concerning her,
however, and, perhaps, because he felt so little
anxiety about the matter, information came to
him without his having made any effort to gain it.
In his daily labors among the poorer people, he
found a certain influence at work which now and
then surprised him. There.was some one person
in Gowanham, who was not only dear to these
poor people, but near to them in the truest sense
of the word. There was some one who had been
before him, and who had crept into hearts that
were as sealed books to himself; there was some
one who helped these people, and gave them
cheery counsel and bright words, and there was
not one of them who had not affection and praise
for this some one; and she was only a girl after
all.

He found this out one of the miserable foggy
November days, when he was making some visits,
in one of his bitterest and most dissatisfied moods.
He was ill and wretched—he was often ill, and
often wretched—and just on this particular even-
ing his life seemed to him to be at its worst,

He had called at one house, and found one
child sick, the rest in an uproar, and the hard-
worked mother ina state of irritated despair; and,
after the first commonplaces, he was sitting won-
dering miserably what to say or do next, when
the latch was lifted, and the sick boy gave a little

cry of delight.

“I'm so glad!” he said, guite hysterically,
poor child. I thought you weren't going to
come!” And Dart, glancing round, rose from his
seat at once, at sight of the bright face, and the
slight figure clad in gray, like some youthful pil-
grim.

It seemed a8 if the whole state of affairs altered
at once. The quarreling children ceased their
bickerings, the boy’s pale face quite glowed, and
even the cape-worn mother appeared to recover
something of spirit before the girl had been in
the house ten minutes. She set her small basket
on the table, and began to take some packages
out.

“Mrs. Denham sent them,” she explained.
“ There is some tea here too, and a bottle of wine
for Joey. And Joey, here is the picture-book,
the .one about the travelers. Children, who is
going o put the kettle on for mother's tea? She
is 8o tired.”

Having emptied the basket, she knelt down by
Joe’s couch for a minute or so, turning over the
leaves of the book and explaining the pictures,
talking in a low tone, and at last Kenneth heard
the word * patient,”” and saw the boy color
faintly. .

« 1 tried to be,” he said. ““And I think I was
until I thought you were not coming, and then
my head ached so, and the children were 8o noisy,
and—and——"" But Kenneth lost the rest. She
could not stay very long. She was obliged to re-
turn to the Rectory, she said. She had promised
to take tea with Mrs. Denham, and it was late al-
ready ; 80, with 8 few more words to Joey, she
took the empty basket, and was going out, when
Kenueth spoke to her, leaving his seat.

*I am going to the. Rectory myself,”’ he said,
a trifle awkwardly. *‘May I have the pleasure of
carrying this?”’ And he held out his hand for

-the basket.

She let him take it, and they walked out into
the fog together, he wondering at himself, and
wondering at her; she wondering a little also,
but only wondering, sympathetically, why he
looked 8o unhappy. -

They said very little to each other. She was
never tglkative, and he was in a silent mood this
evening. Simple-minded, steadfast Steenie Bright
was sharpening his sting of conscience sgain, and
making him more dissatisfied with himself than
ever. It was so plain that her heart was in the
work of her hands.

*“ You—jyou like this sort of thing!’’ he broke
out, at length.

Steenie looked up quickly, with a troubled
wonder in her limpid gray eyes. It was such a
singular speech for 8 man in his position to make,
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and it was made so abruptly, and in so strange a
tone. She had wondered once or twice before
why he was so very unlike & minister. He looked
very unlike ome, with his tall, rather elegant
figure, his pale, unhealthy face, and that unsatis-
fied expression in his dark eyes. It was, per-
haps, 8 natural result of her simple training, that
she should have her own ideas of what was cleri-
cal.

« Like it?’ she echoed, and them modifying
her tone of surprise, because some quick, inner
sense told her that it grated upon him. ¢ Yes, I
like it. It is making people happy, or, at least,”
with grave conscientiousness, ‘¢ happier than they
would be if we did not try to help them.”

«“And you never find yourself at a loss, and
are never tired of it 1"’

“] am often at a logs,” she answered, ‘‘and
often discouraged ; but one cannot live one’s life
through without being diecouraged, so I am not
exactly tired. Life itself is never very eagy, you
know.”

«No,” he returned, in gloomy abstraction.
1t is not.”

He did not know exaetly who she wae yet, hav-
ing only heard her spoken of as * Miss Steenie,”
and it did not occur to him to try to find out.
He was thinking of other things, and he strode
on in almost entire silence until they reached
their destination. There, entering the parlor to-
gether, they found good Mrs. Denham awaiting
them, and he was roused from his reverie by her
greeting. The youthful figure, in its cloak of
pilgrim gray, was as welcome here, it seemed, as
in the cottages.

“You have found your way back again, my
dear child,” she said. ¢ How cold you are!
Come to the fire. Where did you pick her up,
Mr. Dart?” _ .

«1 met Miss—Miss——"' began Kenneth, and
then suddenly awoke to remember that he did
not know what to call her. Steenie, standing be-
fore the fire, drawing off her neat little gloves,
tarned to him with ene of her bright, unspoiled
smiles.

¢ Nobody has introduced us to each other,”
she said, to Mrs. Denham. ¢ We forgot«all about
it, I think.”

Mrs. Denham put an affectionate hand on her
shoulder, and patted it.

“« And he has been all these weeks in Gowan-
ham without knowing you? I thought every-
body knew our Steenie Bright, Mr. Dart.”

And this was how Kenneth Dart discovered
the identity of the influence he had found at
work. He found it at work often enough afler
this, t0o, and chance seemed cont inunlly throwing

him into Steenie Bright’s path. He could hardly
go out without meeting the pretity, quiet, gray
figore. He eould certainly never go out without
hearing of it.

*She is very popular,”” he once remarked,
rather stiffly, to Mrs. Denham. The fact was,
the time came when the girl seemed an actual
reproach to him.

¢« 8he is very good,” was the brief reply.

Not long after this, the Little Shop had a visitor
who had never entered its doors before. Omne
evening, just before closing-time, Mr. Kenneth
Dart made his appearance, rather to Steenie’s
surprise. And he did not come to make a pur-
chase, either, or, if he had come to make one, he
quite forgot it. He had something to say about
some poor people who were & great trouble to
him; but even after he had said it, he did not go
away, but remained, talking. When at last he
did go, Steenie found herself feeling both bewil-
dered and pained, though she socarcely knew
why. She never spent five minutes with the
man without being vaguely conscious that he was
moody and dissatisfied, even though they so sel-
dom spoke to each other; and this night she felt
more sure of his unhappiness than ever: and
when she went into the kitchen, to Tibby, she
sat 80 long in silence on her low atool, before the
fire, that the old woman asked what troubled
her.

“Trouble,” she said, looking up & lttle. «I
don’t know, exactly, or, perhaps —— Well,
yes, it is a sort of trouble. I am puzzled,
Tibby.”

She was pusszled very frequently before long,
and it was always Kenneth Dart who puszled her.
He began to cal] at the Little Shop two or three
{ times a weelk, thongh his visits were necegsarily
brief, and were, by no means, sentimental ones. -
‘Really, she was not quite sure that he liked her
as other people did. More than once she had
fancled that he was only coldly anxious about
her, and was bent on analyzing her in his own
way.

One evening, in'coming home through the
dusk, from a place where she had been unex-
pectedly detained, she met with an adventure of
whic¢h her incomprehensible friend was the hero.

She was hurrying down an unfrequented street,
feeling rather cold, and very anxious to get home
to Tibby and the warm kitchen, when she was
checked, by finding an obstacle in her path. Her
heart began to beat, in a frightened fashion, all
at once. It was such a large obstacle, such »
strange obstacle, to be lying acroes the pave-
ment.

¢ It looks like A man,"” she said to herself. “It
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must be some one who has fallen. I wonder
what is the matter.” -

It required all her courage to bend down over
the prostrate figure, and look into its face; and,
having done so, she could not repressa startled cry.

It is Mr, Dart!'’ she exclaimed, in a terrified
voice. ¢ Oh, poor fellow, how ill he looks!"

And 8o it was Kenneth Dart, who, having been
wretchedly ill all day, had at last broken ddwn,
in spite of himself, and fainted, in trying to reach
his lodgings.

Steenie knelt dowa upon the ground, st his
side, and lifted his head upon her lap. It was
useless to call for help, and if she left him, he
might die before she could bringany one; at lesat
noting his deathly pallor, and remembering what
she had heard Mrs. Denham say, she felt it
would be hazardous to go away without reviving
him.
But, it was a hard task: for, though she rub-
bed his hands and heart until her slight wrists
ached, more than once she was afraid that she
should be compelled to go for help. But, just as
she was on the point of giving up in despair, she
felt that he stirred, and 8o bent down, and put-
ting her lips close to his ear, spoke to him. -

«“Mr. Dart,’’ she esaid, ¢ Mr. Dart, do you
hear me ?”’

She was tremnulous with dold, but she managed
to speak in a clear voice, and its sound brought
him back to the world. He groaned fhintly, and
when she redoubled her efforts to rouse him, he
operied his eyes, and started at seeing in the dusk
her shadowy figure and white face bending over
him.

+ Js—is this death " he exclaimed, fearfully.

“ You frinted,’”’ she answered him, trembling,
“and T found you lying here. - I don’t know
how leng it §s since you fell. Ok, Mr. Dart, how
glad I am to hear you speak.”

He tried to raise himself, but fell back upon
her arm, and lay there for a minute, before he
oould utter & word. '

“Don’t try to get up, yet,” she said. I can
bol you, if yot only will not faint again.”

“T cannot see you, plainly,’” ho answered, st
length ; ‘“bmt I think I know your voloe. It is
Miss Bright, from the Little Shop, s it not "’

“ Yes," she replied, crying a little, though she
tould not have told why. ¢ Steénie, you know.”

Phis was' all they said to each other, until he
(elt himself strong enough to rise, and even then,
Bteenie helping him to his feet, and seeing how
weak he was; sYmost feared he would fall again.

“You must lean on my shoulder,” she said.
“Don’t be afraid of letting  your weight rest on
me. I am stronger than I look.”

 his gaze, Steenie blushed innooently.

**But I cannot bear to try you this way,”
broke out Kenneth, feeling terribly impatient at
his own feebleness, and forgetting how sharp his
nervous voice would sound. *‘You had better
leave me here, Miss Bright.”

Steenie looked up at him with both surprise
and pain ‘in her face, ‘but she recovered herself,
an instant later. She was used to the irritability
of people who were weak and unstrung.

“ I am sure I can take you home, if you will
let me,” she said. “And I cannot leave you
here, in the cold.”

S0, submitting to her influence, as people al-
ways did, he was fain to try once more, and
exerted himself to the utmost, even though he felt
her trembliag beneath his weight. He was not
even able to make up to her for her perseverance
when he reached his lodgings, for then the light
and' warmth so overpowered him, that he fainted
again, and ‘it was all Steenie and his landlady
couid do to get him to the sofa. Steenie was still
near him when he recovered, and in his intense
prostration he found a curious sense of comfort
in the mere sight of her face.

“You are very kind to me,” he said, weakly,
but that was all he had strength to utter.

She waited a little to see tliat he was really
improving, aad then she came to the sofa and

‘settled his cushionswith a light, practised hand,

before leaving him.

“You must try to go to sleep after Mrs. Rhys
bas given you a cup of tea,”’ she said. ¢ And
now I must bid you good-night.”

His languid eyes upraising thémselves, be-
cause her face was 8o near, caught such a view
of it as they had never had before, and meeting
On his
part, he was merely recognizing what a very
sweet and youthful face it was, and how pure
and fresh it locked, under the shadow of the
gray, straw hat.

It was quite natural that such an episode
sliould make them better friends than they had
been before. They saw each other often, and
when they met at the Rectory, Kenneth fell into
the habit of walking home to the Little Shop
with its young proprietress. He liked to be with
her ; girl as she was, she satisfied him, somehow.
And Steenie, herself, often found the walks home
plesssnt as & memory. But Kenneth did not
satisfy her. From the first he had puzzled and
oven pained her by his singularities ; and as she
began to know and like him better, she found
herself oftener hurt in an undefined way. He
made speeches that startled her, aud he was oc-
casionally saturnine and gloomy. Perhaps it was
‘this that made her begin to grow thoughtful, and

&



650

THE LITTLE SHOP AT GOWANHAM.

a little silent herself in time. She was silent
and thoughtful, at any rate. Old Tibby noticed
it, in fact, and noticed, too, the habit she con-
tracted of sitting on her stool, before the fire,
holding puss on her lap, and looking grave and
absent.

It was nearly twelve months after the new
curate's coming to Gowanham, that 8teenie, pas-
sing out of the Little 8hop, one afternoon, encoun-
tered him striding rapidly down the street, hur-
ried and breathless, and as she saw that he did
not notice her, she stopped him to deliver a mes-
sage.

¢Mr. Dart!” she was beginning.
please—"'

He quite started at the sound of her voice, and
drew back.

¢ Don’t come near me,”” he said. ¢ You have
not heard. No. I see you have not. The fever
has broken out in its most violent form in several
houses, almost simultaneously. I have just come
from a place where two children are dying, and
the rest are sickening with it. I am glad I have
met you in time to give you warning. You must
not go néar Lower Gowanham, on any account,
Miss Bright.”

Steenie turned pale. In her childhood she. re-
membered just such an epidemic sweeping over
the place, and, young as she had been, she had
never forgotten the horror of the time.

«Bat, if I am wanted,” she said, ‘‘ the poor
people in Lower Gowanham are all my friends,
you know."”

¢t would be sheer madness to go,’’ he maid,
and then stopped short and looked at her as.if a
new thought had struck him: ¢“And yet I be-
lieve you would go,’” he added, a trifie sharply,
““if the gresatest scoundrel in the place called for
you. .
«If I could do him any good I would go,’” she
said. ¢ Tell me what it will be best for me to do
now ?”’

““ You must do nothing,” was his reply; ¢ but
try to escape the contagion. That is the only
thing your friends ought to allow you to do, apart
from prepering assistance in the shape of clothes
and nourishing food. 'Are you on your way to
the Rectory "’

¢“Yes.”

“Then you may put together whatever you
think will be useful, and when I have changed
my clothes I will come to the house.”

Steenie, going on her way, reached the Rectory
Jjust in time to intercept Mrs. Denham, who, hear-
ing of the epidemic, was on the point of going out
to make inquiries.

‘“You must not go, Mrs. Denhnm,” she sald.

“If you

"

PN

¢TIt is the fever.”” And though she spoke with
great calmness, there was a deep anxiety in her
resolute young face:

Kenneth Dart came in the oourse of half-an-
hour, and found two baskets prepared instead of
one, ;good old Mrs. Denham in tears, and Steenie
still dressed to go out.

‘“You are surely not thinking of going among
those people yourself,”* he said, excitedly, when
she took one 6f:-the baskets from the table, evi-
dently with the intention of accompanying him.

“You are going,”’ she answered, ¢ and it will
be no worse for me than it is for you.”

“You are 8 woman—I am a man. You have
no Tight to expose yourself. There is no need—"

She stopped him.

‘ There must be need if there is danger—the
greater the danger the more need. If you please,
Mrs. Denham,” turning to her friend, *if you
please tell him you think I am doing right.”

Rector’'s wife as she was, the dear old Indy had
her weaknesses, and surely the most natural of
them was her. love for pretty Steenie Bright.

«My dear,”” she said, tearfully, ¢ 1 do not think
you could do wrong, if you tried; but I cannot
help thinking—I really cannot help thinking, my
love——""And éhe quite broke down in the ex-
cess of her motherly fear.

But Steenie stood her grotind. She looked
straight at Kenneth Dart, with the first touch ot
girlish fire in her eyes he had ever felt the power
of. : '

«You know I am right,” she said. “Andl
would rather die because -I had helped people
who were suffering, than live because 1 had left
them to bear everything alone.”™

He did not say another word against her. -He
went out of the reom in milence. For a moment
she had felt & tiny spark of indignation sgainst
him ; but the instant it died out reaction followed,
and she was sorry, just as & child might have
been. She.did not like to speak to him, and he
did not speak to her, so they walked -on without
exchsnging a word until they reached their des-
tination. Then, just as he laid his hand upon
the latch, Steenie’s trouble became too much for
her, and she looked up &t him with her timid
pain in her eyes.

-4 Mr. Dart,” she fslmed -4 If you please, are
you—— Have I made you angry with me?”’

If she had been a child who had done him some
wrong, she could not have spoken more simply.
And she wes.80 much better than he was—so far
above him! His heart had never quickened at
any speech or look of hers before, but it quick-
ened then.  And yet she did not :puk very
warnly. :
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“T have no right to be angry,” he said, «I
am enly fearful. Gowanham cannot do without
’w."

The gentle, troubled heart, under the pilgrim
gray beat a little sadly. It had often beaten sadly
of late, though the reason for its sadness was
Steenie's own secret.

“If Gewanbam cannot do without me, God will
take care of me,”’ she said, in a soft, half whie-
per. And then they passed in together.

If I intended to tell the story of what, for
years after, was called the plague at Gowanham,
my narrative would be a long one, for it was
months before the epidemic died entirely away.
My work, however, is only to write a fimple his-
tery connected with the Little Shop, and its young
mistress, and there it must end.

During the weeks of suffering, Steenie Bright
did her work so well and bravely that even her
nearest friends wondered. The slender young
figurein pilgrim gray, passed from house to house,
and from bedside to bedside, an almost angelic
presence. It seemed that, in truth, Gowanham
could not afford to lose her, for the scourge never
fell, even lightly, upon her, though she grew paler
and thinner, with her labor and watching. And
her work brought forth double fruit, though she
was quite unconscious of it. There was one man,
who, in his self-enforced labor, looked on at her
with a sting of conscience sometimes too hard to
bear. Hers was the work of love; his a cold,
bought sacrifice; and he had been weary of it
before he had taken it into his hands. His earn-
estness was so great a mockery, hers so fair a
truth. And so it was that the gentle face, and
half-sad eyes were a greater and more constant
reproach to him than ever.

She was very quiet in those days, he noticed,
and there was often a shadow on her once bright
face. She was tired out, and well she might be,
he told himself. It-never occurred to him that
she might have other cause for sadness. But
good, motherly Mrs. Denham became anxious, and
accused her of being ill, and at last, one night,
when she came in, took possession of her, and
kept her prisoner.

“If you were any one else but Steenie Bright,
I should say you had a little secret, and were not
quite happy,” she said; ‘“but I know Steenie
Bright so well that I am sure she is only weak
and worn out. There, my dear, you must not
think of stirring. You are going to sit in the
Rector’s chair, and drink the tea I bring you, and
do nothing but watch the fire until you fall
asleep.”’

So Steenie was obliged to submit after a weak
little protest, to which Mrs. Denham replied by
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kissing her with tears in her eyes; and when
later in the evening Kenneth Dart camg in, he
found her lying in the Rector's chair, wrapped in
a big shawl, and fast asleep—a wearied, innocent
little figure, breathing softly, the pale, sweet face
drooping upon the cushions.

Mrs. Denham had been called out, so he went °
to the hearth, and stood there regarding the girl
with a new feeling of unrest. He was ill him-
self, wedry, and broken down; indeed, he hadl

feared, more than once, during the day, that his

turn had come at length.

Perhaps the uneonscious intensity of his gaze
had some magnetic influence, for, in the midst of
his reverie, Steenie stirred, and the next instant
her eyes opened full upon him as he watched her.
She gave him a faint, sweet smile, but did not stir,
she felt such luxury of comfort in her warmth
and idleness.

“Mr. Dart!” she ssid. ¢ When did you come
in? Do-you want to see Mrs. Denham?"’

¢« Not especially,’”” he answered. ¢ Now I ask
myself the question, I believe it is you I want
to see.”’

She moved then, sitting up, and looking at him
anxiously.

** You are ill I'’ she exclaimed. ¢ You are afraid
that——"" -

«“Hush !”” he said. “Don’t be frightened. It
is not that, though I am far from well. Miss
Bright, I have come to you for advice. No, I
have come to make a confession to you.”

“To me!” she said. ¢To mel” -

It was so evident that she did not understand
him, that he felt his humiliation all the more
keenly.

“Yes,” he said, ‘“to you. I have come to tell
you what a paltry coward I am; what & hypo-
crite I have shown myself; how unworthy I am
even of common respect.”

And then he poured forth the whole stery. It
was & hard enough story too—doubly hard for
Steenie to listento. Often as he had puzzled her,
she had never dreamed of the truth being what he
showed her it was, that his heart had never been
in his work, and that he had not even tried to
deceive himself into the belief that it was so. 1It.
was a strange thing he was doing—pouring out
his remorse to this inexperienced girl; a little
girl, who had spent her life among worsteds and
darning-needles, behind the counter of a Gowan-"
ham Shop; and yet he had never been tempted to
tell the whole truth to any one but Steenie Bright ;
and but for Steenie Bright he might never have
told it at all. )

«My life is a lie,” he said, in the end.
dishonest pretence.

A
I will keep up no longer.
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1 am not fit for the position I hold, you must
see.”’

¢+ No,”" she answered, simply and sorrowfully,
‘“ youare not.”’ And I doubt if, even in the hap-
pier future, he knew exactly what it cost her to
utter the words.

“I will make what reparation I can,” he said
next. “I will tell Mr. Denham what I have
told you, and I will go away from Gowanham

, forever.”

She turned so pale that he could not help see-
ing it.

¢« Forever !"’ she said.

* You do not think,” he said, startled by the
sound of her voice, ** you do not think it better
that I should remain 2’

«No,” she answered, still in the same curi-
ously-strained tone. I think it better that you
should go.”” And all at once she dropped her
face upon her hands, and hid it in the cushions.
But it was only for & minute. She looked up at
him shortly, and spoke again. “I am very
sorry,” she said, softiy. ¢TI have no words to
tell you how sorry I am for you, and how this
has hurt me.”

« If prayers are ever answered,”’ he said,
¢ yours will be so. Pray for me."” )

It was scarcely three minutes after he said
this, that Steenie noticed that a faint tremor
passed over him, and he leaned his head upon
his hand. Then she saw that he turned ashen
pale, and before she could disentangle herself
from her trappings, and spring to his assistance,
he was lying upon the hearth, looking just as he
had looked the evening she found him stretched
across the pavement, in the cold and fog.

There was no need to call for help. Chance
brought Mrs. Denham into the room almost as
soon as he fell, and the old lady, on entering,
found her much-loved Steenie DBright kneeling
by the insensible form of her husband’s curate.

«It is the fever, again, Mrs. Denham,” said
the poor child. “People who have fought against
it so long are often struck down in this way,
and,V with a strange, despairing sob, ‘I never
knew one of them to get better.”

It was a great shock Mrs. Denham met with
that night, for just that one night, at the curate’s
bedside, taught her a secret whose existence she
had never before suspected.

“Don’t send me away,” said Stecnie, when
she insisted on her going to sleep. * Don’t send
me away, Mrs, Denham. I have worked for
other people, and waited on them, and—— Oh,
don’t send me away from hkim.”’

Her passionate, yet half-unconscious emphasis
on the last word told the whole story. And so

¢ she stayed while Kenneth Dart went down alone
} to the very gates of death, and every watcher at
! his side thought each hour would be his last.
Bat the gates were not to swing backward this
time. Mrs. Denham said it was because he was
faithfully watched and tended ; because a despe-
rate, clinging, girlish hand held him back; and
its owner having earned a gift from Heaven,
prayed so submissively yet 8o yearningly for this
one life, that it was given. At any rate, Kenneth
Dart was snatched, as it were, from the grave.
It was Steenie who had saved him, Mrs. Denham
declared, when he strove to thank her. He must
thank Steenie. And though she spoke a trifle
constrainedly, she could not help softening at his
answer, given with passionate fervor, despite his
feeblencss.

“I am not worthy to touch'the hem of her
garment,”” he said. ¢« God help me.”

No one knew but himself how near the girl
had grown to his unrestful heart during his suf-
ferings. No ome but himself kncw how one
night, when he'had awakened from a stupor, as
he thought, alone and dying, he had found the
faithful, helpful young face at his side, and
Steenie Bright had knelt by his pillow, his des-
perate land clinging to hers, as she prayed,
until she won him rest.

There were a hundred other incidents which
had drawn them together, too, and, in working
upon him, had brought hope to his soul. It was
a strangely humbled and altered man who sat in
the Rector’s chair ten weeks after he had fallen
prostrate at Steenie’s feet in the midst of his con-
fession: He was beginning to learn a new lesson,
and it was Steenie Bright who had taught him
its rudiments,

It was quite ten weeks before Mrs. Denham
would hear of her favorite going back to her
old place, behind the counter of the Little Shop;
but at thic end of that time Steenie was resolute,
and made her small preparations to go.

«Tibby wants me, I know,” she said, with a
quiet smile. ¢ And the shop needs attention.
And as to puss, why, I haven’t seen poor puss
since the fever broke out among the litfle Mor-
NSO"

Accordingly, after tea, she went up stairs to
the library, where Kenneth was sitting alone by
the fire, and she went to bid him good-by. Sbe
stopped to talk to him for a little while, standing
on the opposite side of the hearth, and replying
to his remarks in her pretty, modest way. 8he
was glad he was better ; he would be quite strong,
now, and happier, she hoped. This last, in her
soft, trustful voice, half timidly. And then he
thanked her, in a subdued, rather agitated tone,
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and there was silence; so Steenie turned to

g0-

*“ Good-night,”* she eaid, shaking hands with
him, and left him, her eyes blinded a!l in a mo-
ment with tears, so that she could scarcely see
the flickering light.

But when she reached the door she heard his
voice.

¢ 8teenie !’ he cried. And he had never called
her Steenie hefore.

It was all she could do to speak aloud, but she
managed it with a struggle.

*Yes, Mr. Dart,” she answered.
want anything ?”’

Weak and ill as he was, he rose t® his feet,
looking so fearfully thin and pale that the mere
sight of him sent a new pang through her heart.

“Don’t get up,’” she faltered. ¢ Let me give
you what you want.”

*I want you,” he said.

And then he caught sight of something which
gave him a heart-pang too, and a passionate one.

¢ Are those tears in your eyes?’’ he cried.

“Yes,”’ said Steenie, and stood before him,
with wet, dropped lashes, tremulous as before a
judge.

Almost the next moment she felt his arms clasp-
ing her.

*“My poor little lamb,”’ he said.
they there? Is it because——"’

*It is because I could not bear to leave you,
and think you did not care ;" she lvhhpered: and

““ Do you

“Why are

there the innocent, sorrowful voice broke, for she
could say no more.

That night the Rector heard his curate’s story
from beginning to end; and while it was told
Steenie sat on a low stool at Kenneth Dart's fee®,
with her quiet hand in his. And when the con-
fession was ended, there was a little silence, in
which the Rector bent his head thoughtfully, and
the gentle hand clung to Kenneth's with a closer,
tenderer clasp.

Then the Rector spoke.

¢ Aud you wish to take up your work again ?’’
he said.

Kenneth answered him with a silent gesture.

Then the old man looked at Steenie.

¢My dear,” he said, ¢ you have a tender faith
in him, at least, and you have promised to help
him.”

“Yes,"”” snswered Steenie, in her low, clear
voice.

The Rector, afler a moment's tlnm.;“'ful look-
ingatthe red fire, turned to them both once more.

*I can trust him,” he said. ¢ The man you
love is to be trusted. We will begin again.”

And so they did; and the Little Shop being
closed, its young mistress entered into a new ex-
istence, and was so faithful to her loving task of
brightening and purifying the shadowed life she
had taken into her tender hands, that, in theend,
its record was as fair a one as her own; and Gow-
anham's curate was as well beloved as his young
wife had been herself.
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THE BOMAN CAMPAGNA,

BY CHARLES J.

PETERSKON,

I seE the lone Campagna round me lying,
Vague in the moon and vast.

I hear the night-wind desolately sighing,
From out the dead, dead Past.

The Alban hills, with dim traditions hoary,
Like brooding prophets riso.

The Sabine mountains, snow-clad, crowned with gl ..,
Walk, saintly, in the skics.

And far away, & silver streak is shining
Out on the lonely sea,

That moans, and morns, and moans, forever pining
For what no more shall be.

Acroes the plain the aqueducts come creeping,
Maimed dragons to their lair.

The myriad dead, unshriven round me sleeping,
With white ghosts fill the air.

A phantom mist of cohorts, legions, streaming
Along the tomb-girt way,

To vanish tow'rds the city, millions gleaming
In ekeleton armay.

I seem to hear them, out of sight, still tramping
‘With dull, unearthly tread;
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Or round the fun'ral Palatine encamping,
‘Whole armiee of the dead.

Agnin the Colomseum shakes with thunder,
.Thre shouts as martyrs die.

Aguin—but sce! the white mist parts asunder,
The moon sails calm on high.

» . dAbyblessed sign! Yet not the sole one given,
Far o'er the plain afar,

8t. Poter's dome, its croes advanced to heaven,
Shines like the morning star.

Rome, fierce and cruel ever, her dominions
Bought with her victims' blood ;

Tearing the nations’ hearts; with vulture pinions
Above ber prey she stood.

8he sowed, and she has roaped ; she took the wages:
Of murder and of lust;

God let the iron gall her soul for tges
And eat it ont with rust.

Scourged on through centuries, her expiations
At last have won release.

‘White-robed, redeemed, she yet may lead the natlono,
This time to heights of peace !



