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The Storytelier

MISS HETTY’S TRAMP

Miss Helly Bonsall lived alome in the house that
had belonged 1o her forefathers for generations. WNot
quite alone, e¢ither, for, she had one servanl, Nera, who
had been in the family since belore Miss Hetty was horn,
and who remained with her, faithful and capable, when
the last of her kindred were laid beneath the sod.

Miss Hetty had never married, but she was not at
all a blighted flower. Quick, reserved, gentle, and re-
fined, as 1t was in her blood to be, she had mingled
more or less with wiih her friends and neighbors, until
the great event happened in her life which made things
different. Not suddenly, sharply, or cruelly so, yet de-
cidedly and unmistakably differeni. Miss Hetly had be-
come a Catholic. The only Catholics in Mapleton were
servants, laborers, and factory hands, and when ‘1t’
happened, people shook their heads, and touched A1beir
foreheads oracularly, but sadly—meeding no spoken word
to express lhe thought that was in them. As time
passed, and Miss  IHetty-—save in this one particular—
continued to pe exactly her old self and the scarcely
breathed tiheory as Lo her sanity fell to pieces, her
neighbors, still at a loss to account for her strange
idiosyncrasy, cndeavored to resume their old cordiality.
But things were ! changed, and their mutuzl relations
were never guile ithe same again.

But if Miss Hetty noticed it—and she must have
done so—she never made a sign. Her religion was so
comforting and consoling 1hat it made up for everyihing.

Her conversion had come about in & peculiar way.
One evening as she zal watching Nora peeling apples
for pies, she ashed :

* Nora, how 15 it that you have always been a Cath-
olic 7’ .

*1 was born one, Miss Hetty.’

¢ Nobody is ever born into a religion, Nora.’

‘ Well, my people were Catholics, and when she was
dying mother made your mother promise to send me Lo
ihe Sisters’ OGrphan Asylum. But she hated to see me
go to an  asylum, and kept me herself instead. She
felt it her duty to have me taughi the religion of my
parents, and sent me over to Ifour Rivels to Mass every
Sunday, besides having me instructed in my Catechism.
She was a fine, good weman, Miss ITetty.’

‘ Indeed shel was And you have clung nobly to
ycur faith, Nora. For a long time you were the only
Catholic in Mapleton, weten’t you ?’

“ Yes. Miss Helty.”

*And now vyou have
priest, haven’t ¥you ?’

' Yes, Miss Hetty.’

¢ Norah, I am going {o tell you something. I have
never before breathed 1t 1o a living soul. You remeni-
her that vear I went to the Conservatory at Boston ¥

fYes, I remember it well.’

a nice church, and a good

‘1 met a young gentleman there whom—T liked—
very much. He was studying music. He was a Calh-
olic. When I discavered it I couldnit—well, I had a

wrong idea of 1lhings then, and so it was ended.’

¢ And ,that is why you never married, Miss Iletty 7°

* I think it is,” rejoined Miss Iletty, with a lLitile
sigh. * After a while 1 was rot unhappy, but T could
never see any one else whom I liked as well. Now yvou
have my litile sceret. Something in the appearance of
vour new priest suggests him. Do you think I might
call, Nora ?’

They were simple souls, both—ihe servant as simple
as the misiress.

¢ I think you might,” said Nora, and Miss Helty did.

Something had stirred the slumbering pasb in  ihe
spinster's heart. She did not know, she could not know
what had become of her vouthful lover, but she found
herseli longing to learn something of the religion he
had professed. The result was that ihe close of the
yvear found her a Cathclic. Nora declared that it was
a reward for the kindly act of her conscientious wno-
ther. Miss Hetty rather leaned toward the same opin-
ion, and Father Furlong said that G'cd noi' ¢eldom acted.

1f Miss IHetty had not had the consolation of reli-
gion to sustain her, it is doubtful if she could have
borne her subseguent misfortune. In less than a year
after her conversion she hecame blind. She could no
longer sew, but she could knit; she could not 7read,
put many times during the day the beads passed through
her long, slim fingers, and no one ever heard her mur-
mur.

Deep down in her virgin heart Miss Hetty had al-
ways treasnred 1ihe memory of that youthful fancy,
which if it had not been peremptorily and somewhat
rudely nipped in the bud, would later, in all probability,

have died a natural death. There were various reasons
why it should have been so. There had never been the
slightest, declaration of love on either side, not even so
much as the pressure of a hand. But the timid admira~-
tion pictured in a certain pair of Irish eyes had more
than once brought & faint blush to the girlish cheek,
and though the terrible discovery made, one Sunday
morning  on her way from the Congregational church,
had caused her, as she thought it her hounden duty, to
crush the sweet blossom of love beneath the heel of
tenunciation, she had never actually known those ego-
nies which are known in romance as the pangs of dis-
appointed love. There is  hardly a doubt that Miss
Hetly was whatl is vulgarly, but expressively, called ‘a
born old maid.’ Nevertheless, she had cherished a ten-
der recollection, enjoying rather than suffering a genlle
sOrrow so cxypuisitely fanciful that it was not in any
sense allied 1o pain,  She had had her one little hour,
and 1t had set her apari, in her own imagination, I{or
sweel rememprance that cculd hardly be called regret.

Since she had heen blind Miss Helty wlways sat on
the piazza overlooking the side garden, where Nora
could sec her from the hitchen and attend to any of her
needs.  One evening as she sat thus, busily knitting,
ihe ficecy clouds of gossamer wool dropping lightly and
swiftly threugh her fingers, a shuflling siep sounded on
the gravel walk.

* Good morning, madam,’ said a voice that had once
been musical, and was still not unpleasant in its inton-
ations, *1s ihere any jJob that a man might do about
here 1o earn his dinner 7

‘What can you do ?’ replied Miss Hetty, lefting
her work drop into her lap, and glancing nervously ab-
oul her, while a slight pink flush mounted to her cheeks.

‘Do not be alarmed, madame,’ continuued the man,
nolicing her perturbatdion, and abtrihoting it to the
dread which many mervous women feel at the sight of
an unknown wayfarer.

1 am not--alarmed,” faltered WMiss Hetily, as her
hands fluttered quichly above her work; ‘1 am biind.’

* Blind ? * echoed the stranger in a sympathetic tone.
‘ What a pity !?

Then Miss Helty called to Nora, awho was broiling
steak, ‘the appelising odor of which must bhave been
grateful to a hurgry man.

“wNora,” said Miss Helty, when the old woman ap-
peared, ' here is a—man, 1o whom I would like you 1o
give a good, salisfying mecal. He is anxious 1o do'some
work 1 return for il. Ilave we anything--is there—any
odd job—Nora 7’

‘Tle mightl chop some kindling,” answered Nora. ‘But
I can't let my steak burn. Go 1o the hitchen steps,
my good man,' she continued, °and wait there till I
dish up Miss Hetly’s dinner.’

But the iramyp, for such he was in every line and
furrow of his dissipated face and slouchy figure, had
aheady taken off his cap and seated himself at DMiss
Iletiy's feel. .Resting both hands om his hkmees, and
leaning his curly grisrled bead upon them, he  looked
long and earnestly at ihe faded, flower-like face, from
which beamed forth the pure white soul within. And as

he parzed his brows contraeted in a frown, he compres-
scd his loose, vacillating lips icgether, and his bleared,
bloodshot eyes grew moist,  He must have had an un-
usually 1ender heart for a iramp, for he shook his head
compassicnalely once or twice, blinked his bleary eyes,
and rose to his feet.

‘T canl{weed a hitle just here while I wait,’ he said.

‘Do so,” replied Miss Hetty, who had resumed her
knitting, and he fell to work. While he weeded he hum-
med  snatches of tunes to himself, and again DMiss
Hetly's hands fluttered pervously through the ice-weool
shawl she was mahking, while her soft bhrown sightless
eyes, beneath their half-closed lids, hecame siffused with
retrpspeetive {ears. »At dinner her manner was nervous
and agitated ; Nora could not understand it.

‘T do not think )Y whail take a nap to-day,
she said, when the meal was finished.
back, with my work, to the piazza.’

‘ Very, well, Miss,’ said the faithiul handmaiden, lead-

Nora,’
‘1 will jusb go

“ing her to her accustomed place ; *‘but do yvou feel just

' finished his dinner.

yourself 7 You look feverish.’

* There is nothing the matier, Nora,’
Helly. ' I prefer to sit here.’

When Nora weni back to her kitchen the framp had
He sat, with one elbow on the
tablg, surveying the comiortable room.

“ That is Miss Bomsall 7’ he inquired.

‘Yes,” renlind Nora ; ' Miss Hetty Bonsall.’

‘You and she ogccupy this large house alenc?' he

replied Miss

. continued.

' We do,’ reioined Nora sharply ;

. ‘ but we’re notwne
bit afraid of tramps and thieves.

We have a big dog

" that we lel loose at night, and hurglar alarms on all

the doors and windows.

And we have very good neigh-
hors.’
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