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CHAPTER I.



SNOW AND SNOW-MEN.









VERY early in the reign of Queen Victoria there lived near a large
town in Devonshire a farmer named Marlowe, a prosperous, well-to-do
man, with a thrifty, good-tempered wife and half a dozen children. Mr.
Marlowe owned his farm, which was a large one; and in those good old
times farmers could live comfortably, and lay by a little money for
their children—a state of things which has well-nigh passed away.


In Devonshire, as perhaps most people know, a heavy fall of snow is
a most unusual thing. The mild, damp climate forbids the snow to lie
long; indeed, it generally melts in the act of falling. But one year,
early in the queen's reign, there was a snowstorm in Devon which would
have been considered heavy in Scotland or Yorkshire; and with the snow
came a hard frost.


Farmer Marlowe's five sons and one daughter were in strange glee. There
was a large grammar-school not far off, which the three elder lads
attended, and some of the boarders who came from colder regions had
often described to them the delights of snow and frost—snow-balling,
sliding, and even skating; but never had the young Marlowes partaken of
those joys. Now they were determined to make the most of them.


In the school playground a large snow-man was built up by the boys
during the play-hours "between schools," and Harry, Hugh, and Frank
Marlowe thought themselves very kind and considerate for their sister
Lucy and the two little boys at home, in that they refused to remain in
the playground in the afternoon to assist in finishing the snow-giant,
and perchance in demolishing him, should the popular fancy turn in that
direction. As they trudged off, Hugh looked back, saying—


"Oh, boys, I can see his head—the snow-man, I mean. I see it over the
wall, and that wall is ten feet high at least. Why, he must be fifteen
or sixteen feet high!"


"Not he," said Harry, the eldest; "not more than ten, if so much. You
forget that we are going uphill."


"No, we are not," said Hugh, who was somewhat famous for contradicting;
"and if we were," he added hastily, "what difference would that make?"


But Harry was not going to be entrapped into an argument with Hugh,
whom their father declared was born half a lawyer, so he only answered—


"Well, if you can't see for yourself, Hugh, 'I' can't make you."


"He sees well enough," said Frank; "only he must be talking. I'm half
sorry, Harry, that we didn't stay, for if Uncle Jasper is as queer as
he was yesterday, ten to one Lucy won't get out at all, and Jim and
Polly are no good."


Polly, I must explain, was a pet name for the youngest boy, whose name
was Paul.


"Well, that may be," Harry answered; "but it would be hard on the
little chaps to get no fun out of the snow. Why, I'm fifteen, and I
never saw a snow like this before. Uncle Jasper may have come all right
again."


"'I' couldn't see a bit of change in him," said Hugh; "only Lucy and
mother made a fuss."


Harry turned sharply, and caught the speaker by the collar of his
jacket.


"Say that again," said he.


"No, I shan't," replied Hugh promptly, and the elder's brief anger
ended in a laugh.


"Well, you 'are' a funny chap, Hugh. Don't you let me hear you saying
anything saucy about mother, mind."


"I shall just turn round and go back to the playground," said Hugh as
soon as he was released. "Because you are big and strong, that's no
reason why you should be a bully. A bully is a disgusting character. I
don't care if Lucy and the two young ones never see snow-balls. What
matter about a girl and a couple of babies? I shan't lose all my fun
for them. I'm going back."


"All right," said Harry composedly; "off you go;" and he trudged along
the beaten track by the side of the road, followed by Frank, who,
however, kept looking back as if divided in his mind.


"Why must we go home, Harry? It was such good fun in the playground."


"So 'twas, Frankie, and we had it for a good long time, and shall have
more to-morrow. But we must not think of no one but ourselves, you
know."


"And Hugh will be sorry by-and-by," said Frank.


"Do you know Hugh no better than that?" Harry asked, with a laugh.
"Come, let us run down this hill. No, Frank; take care—it's too
steep. We couldn't run. I wonder which will be at home first—Hugh or
ourselves?"


They presently turned off the high-road into a lane with high banks
on either side, and great ferns growing all the way from the ground
to the top. These ferns looked so wonderfully beautiful that even a
couple of schoolboys could not pass them without remark. The high banks
had partially sheltered them, and they were not smothered in snow—only
turned into white ferns, every bit of the brown and yellow of their
winter coats being covered.


"Don't they look as if they were cut out in white stone?" said Frank
admiringly. "Well, snow is very pretty! Still, I think I like colours
best, for always."


Harry had reached the gate which shut in his father's house and
garden—a large, formal garden, with one broad walk leading straight
from the gate to the house. He stopped, and made a sign to the other
boy to come on quietly.


"Look there!" said he. "What did I tell you?"


And there, in the middle of the broad walk, was the humble commencement
of a snow-man, and hard at work collecting snow were the two little
boys, Jem and Polly, aged respectively six and four, while busy about
the formation of a pair of shapeless feet was no less a person than
Hugh himself.


"Well, if he isn't a queer fellow!" cried Frank, with his eyes wide
open.


They raised the latch of the gate, and at the sound Jem called out,
"Here's the other two, Hughie."


"At last!" said Hugh. "Never thought of taking a short cut through the
wood, of course! Lucy will be out in a minute or two. I say, Harry,
Uncle Jasper's queerer than ever."


"He's ill, I'm afraid," said Harry. "Here, Frank, give me your books.
I'll carry them in. I'll be back directly; but I want to see about
Lucy."


He went on to the house—a square brick house, with a very pretty old
wooden porch all overgrown with ivy, jasmine, and roses, now looking
like delicate tracery cut in fine white marble. This picturesque,
many-pointed porch was the only pretty thing about the house. The
building was square, with smallish square windows, one on each side of
the hall door, and others above them, for the upper rooms. Over the
porch there was a third window in the upper row. But there was an air
of solid comfort and respectability about the place, and the Marlowes
saw no faults in it.


Harry entered, stamping the snow off his feet in the porch. Passing
through a rather darker hall, he went into a large, comfortable room on
the left side of the hall. Here a fire blazed cheerfully, and here he
found his sister Lucy, a pleasant-faced, blue-eyed girl of sixteen. She
held up her hand in warning, and whispered—


"Don't wake him, Harry dear."


Harry sat down near the door, and pulled off his heavy shoes; then,
coming forward, he looked curiously at an old, old man, who was lying
back in a great armchair placed before the fire; fast asleep, he seemed
to be.


"What is the matter with him, Lucy?"


"I don't know. It seems to me as if the snow frightens him, only that
is absurd, for he is not a bit silly, though he has grown so silent.
But I'm sure it has something to do with the snow, and that he is
always so when snow comes; for I heard father say, 'I wish the poor old
chap could sleep till the thaw.'"


"He looks very weak; don't you think so?—All grey and pinched-up like.
Lucy, can't you come out at all?"


"Oh yes; mother has just got through her work in the kitchen, and then
she'll sit here, and let me go."


"Very good. Go you and get ready, then; I will sit by Uncle Jasper till
mother comes. Put on lots of things, Lucy, for it's stinging cold."


Lucy laid by her needlework and ran lightly off, and for a few moments
all was very quiet. But probably the soft buzz of the young voices
had broken the old man's slumbers, for he soon moved uneasily, and
presently sat up, looking round in a dazed kind of way.


"Where's Harry?" said he.


"Here I am, uncle. Do you mean me or father?"


"Is this Harry? Why—have I been dreaming? Harry was like this once. Oh,
I know. I remember now. You're not 'my' Harry; but you are a good boy.
Mind you always keep so, Harry. Never wander from the right way; never
forget that God sees you always. You don't know what you may come to.
We never know what sin we may commit, if once we go into the wrong way.
Harry, is the snow gone?"


"No, sir," said Harry, a little surprised both at the long warning
and the abrupt question; "no fear of that. We are going to build a
snow-man. You can see a bit of him already from the window."


"Ay, ay—the window. That was the window," Jasper added, pointing to one
at the end of the room, from which, of course, the broad walk and the
snow-man could not be seen.


"No, not that—the front one," said Harry, a good deal puzzled.


"No! Do you think 'I' can forget?" old Jasper said, half-angrily.
"It was the end window. That's the same bureau. It stood near the
fireplace in those days, and old Rover was lying on the sheepskin rug.
Ah me—it's a long, long time ago! When I get to heaven, I may forget,
but not here, and the snow wakes it all to life. I know I am forgiven,
but I never can forget. Uncle Hugh said just the same—he never could
forget—and what was his sin to mine?"


"What is it that you cannot forget—and who was Uncle Hugh?" said Harry.


Old Jasper considered for a moment.


"Katie was his daughter, and she was your grandmother—so he was your
great-grandfather. Oh, how long I have lived—they are all gone but me.
Uncle Hugh—Harry—young Hugh—all gone. He was not really my uncle, only
a cousin, but we called him uncle, Harry and I did."


"Harry—that's my father?" questioned the boy.


But he got no answer, for old Jasper had risen and gone to the front
window.


"All white and pure," he said, "but treacherous too. Hiding things
sometimes, and then—But the fault was not in the snow, it was all my
own. Well, well! I'm forgiven, I know that. 'I have blotted out as a
cloud'—eh, what's the rest of that, now? My head's going I doubt—I
can't remember even that."


Harry came over to him and repeated the verse,—





   "'I have blotted out, as a thick cloud, thy transgressions, and, as a
cloud, thy sins.'






"But, 'indeed,' Uncle Jasper, I don't think you ever did anything very
bad. You've always been so good, as long as I can remember anything."


Jasper took a long look at the dazzling whiteness—made more dazzling
just then by a sudden burst of sunshine. He shivered and said in a low
voice—


"When the snow melts you will know all about it."


"Oh, he's going crazy!" muttered the boy, sincerely frightened—so
frightened that it was a great relief to hear his mother's step in the
hall.


"Mother!" he said, running to the door. "Come to Uncle Jasper—I don't
think he is quite well."


"Why, Lucy said he was asleep! What is it, Jasper? What's making you
shiver? Are you cold?"


"Cold at heart—a coward, Mary, always a coward. When the snow melts—and
look at the sun now!—then all the world will know what I am. And I
cannot bear it; I always said so. I can't bear it!"


"Run away, Harry; Lucy is ready now. Now, Jasper, dear heart, listen to
me. Don't be gazing out at the snow, but turn this way and look at me,
and put your mind to what I'm going to say."


She took his hand, and whenever his eyes began to wander from her face
she pressed his poor old withered hand gently, and recalled him to
attention.


"Jasper," she said, "whatever misery comes back to you with the snow,
there is no one living who knows aught about it. My good-man himself
only knows that you are always ill and unhappy whenever snow comes; I'm
thankful that it does not often happen here. I suppose something was
done when there was snow long ago; but all that knew it have passed
away: and when this snow melts we shall know no more than we do now,
unless you tell us yourself."


"I am always afraid I shall tell when there is snow," he said.


"And, in my opinion, you would be happier if you did tell," Mary
Marlowe answered. "I don't mean, tell me, or tell every one; but my
husband is a good, wise man, and, if you have a burden on your mind,
he'd give you help and comfort."


Old Jasper was attentive enough now. His face was quite changed; all
the look of vacant, anxious unrest had left it, and he looked many
years younger and more like his former self.


"Tell the whole story!" he cried. "Why, Mary, Heaven forgive me! I
remember feeling a little bit of comfort when those I truly loved were
taken from us, because I could not help saying, 'Now no one living
knows of my sin.'"


"Well, and has it made you happy, Jasper? Sure, I know it hasn't."


"But," he answered anxiously, "I've repented, Mary, long ago—bitterly
repented! I am forgiven! Oh, surely, Mary, you think I am forgiven—and
when I meet them again there will be no cloud between us."


"And what was the cloud, Jasper? I know enough of the
Marlowes—open-hearted, kindly souls—to know that if they forgave, they
did it heartily. So what was the cloud between you?"


"Shame," he answered.


Mary shook her head.


"Well," he went on, "if it was not that, what was it?"


"If you ask my opinion, Jasper, I'd say it was pride. When we've done
wrong, and been forgiven, it is my mind that we should just make no
concealments and keepings back, but stand fair out in the sight of man
as we stand in the sight of God. I am sure of this—a concealed sin does
our own lives more injury than any shame or any sorrow. Being hidden,
it lives and gnaws at us; drag it out into the light of day, and you
will kill it. All your life, ever since I came home to Marlowe Hay,
you've been a gentle, loving-hearted, good man, a good friend to my
children, as you were to their father before them, and to his father,
as I have often been told. And yet you are not a happy man; though I
know you are a true Christian, yet you are never happy. I have wanted
to say this to you ever since a talk we had last summer—that there
'must' be some reason for this in yourself, for well you know there is
no religious reason. He forgives freely, and puts the sin away; but you
keep it to think about and grieve over—while all the time you care more
that no one should know it than for anything else."


"Oh, Mary, you are hard upon me!"


"I don't mean to be hard, indeed; but I am all for being above-board
and true. And don't I know that half your misery is, 'If they knew what
I once did, they would never love me'? And I am very sure that that is
a mistake. You are a real self-tormentor, Jasper, and always were."


"Why, that's what Harry—'my' Harry, as I call him—said to me when he
was dying. He said,—


"'We never told the little lad, Jasper; and when I am gone there will
be no one but poor Katie who knows a word about it, and you know she
will keep your secret. This was your wish, and we have done so; but
you'd be a better and a happier man if you could make up your mind to
have no concealments. You will only torment yourself all your life, as
you have done these many years; and though I cannot bear to vex you, I
must say, once for all, that I think God means us to bear the shame of
our deeds.'


"But I never had the courage to do it."


"And what a deal of sorrow and fretting you've made for yourself by
it," Mary said gently.


"He added, 'And God will bring you to see it before you die,'" the old
man went on thoughtfully.


He spoke no more, and Mary led him over to his chair, and made him
comfortable in it. Then she took out her needlework, and a long time
passed in silence, during which her mind had gone off to other matters,
when suddenly the old man spoke again.


"This is 1840, is it not? Then am I ninety-five years old. And my Harry
died at fifty, and his son died young, and there's no one living now
that I knew when I was young. Why am I left, I wonder? Maybe, I am
spared so long just to give me another chance to do what I ought. 'Tis
pride. I thought it was shame and humility, but I see now 'tis just
pride. And to think of such as I being proud! Well, I will give it
up; I will tell it all. They'll shrink from me—the lads that I love,
because they are so like my Harry. And Lucy, when she laughs, she minds
me so much of Katie. She'll hardly bear the sight of me again. But I
deserve it all. And when it's done, maybe God will take me home. Maybe,
this is the last thing I have to do in this world. I'll do it, Lord.
This very evening, if I live to see it, I will do it."


He got up slowly, took up a crutch-handle stick that lay near him, and
left the room. Mary heard him cross the hall and enter his own room.
She looked after him pityingly; he had a deformed foot, and walked very
feebly.


"Poor old man!" she said. "I wonder will he remember? He'll be twice as
easy in his mind if he keeps to his resolution; and I dare say 'twas
nothing so very dreadful, after all."
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CHAPTER II.



KATIE.









THE young Marlowes built up not only a snow-man, but a house of snow.
Not that they finished it that day, but they began it in an empty
corner of the rick-yard. When it grew too dark for even Hugh to declare
that it was still quite light, and that they were all very lazy to
talk of going in, the party ran off, warm with hard work and hungry
as hunters. Frank and Hugh reached the porch first, and there waited
for the two elders, who came ploughing through the snow, Lucy carrying
little Paul, and Jem mounted on Harry's back.


"There 'll be more snow to-night," said Frank gleefully. "Look how grey
and low the sky is."


"That's for a thaw," said Hugh. "We shall never finish the house,
you'll see. Well, I never was so hungry in my life! Polly, if you trot
into the parlour with your boots in that state, mother will be glad to
see you, no doubt!"


Polly turned and scampered upstairs, followed by the rest with
shouts and calls, and presently they all came down again with
well-brushed hair, clean hands, clean shoes, and splendid appetites.
Bread-and-cheese disappeared before them almost as if they had been
made of snow, and the rosy young faces were so many suns.


Mr. Marlowe—the master, as he was usually called—sat at one end of the
big table, and his pleasant-looking wife at the other. Beside her sat
old Jasper, for whom a nice bowl of good soup was provided; but he did
not take much of it this evening, and looked very grave and thoughtful.
For a long time a kind of quiet indifference had been growing on the
old man, but to-night every trace of this had disappeared, and he
looked at the children from time to time with somewhat sad affection.
They had been cautioned not to speak before him of the snow, or of
their games in the garden and rick-yard, but he began the subject
himself.


"You've been making a snow-man, boys. I saw him from my window."


"Yes, and a house, too," cried little Jem—"such a lovely house as it
will be, with a window and a roof; only Hugh says it is going to thaw.
Will it thaw to-night, Uncle Jasper?"


The elders looked a little anxious, but Jasper answered calmly—


"Not to-night, I hope, Jemmy. Now, if you've all had your supper, come
and sit by the fire. I've a story to tell you—a story of the snow."


"A story!" said Lucy. "Why, that's nice, uncle. It will be like old
times again. I always loved your stories."


"Old times?" Jasper repeated. "No, Lucy, it may never be like old times
any more."


Mr. and Mrs. Marlowe glanced at each other, and the master said—


"You must not put yourself about, Uncle Jasper. You'll maybe do
yourself harm."


"My mind is made up to it," the old man said. "I've been wrong this
long time. I'll lay down my pride now, God helping me."


He rose, and Lucy ran to help him to his warm corner by the fire.


"Ah, little Lucy!" he muttered. "Maybe this is the last time."


The girl looked startled, but said nothing.


Uncle Jasper had until lately been a wonderful "story-teller," so the
young people were not surprised, though much pleased, at his offering
to tell them one now. The table was cleared, and then each took his
favourite seat—Paul perched on his father's knee, Jem nestled close to
his mother on a low stool, Harry and Frank together on an old-fashioned
settle, and Hugh lying on his back on the rug. Lucy and her mother had
their needlework, and the master had a book; but he did not open it,
for he was somewhat curious, as well as anxious, wondering whether
Jasper's long-kept secret were really about to be told, and wondering,
too, if it were well for the children to hear it.


"Uncle Jasper," said he, "shall I send the boys to bed? Would you
rather I did?"


"Why, he promised us a story!" cried little Paul, looking up.


"No; I wish them to hear. 'Twill be a lesson for them."


"Now I know 'twill be a stupid story," muttered Hugh. "Stories to do
you good I hate! I shall go to sleep," and he closed his eyes.


"It's a long story," said old Jasper; "I shall hardly get through it
to-night; but, if I'm spared, I'll tell it all—before the thaw. It
happened when I was fifteen, and that is eighty years ago."


"My stars!" exclaimed Hugh, who was not asleep just yet.


"But I must begin even earlier than that, if I am to make my story
plain—and I want to tell it all, plain and true. Well, this house and
farm of Marlowe Hay belonged to Hugh Marlowe, whose name you've all
seen on the monument over our pew in church. He was the last of the
old Marlowes to whom this place had belonged for many generations.
He married young, and his wife never had a child until they had been
years and years married, and then she had a little girl, and died soon
afterwards. He never married again, and so he got on in life; and being
by nature a masterful man, and rough in his ways, he got to be more
so, of course, with only farm-servants about him, and a child whom
he spoiled a good bit. Well, at last he had a bad illness—a kind of
rheumatic-fever—and he never was quite the same man again. And constant
pain makes even good-tempered people crusty sometimes.


"However, he began to think that he ought to settle his worldly
affairs. He was very rich, for his station in life; he could leave his
daughter a good portion, even if he left Marlowe Hay away from her;
and he bethought himself that he would like to adopt an heir who could
take his name, and in due time marry Katie, if all went well. He had
two cousins, and they were both married and had families: one was Mrs.
Franks, and the other was Mrs. Helps. Mrs. Helps was my mother; she
was a widow, and I was the only boy, and the youngest of the family. I
remember the day his letter came as if it had been only yesterday—ay,
maybe better."


"Why, Uncle Jasper! Your name is Marlowe," cried Frank.


"I've always borne that name—but my own right name was Helps. The
letter was welcome enough, to my mother. I had been a sickly child,
and, with my bad foot, would never be fit for much; and she was poor.
She read me the letter. I was then twelve, and had never done a day's
work in my life—I had been too often bad with my foot. But now my foot
was well—it has never troubled me since, indeed—and I was running idle
about the streets, making friends and learning habits that were not
good for me. I got a taste for bad company, which you will see led me
into harm afterwards."


"Were you lame then, Uncle Jasper?" inquired little Jemmy.


"Yes, even lamer than I am now; though, of course, I was stronger too.
The letter said that Hugh Marlowe meant to adopt two boys. Harry Franks
was to be one, and, if my mother liked, I should be the other. He said
he knew that I had been a sickly child, but was better now, and the
country life would make a man of me. He would provide for both boys;
one should be his heir, and the other take place as a younger son; but
both should be fairly provided for, even if he did not like either of
them enough to leave Marlowe Hay to him.


"Says my poor mother, 'You're a handsome boy, Jasper, far handsomer
than Ellen Franks's boy; but, then, he's an active, strong fellow, you
know. Still, you're twice as clever as he, and if you use your brains,
you'll be the heir. You'll have to be cautious, though, and make
everybody fond of you; but I trust to you to use your brains and oust
that big yellow-haired lad before long.'


"Now, I'm very sure my mother would never have said all this if she had
known how I would take it all up, quite seriously,—I am sure of that.
I knew Harry Franks a little. I had met him more than once, and liked
him. And if I had been let alone, maybe Harry would have led me right—I
might have been a different boy, and never had this story to tell at
all."


"But who was Harry Franks?" asked young Harry Marlowe. "Were there
three boys? You know I have heard about Hugh Marlowe adopting my
grandfather before—but surely he was Harry Marlowe?"


"Mr. Marlowe said in his letter that both boys—if he liked them—were to
take his name, and be in all respects as his own sons."


"So our name is really Franks," cried the boys. "How 'very' queer!"


"No, no; your name is Marlowe," said the old man testily. "Mr. Marlowe
gave Harry his name. Well, where was I? Oh ay—I was sent off from
Rochdale, where we lived, to Devonshire, and my mother took great pains
to get me ready quickly, because she wished me to be 'first in the
field,' she said. Not a word did Hugh Marlowe say in his letter about
his daughter. So when I arrived here—it was in May, and the orchard
was a sight the like of which I had never seen before—I was finely
surprised when in the porch I met a little lass, with her hair hanging
over her eyes and her lap full of flowers—such a pretty little lass!
She stood in the porch with the house door open behind her—and says
she,—


"'Are you one of my new brothers?'


"'I don't know,' said I. 'Who are you?'


"'I'm Katie Marlowe, of course—what a fool you must be! I shan't like
'you,' at all events. Why do you walk lame?'


"By this time the old man who had met me at the end of the lane—I came
by coach, you know—had come into the porch, and he said,—


"'That's bad manners, Miss Kate. Take the lad to your father.'


"'Take him yourself,' says she, with a toss of her head that set her
wild curls flying till her head looked something like my mother's mop
when she twirled it; and she ran off into the house.


"'I mun take the powny round,' said old Jacob. 'You follow after she,
lad; the master's in the parlour.'


"So I went in. I heard Katie's voice saying,—


"'He's lame, father—he has a crooked foot.'


"And then I pushed the door open and went in. Old Hugh Marlowe—I
thought him wondrous old then, but I might have a son older than he
was, at my present age—he was sitting in this very chair, over by the
window yonder.


"And he said, 'Come here, boy.'


"So I went up to him.


"'A cripple!' says he. 'I ought to have been told of it. Which are you,
now—Harry Franks or Jasper Helps?'


"Jasper Helps, sir,' said I; 'and I am not a cripple, indeed. I had
something the matter with my foot, and it grew crooked; but I am well
of it this long time.'


"'Ah, well!' said he. 'The deed is done now, and it was not your fault,
so you shall have your chance fairly. Dost thou like him, Katie?'


"'No,' says Katie, 'I don't! I didn't ask you to catch any brothers for
me—I did very well without any, and I don't like this one a bit.'


"'You'll have to put up with him,' he answered, with a laugh; 'and mind
now, lassie, none of your tantrums before him. He'd think thee a wild
savage if he saw thee dancing with rage as I saw thee this morning!'


"Well, we were soon friendly enough, the child and I. Ah, if I had
only come here with no hidden thought in my mind, how happy I might
have been! For Mr. Marlowe was not unkind, though rough in his manner,
and if I hadn't been in such a hurry to please him, he'd have liked me
better. I think he partly saw through me, but he never allowed it to
make him unkind to me. And the little lass was one that any one must
have loved, in spite of her wild ways and her bit of a temper. For she
had a temper—many a red cheek and hot ear did her little hand give
me, and she must be obeyed in all things. Well, a boy should be ready
to give up to a girl, particularly a big boy to a little girl, and if
I had done it without any secret plan, it would have been all right
enough. But my whole aim was to make her so fond of me before Harry
came, that she should think nothing of him.


"It was a fortnight, I think, before Harry came, and I believe he had
been waiting to know when I was to go, that we might travel together.
Katie and I were here, in this parlour, at our supper, when the door
opened and in came Harry. And if you want to know what he looked like,
just look at Frank; he's the most like him of any of you—more like him
than his own son ever was. Only Harry looked grave and a trifle shy.


"'I am Harry Franks, sir,' said he to Mr. Marlowe, 'and my mother
desires her best respects.'


"'Oh ho! So you're Harry, are you? Harry Marlowe from this time, mind
you, boy. You're like your mother, and she was as honest-faced a lass
as I ever saw. Show us your feet—ah! All right. You're welcome, Harry.
Katie, you little goose, don't frown so—here's another playfellow for
you.'


"But Katie had seen me turn red when her father said that about Harry's
feet, and she only puckered her pretty forehead into a frown more than
before, and made answer—


"'I shan't play with him. I don't like him. I like Jasper—I like his
foot! I hate that great, big, yellow-haired boy! Send him away, father.'


"I felt full of triumph and satisfaction; but Mr. Marlowe only laughed
and said—


"'All right, lassie; we'll see if you're of the same mind ten years
hence. Never mind her, Harry; she said she hated Jasper when he first
came, and she soon couldn't get on without him—she'll take to you soon
enough.'


"With that, Katie got up and walked round the table to where Harry had
taken a seat, and gave him a hearty box on the ear.


"'That's the way I shall take to him,' said she.


"Harry looked surprised, and then laughed and said, 'It is well for me
that you have but a small hand, Cousin Katie.'


"'Don't call me cousin!' said Katie. 'Jasper may; but you must call me
"Miss" Katie.'


"'Nonsense, girl!' said Mr. Marlowe. 'I'll have nothing of that kind
here. Let me hear no more folly of this sort.'


"Katie knew better than to be saucy when her father spoke like that, so
we finished our supper in silence; and then Mr. Marlowe sent Harry and
me to our room, for Harry was falling asleep, he was so tired, and I
might as well go too. Sleepy as he was, I saw Harry kneel down and say
his prayers before he undressed, and when he was in bed, (we had the
room over the porch), he said, 'Good night, Jasper. I hope we shall be
good friends.'


"'We can't!' said I. 'We are rivals.'


"Harry stared at me. 'I don't understand,' said he; 'but maybe I shall
when I am not so sleepy.' And he was sound asleep in a minute.


"I lay thinking, 'I was a fool to say that! I must keep friendly with
him, for it is plain enough that Mr. Marlowe will be on his side.' Ah,
dear! how plain it all comes back to me!"


"Indeed," said the master, "it's simply wonderful how you remember
so well; and hearing it here, where it all happened, makes it better
than a printed book. But, for all that, sir, we must not sit up all
night—Jem and Paul are asleep, and it is getting late. You must go on
with it to-morrow night, Uncle Jasper—that is, if you're inclined to
do so; for you must remember that not one of us wants to hear another
word, unless you wish to say it."


"Go to the door," said old Jasper, "and tell me is it freezing."


The master looked surprised; but, laying Paul on his mother's lap, he
went out into the hall. Coming back, he said—


"Snowing hard and freezing too, uncle."


"Very good—then I can wait. I need not finish till the thaw comes."


The boys were looking at him in great surprise, for his strange manner
almost frightened them.


He looked at them, and seemed to wake up.


"Go to bed, lads," he said, "and think over what I've told you, for I
want you to remember this story as long as you live. Now answer me,
boys. So far as we have gone, what was my fault, do you think? Speak
out, mind—I want to hear your real thoughts."


"I don't think you had 'done' anything wrong," said Frank; "only
thought it."


"And you, Hugh?"


"I couldn't say," answered Hugh gruffly.


"Was it that you were selfish, uncle?" said young Harry. "Was it wrong
to want all for yourself?"


"What do you say, Lucy?" said old Jasper, turning to his favourite.


"It was very long ago," Lucy said, "and you are so different now that I
can't quite believe that this boy ever was really you. But—was it that
he was not quite true and honest?"


"I think it was," he said. "I think Lucy is right. Good night,
children—I am tired with so much talking."


He left the room, leaning on the master, who always helped him to
undress.


"Mother," said Harry, "is it all true?"


"I am sure it is; but I never heard the whole story before. I declare
it is like a story in a book."


"Only, when a story is in a book one can read the whole of it," said
Hugh, "and I know we shall never hear any more of this. He'll forget
it, or he'll change his mind; and it's too bad, for, in spite of being
for our good, I like the story—though I think he was a young sneak. And
Katie was our grandmother, wasn't she?"


"Great-grandmother, to you. Your father's grandmother—he remembers her
well. Off to bed now, boys, and mind you get up when the bell rings in
the morning."
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CHAPTER III.



GROWING UP.









ALL that night the snow fell thick and fast, and by the time the boys
got up, on the ringing of the usual bell, every trace of walk and
flower-bed was covered up deep in the garden, where even large bushes
showed only as low hillocks of pure whiteness. The snow had drifted up
to the level of the broad window-seats of the parlour; and, what was
still more interesting, their father said that the roads were not safe,
the snow lying in great drifts, and so the boys must have a holiday.


To keep them out of mischief he provided them with shovels and brush,
desiring them to clear a path down the broad walk and a space round the
gate, to enable it to open. This, however, did not take very long, and
then the snow-man was rescued from destruction—heaps of new-fallen snow
having covered his head and shoulders, while his legs were covered to
the knees, or where his knees would have been if he had had any; but,
to tell the truth, he was as Hugh declared, "all made in one piece."
However, such as he was, they restored him to his pristine beauty,
repairing him wherever little bits were knocked off in the process.


By this time Lucy and the two little ones joined the party, and
they all went to the rick-yard to finish their house. It proved so
delightful an occupation that it was difficult to get them in for their
meals; though, once in, I cannot say that anxiety to be out again
destroyed their appetites. The walls rose to a respectable height, and
were of more than respectable thickness. Some long branches were placed
over the top to form a foundation for the roof; and then a step-ladder
and some stable-buckets were procured, and they proceeded to fling
bucketsful of snow on the top of the branches—a piece of work which
they found very fatiguing. Presently Hugh flung away his bucket with a
clatter, and cried aloud—


"What a pack of donkeys we are!"


"What do you mean?" inquired Harry from the top of the ladder.


"Why, look at the sky! It's sure to snow again soon, and then the roof
will make itself—nice and smooth, too, not like 'that,' all anyhow."


"Well, I never thought of that!" cried Harry. "But you are quite right,
Hugh. Besides, I declare I am tired out—my bones ache with all the work
we've done. It's getting dark, too; let us put everything back in its
place, and go in. Lucy, I wonder could you and mother have supper a
little earlier, that we may hear more of Uncle Jasper's story?"


"Well, I dare say she would not mind; but Uncle Jasper has been very
strange all day. When I read him his chapter in the morning he seemed
hardly to listen, and he kept muttering, 'Ay, that's how 'twas,' or, 'I
remember that well,' and things like that. And he asked me every moment
if the thaw had come."


"We shall never hear the end of that story," said Hugh doggedly.
"You'll see, now—he will be ill, or he'll forget it, or something."


However, as soon as supper was over, old Jasper looked over at the
master and said—


"I'm ready to go on, Harry, if you all wish it."


And in a few minutes they were all seated by the fire, and the old man
began at once.


"I could not tell every little thing that happened, as I did last
night, for my memory would not always serve me; and, besides, it would
take too long. It is only some things—a day here and a day there—that
are burned into my heart, so that I seem to hear the words said by
myself or others, just in the old voices.


"I did my very best to keep Katie from making friends with Harry, and
I succeeded for a time. He had a dull time enough, and, coming from a
happy home, he must have felt it; but he never complained, let us do or
say what we might. And Katie was very saucy to him, and I was cold and
unfriendly.


"But one day Katie and I had been out in the lanes after flowers, and
we were nearing home, when we met a tipsy man—a sailor who had lost
a leg in one of our sea-fights, and who stumped about the country on
a wooden leg, begging mostly, though he sometimes did odd jobs very
handily. He was often at Marlowe Hay, and Katie was partial to him—he
told such fine stories about storms and battles, and strange things he
had seen. But this day he was very drunk, and not a bit like himself.
Katie, poor little maid, did not understand, and stopped as usual to
talk to him, and he began telling her a long story, swearing in a
frightful way—almost every second word an oath. Then, too, he sang
scraps of songs that I didn't half understand; but I knew very well
he ought not to sing the like before the child. And Katie herself got
frightened, and bid him 'go away—she didn't like him at all to-day.'


"'Not like me!' he roared out. 'Oh, that's all my eye! Every lassie
loves a sailor. Come, little one, give me a kiss, for I must be jogging
on.'


"And he caught her and pulled her over to him, though she struggled
hard, kicking and resisting with all her might.


"'Jasper, Jasper!' she cried. 'Help me—pull me away—don't let him kiss
me—don't let him!'


"For I must tell you she was a queer, shy little soul, and not ready
with a kiss for every one, as some children are. But Jack was a strong
man—a great big fellow; and I was not a very brave boy. I was—to my
shame I say it—as afraid of getting hurt as any girl. So I tried to
laugh, and said, 'Never mind, Katie! He'll do you no harm,' And then I
said to Jack, 'Let the child go, you are frightening her.'


"' I'm not frightened!' she cried. 'I'm angry!'


"And she closed her little hand and pummelled Jack's red face as hard
as she could, he laughing and she screaming. I heard some one running
up the lane fast, and in a moment I saw that it was Harry. He had not
seen Jack before, and he fancied that the man was wanting to carry
Katie off. He ran up, with a stick in his hand; he gave Jack a stinging
blow on the face, and dragged Katie away from him.


"'Run away, Katie,' he said; 'I'll keep him back as long as I can.'


"Katie ran, and so did I, for Jack was half mad with anger; but when I
had got some way off—you know I could not go very fast—I turned and saw
Harry knocked down, and Jack beating him with his crutch. Katie found
her father near the gate, and brought him with me, and he soon made
Jack behave himself.


"Harry was bruised and stiff, but he had done more to make Katie fond
of him by that one act than I had done in all the weeks when I thought
I had everything my own way. She said—


"'Harry came to save me, though I had been very bad to him; but I'm
afraid, Jasper, that you're a coward.'


"And in my perversity, I thought that Harry had said this to her—a
thing he never did, for he had a good word for most, and if he could
say no good, he held his tongue."


"But," burst in Hugh, "you were 'not' a coward, Uncle Jasper?"


"Well—I don't know, Hugh. You must remember, I was very lame, and I had
suffered a cruel deal of pain with my foot. And I think that somehow
took the pluck out of me. I would not say I was a regular coward, when
I had time to think, but I often did cowardly things if you took me by
surprise.


"Time went on, and we went to school, just as you do; and we grew
taller, and Katie grew prettier, every day. Mr. Marlowe was stern in
his manner to both of us boys, yet kind in his own way—yet I knew
well that Harry was his favourite. And Katie was fond of us both;
but she, too, was fonder of Harry. I thought this very unfair. I
never asked myself why every one liked Harry best, as every man and
maid about the place did—ay, and every dog too, for old Rover, the
cross old sheep-dog, who would never let me touch him, would wag his
tail and lift his head when Harry stooped to pet him. I never let
myself see that all loved Harry because he was a fine, open-hearted,
kindly-tempered lad, and only half liked me because I was envious and
selfish.


"Boys! When you find out, if you ever do, that people don't like you,
don't go thinking how unkind and unfair they are. Just look at home,
and ask yourself why they should like you."


Jasper stopped short, and looked puzzled.


"Where was I?" he said. "I have forgotten."


"Ah! I knew he would," muttered Hugh.


But Lucy said—


"You were saying that old Rover loved Harry."


"Ay, ay; and Rover was a great favourite with Mr. Marlowe. His wife had
reared the creature from a little blind pup, that the mother deserted.
She nursed the little beast through the distemper, and he grew up a
fine dog; and when she died, Rover laid himself down on her grave, and
would not leave it for days. So Hugh Marlowe loved him, and, now that
he was old and past his work, he was allowed to lie on the rug in this
room. But he always growled at me, and I did not like it.


"When I look back upon those days, and see how happy we might have
been, we three young people, and how little happiness we really had—and
how it was all my fault—Ah, well! They forgave me heartily. But I used
to say things against Harry to Katie: tell her he said he didn't like
her rough ways, or that he said she had a terrible temper; and then
she would run off to him and ask him if he thought so and so; and he
could not quite deny it, for she had been left to run wild, and she was
rough sometimes, and she 'had' a hot temper; but Harry never said a
word of all this to any one, unless to herself. But she fancied he had,
and sometimes for days together she would not speak to him, and I was
triumphant in those days. But she had too much good sense not to know
that Harry was a true friend to her, and it always ended in her crying
and begging his pardon.


"So things went on until we were fifteen, and Katie ten, or
thereabouts. Then Mr. Marlowe took us boys from school, and began to
make us useful on the farm, that we might learn our business. We had
always helped him a little, but now we were to be regularly under him;
and he was a hard master in some ways, for his temper was hard with
every one except Katie. Still, I knew well that he loved Harry dearly,
and only liked me after a fashion; but he was kind in most things,
and fair to us in all. I did not think then that he was fair, but now
I know that he was. I was lazy, and hated the rough work: I always
tried to do as little as I could, and he saw this, and was often down
upon me. Harry liked the open-air life, and loved every creature about
the place, so he got on well. And I began to think that life was very
dull, and that every one was unfair—determined to make much of Harry
and little of me; and so it came about that I began to make friends
elsewhere. Nice friends I chose, too!


"Not being able to do much hard work, it often fell to me to ride into
T— to buy anything that was wanted, or to go to the bank with money for
Mr. Marlowe. I used to gallop along the roads, get my business done as
soon as possible, and then I was off to a tavern in the suburbs, where
I had made acquaintances, and there I would play cards, smoke, and
drink, and spend every penny I had. I never had much money, of course;
and so as time went on I lost more than I could manage to pay, and had
to ask the men to wait, and then I lived in continual fear lest some
of them should keep their word and come to speak to Uncle Hugh about
it—not that they really meant to do so, for they must have known that
they would make nothing by it, and that I should be kept at home if
Mr. Marlowe knew how I was going on. But I did not understand this so
well then, and I fretted and fretted about it. And often when I was
very low, the mistress of the house would ask me to 'Have a drop of
something to put heart in me,' and, as I had no money, I ran in debt
for that too.


"But the worst thing I did was that I used Harry's name. I always gave
my name as Harry Franks. I had no bad intention in so doing beyond
this: that if my frequenting the tavern came to be talked of, I wished
Harry to get the credit of it. I had no plan for anything worse—but the
devil had! And you will see how he used that very thing afterwards. If
once we begin to do his work, he'll take care that we do more than we
intended at first.


"This went on for what seemed to me a long time, but I believe it was
really about six months; and at the end of that time I owed nine or ten
pounds, lost at cards, and two or three more at the bar of the tavern.
Not that I had drunk so much myself, but others persuaded me to treat
them when they found that I could get credit."


He paused for a few moments, and then said, "I'm coming to the snow.
Boys, is it thawing yet?"


"No, uncle, freezing lovely hard!" said Frank.


"It will last out my story, then. It was spring, much later than it is
now—the lambing-season had begun. It was not like this snow. It would
be all white one day and nearly gone the next, and then snow again, and
thaw a little when the sun came out, and freeze again in the evening;
so that it got very slippery everywhere. It was a bad season for the
lambs, they died in great numbers, and even some of the sheep died too.
Mr. Marlowe tired himself out toiling through the snow after them, and
at last he got a heavy fall down in the Long Pasture, and was a good
deal bruised and shaken. Nor was that the worst of it, for he lay there
unable to get up for some time, until Katie found him, and then his
rheumatism came on very badly, so that he was confined to his bed for
some days, and to the house for a long time. And still the snow went
on, lying thick to-day, and melted to-morrow—such weather no one in
these parts remembered.


"We young ones had a hard enough time of it, for Mr. Marlowe was very
ill to please. Katie nursed him tenderly; indeed, it was a wonder to
see how the wild little thing, used to have her own way with all of
us, grew gentle and tender and forbearing in her love for her father.
Harry worked like a grown man to keep things going straight, and I did
mighty little but sit by the fire and shiver! But when Mr. Marlowe came
downstairs, he soon put an end to all that! It seemed to me that he
took a special delight in finding hard things for me to do.


"Katie saw how this angered me, and she spoke to me and said that I
must try to forget it all. 'Tis his illness, not himself, Jasper,' she
said, 'for you know he is not like this always. Don't brood over it; I
hate to see you look at him as you do sometimes.'


"Harry was present, and he said that she was mistaken, surely. 'No one
could take offence at what a man said or did when he was beside himself
with pain. Jasper's not such a baby,' said he.


"And I, as usual, did not believe that the poor fellow spoke in the
honest kindliness of his heart, but thought that he knew what I really
felt, and said this to vex me. So I laid up that offence in my heart,
along with a whole lot of others just as real.


"Now I am coming to the part of my story that is of consequence, and
you must listen very attentively, for if you do not, you will not
understand it."


"Well, then, uncle," said the master, "suppose we have it to-morrow
night? For these young ones are tired, and I see heads beginning to
nod."


The boys all sat up in positions of extreme alertness, each asserting
that he never in his life felt less sleepy. Hugh begged hard for the
rest of the story, whispering to his father—


"Only suppose he forgets the end, father."


But, to his amazement, old Jasper heard him.


"Forget the end!" he cried. "Ah, Hugh there's no danger of that. The
part I'm coming to now is burnt in. There has never been a moment since
it happened that I couldn't have told it every word, and so it will
be till God takes me home. Much of what I have told you I had partly
forgotten, until I began to think it over, but what is to come I have
never been able to leave off thinking of all my life."


"Oh, that sounds dreadful!" cried Hugh, rather frightened.


"It 'is' so. Maybe if I had made no secret of it all, but lived my life
in the light of day—Your mother thinks so. But the light is coming. It
will come with the thaw."


The boys stole off to bed, Hugh undressing in dead silence. When he had
said his prayers, he looked at the other two boys and said—


"Do you know, I almost wish Uncle Jasper 'would' forget the rest of the
story? I don't like it—not this part of it. I don't feel as if things
will be the same again, after we've heard it."


"Oh, nonsense! I'm longing to know what he really did," cried Harry;
"and I'm very sure it was nothing so dreadful, after all."


"Then I don't agree with you!" said Hugh.


But, as he was seldom known to agree with any one, this remark failed
to impress his brothers as much as it ought to have done.
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CHAPTER IV.



OLD ROVER.









IT froze hard all night, and the boys were able to go to school next
day, their father desiring them to keep together, not to leave the
road, and to come home at once when school was over. The country looked
so strange and so lovely in its pure shroud, and when the sun came out
a thousand tiny sparkles were lighted up here and there, while the
shadows were as blue as the distant hills in summer.


The house in the rick-yard received some improvements during the
afternoon, though Lucy could not be there to help; for Jasper seemed
low and poorly, and the kind girl would not leave him alone, it was a
busy day with her mother.


When story-time came, Jasper began thus:


"I said last night, and I had better say again, that you must attend
carefully to all I say, or you won't see how this was all brought
about. It was not a snow like this—a winter snow that lies long, day
after day the same. It was spring then, and the sun had more power; and
altogether it never was as deep as it is now—not nearly.


"One evening Harry and I came in from our work. Mr. Marlowe was here,
in this room; he was getting better, and could walk with a stick, but
couldn't put on his boots yet.


"He was sitting at the old French bureau yonder, and had it open; on
the flat desk there lay some money, mostly in gold. He counted the
money; there were twenty sovereigns and some notes, and he said—


"'Michael Hurst came over and paid me for the pony. Now, if it wasn't
so bad for travelling, this should go to the bank to-morrow, for I've
no fancy for keeping much money in the house.'


"Now, I did not much like the notion of a ride in the snow, so, as he
mostly contradicted anything that was said to him, I said—


"'You'd better let me take it in to-morrow, sir; or Harry could go
better than me,' I added in a hurry, because, if any one had to go, I
had a private reason for wishing it to be myself.


"'I shan't send it at all,' he answered. 'I don't want my horse lost in
the snow.'


"And he locked the bureau. I went out, and wandered down to the gate.
I was in great fear and trouble. Only the day before a strange boy had
met me in the lane and given me a letter from the man I owed the most
money to, saying times were bad and he was in want—could I let him have
the money? He would be near Marlowe Hay some time soon, and would wait
about and try to see me. And there I saw him now, a little bit down the
lane.


"My heart stood still with fright! Suppose Katie should see him—and I
knew that she was out; he might ask for Harry, meaning me, and then all
would come out. I ran to meet him as fast as I could. I reproached him
for coming here, putting me in danger. I said that if my uncle ever
knew about my goings on, I should be sent away, and then he'd never get
the money at all.


"He said he didn't care what became of me, but that he wanted the money
and would have it. 'Or money's worth,' he said; 'surely in yonder house
there's silver or something that you could give me, and it wouldn't
be missed for a long time, nor set down to you by any one. It's not
stealing—it's only taking what will be your own one day; for I've been
asking, and I find that Harry is the favourite—the other lad hasn't a
chance.'


"Every bit of evil that was in me was stirred up at that. I was
frightened too; for though I knew that I had little chance of marrying
Katie, and being master of Marlowe Hay, I also knew that Hugh Marlowe
would act fairly by me. But if he found out all this, he would pack me
home to my sister (my poor mother was dead). I don't know how I began
to speak of the money I had seen—but I did speak of it.


"'If I'm sent into T— with it to-morrow,' I said, 'I'll pay you out of
it, Harper, and run the risk.'


"'Well, now,' said he, 'if you do that, you'll have to run off. Mr.
Marlowe is a very hard, unforgiving man, by what I hear of him. He
might not send you to jail—if he did, you'd be hanged—but there's
always the chance that he might; and, anyhow, he'd punish you somehow.
You help me to-night, and I'll pay myself, and give you a fair share
too, so that you can pay all you owe, all round.'


"I refused at first, of course; but where is the use of making a long
story of it? I gave in at last. It was going to snow again, so that all
traces of his steps would be covered, he said. I was to get up and go
to the parlour, open the window, and let him in. Harry slept soundly—I
had no fear of awaking him."


Here old Jasper paused, and glanced round at the horror-stricken young
faces. Lucy's eyes were full of tears, and the boys were white with
excitement. Not one of them spoke; but Mrs. Marlowe said gently—


"Tell us no more, Jasper! It is too much for you."


He started as if the sound of her voice awoke him, and took up his
story again; he had not taken in the meaning of her words.


"I went to bed as usual, but not to sleep. I lay listening to the clock
ticking on the stairs—usually I did not hear the tick, but it sounded
loud that night. It struck eleven—twelve—one. I was to go at two, and
not before, because by that time the moon would be gone down. I did not
dare to move till the time came, and there I lay, hearing nothing but
my own heart beating and the clock ticking. But before two struck Harry
woke and sat up in his bed.


"'Jasper,' says he presently, 'are you awake? I'm uneasy about the
sheep. It's snowing again, and any lambs born to-night will have a bad
chance, unless some one goes down to help old Willy with them. I think
I'll go.'


"'Oh, go to sleep!' said I. 'And don't be such a fool. Little thanks
you'll get for your trouble.'


"'I don't want thanks for doing my work,' he said. 'I'll go.' And he
got up and dressed quickly. He took his shoes in his hand, and stole
downstairs, opening the hall door so gently that, although I was on the
watch, I did not hear it.


"Now, indeed, I was terrified. Suppose Harper thought it was I who
was at the door—suppose Harry saw him lurking about! But as a little
time passed, I began to breathe again—all seemed safe so far. When two
struck, I got up, dressed, took my shoes, as Harry had done, and stole
downstairs.


"I had been wondering how Harry intended to get in again. I found that
he had contrived to chain the door from the outside, and had left it
ajar. I hesitated. Should I go out to meet Harper, using the hall door,
or should I keep to our plan, and go to the window? It seemed to me
that to go out to him was the best plan—there would be no noise at all
if we came in by the hall door.


"I found Harper under the window—that window at the end of the room.


"'You young fool!' said he. 'Why have you come out? Your footsteps will
betray you.'


"'The snow will cover them,' I said.


"'Don't you see that it is hardly snowing now? Just my cursed luck—it
will be quite clear in half an hour, and my steps, as well as yours,
will be seen! But I suppose yours don't matter—probably you are often
round here.'


"'No,' I whispered, 'I am not—the path leads to nothing. Oh, Harper, go
away—it is too dangerous now to do anything!'


"'You made the danger by coming out—I mean, the danger for yourself—and
you may take the consequences! Get in again and open this window.'


"'The hall door is open,' I told him; 'come in by it. It will be
quieter and easier.'


"'Well,' he said, 'of all the fools I ever met, give me Harry Franks!
Can't you see, you donkey, that I might break in by a window without
your help, but could hardly unlock the hall door? Get in and open this
window at once.'


"I was so frightened that I really was a fool for the time at least. I
never tried to explain that I had not opened the door myself, but went
in again as I was bid. I opened the window, and he broke some of the
glass, and scratched the paint of the shutters, to make it look as if
he had broken in; then he set to work to pick the lock of the bureau.
The strange, pale light of the snow had been enough for him until now,
but he lighted a lantern when he began upon the lock.


"I went wandering about the room in as great misery as I deserved to
be, and presently I stumbled over something soft and warm—something
alive. I very nearly cried out in my terror. It was poor old Rover; he
generally slept in the kitchen, but had got shut in here that night by
mischance. The poor old dog was stupid with age, and stone deaf; but
my touch roused him, and he had sense enough left to know that we were
up to no good. He growled and ran at Harper—I after him, just going to
call to him, when Harper said in a low voice—


"'Silence, you fool! A sound now might hang us both.'


"And he seized up the poker from the fireplace and gave the old dog a
blow on the head. He never stirred after it.


"I was so sick; the blow seemed to fall on my heart. I have heard it in
my dreams many a time.


"But I had little time to think of it then—the bureau was open. I
pointed out the drawer, and Harper took the gold. He fingered the notes
greedily, but muttered, 'Not safe; I dare not take those.' He thrust
something into my pockets, saying—


"'Here, Harry, that's your share, and you're out of my debt besides.'


"'I won't have any of it,' I was just saying, when we heard a sound
that drove everything else out of our heads. We heard a heavy step
in the room overhead—Mr. Marlowe's room. Before we could collect our
senses, he was on the stairs. Harper had got his tools together before;
he seized his bag, blew out his lantern, and sprang out through the
window, leaving me alone in the room with the dead body of poor Rover
to face Mr. Marlowe alone.


"I heard Mr. Marlowe coming down in his slippers, for he could not get
on his boots yet. He paused in the hall, and said—


"'Who's there? Who is at the door?' Then he went into the porch. Next
moment I heard him under the front window—that one—" and the old man
pointed. "Those shutters, of course, were shut. He stood there for a
few moments. I opened the parlour door softly, closed it again, and
flew upstairs, lame as I was—fear gave strength, and I seemed to fly. I
reached my room, flung off my clothes, and jumped into bed. I heard Mr.
Marlowe shut and lock the hall door, and just as I was in bed, he came
upstairs. He opened the door of our room and came in.


"'Boys, are you here?' said he.


"'Oh, sir,' said I, sitting up, 'what's the matter?'


"'That's Jasper. Yes; I see you.'


"He crossed over to Harry's bed.


"'Ha!' said he, 'so it's you, Harry. Left the hall door wide open, too.
Jasper, where is Harry?'


"'I—I've been asleep!' I said. 'I don't know. Isn't he in his bed?'


"'Not he!' said Mr. Marlowe. 'But never mind; I'll find out all about
it in the morning. Since he's so fond of the fresh air, he may stay out
now till the maids are up.'


"And he went back to his room.


"I got up and looked anxiously from the window. It was not snowing;
our footsteps would tell the whole story in the morning. I wished and
wished that it might snow. I would have prayed for it if I had dared,
but I did not dare. I watched till I saw a black thing moving over the
snow. Harry coming up the walk. I was wondering how I could let him in,
when suddenly it struck me that if he was wandering about all the rest
of the night, he might happen to trample out my footprints; he might
even get the blame of having broken the window. I had not time to think
it all out. I went back to bed, and was hardly in when Harry was at the
window, having climbed up by the ivy. He opened the window and came in.


"'Harry,' I said, 'is it going to snow?'


"'No,' he answered, 'it's freezing hard now. Who shut the hall door,
Jasp?'


"'I don't know,' I said; 'I've been asleep.'


"He went to bed, and was soon fast asleep.


"Oh, what a night that was! It must have been three o'clock then, at
least, yet it seemed to me hours and hours before it struck five;
somehow I did not hear it at four. At five I went to the window again,
and I saw that it was snowing. I was quite spent and weary. I crept
back to bed and fell asleep, muttering over and over, 'I'm saved, I'm
saved; it's snowing at last.'


"All that is clear in my mind; but the horror of the next day has never
been clear. It has always been like a dreadful dream to me.


"Of course Betty and Milly, the two maids, no sooner entered the
parlour in the morning, but the alarm was raised. Their cries woke me;
but what I did, or what any one did, I don't remember clearly. 'Twas
the killing of the old dog that made Hugh Marlowe so furious. He swore
solemnly that he would never rest till the thief was found out and
hanged; ay, if it was the nearest and dearest to him, he should hang,
for killing the faithful, harmless old creature that his Katherine had
loved.


"But when or how suspicion fell on Harry I don't know; of course, it
was because he had been out; but I cannot remember, and I never could
rightly understand—partly, no doubt, because I never could bear to talk
of it. I think three or four days passed before they became sure that
it was Harry. They discovered the debts in T—, really mine, but in his
name. This seemed to supply a reason for the theft, and when our room
was searched, the few sovereigns Harper had given me were found hidden
in a chink in the floor.


"Harry was like one distracted when he understood that he was
suspected. He appealed to me to say that I knew he had gone to the Long
Pasture, but I stuck to what I had said to Mr. Marlowe. I had been
asleep, and knew nothing. Harry had found all well, and old Willy, the
shepherd, fast asleep in the shed—and had not roused him. So the old
man could not prove that he had been there.


"Mr. Marlowe was like a madman, between horror and illness; his pain
was very bad, for he had taken a bad chill, that night. He would say
nothing but, 'I'll keep my oath. I could forgive the deceit and the
debts, ay, and the theft; but that you should kill the old dog—you,
that made believe to be fond of him—that I'll 'never' forgive! Off
with him, constable; take him to the lock-up, and if the raising of my
finger would save him, I wouldn't raise it.'


"Harry was as white as death; but he stood firm and spoke up clearly.


"'Listen to me, Uncle Hugh,' he said; 'the truth will come out when I
am tried, if not before. I am not much afraid. But you have been so
good to me, and I love you and yours so well, that this is hard to
bear. Why should I have hurt old Rover, if I were the thief? Don't you
know that he never would have meddled with me? He knew me, and loved
me. I only ask you to wait, sir; surely the truth must come out. Don't
put such a shame upon me as to send me to T— jail, among all the rogues
and vagabonds of the county. If you once do that, you couldn't save
me, suppose I fail to prove my innocence, even if you were sure of it
yourself.'


"'You may as well stop there,' Hugh Marlowe said; 'I'm not listening to
you.'


"Harry turned to me.


"'You could prove something, Jasper. You know that I went out, saying
that I was going to the Long Pasture. I have always been kind to you,
Jasper. Why do you refuse to help me?'


"More than one in the room looked hard at me. I felt my hands grow cold
and my head begin to swim. I said angrily—


"'I know naught about it.' And then I slunk away and fell into a chair,
nearly fainting.


"But I heard Katie's voice, clear and high, as she ran to Harry's side,
crying—


"'I don't believe it of you, Harry; I never will! Don't be afraid, dear
Harry; God loves you—surely He does; you are so good, and He will bring
the truth to light.'


"Those were the only words of comfort poor Harry heard, and he slept
that night in T—jail, and, I doubt, slept sounder and more sweetly than
I did in my comfortable bed here. In a day or two I felt so strange;
I began to feel sure that I should betray myself if I stayed here,
seeing Katie so miserable, and I made up my mind to run away. I wrote
a letter to Mr. Marlowe, saying that I could not bear the notion that
Harry might call me as a witness—and that was very true, for if he did,
I knew the lawyers would get the truth out of me. I had once been in
the court-house to see a trial. I begged that I might not be searched
for. I went off in the night and wandered away, I don't know whither. I
remember very little about it.


"What happened here, and how the truth came out almost, one may say, by
a miracle, I did not see for myself; but Katie told me afterwards."


"I think, sir," said the master, "that my grandmother's story may as
well wait till to-morrow."


"Very well, Harry," said the old man. And then he looked at them all
sadly, wistfully, and said—


"You know me now; but I will say one word more. I truly did believe
that when he was tried, Harry would be able to prove his innocence. I
persuaded myself that I was the one really in danger. But it appeared
that I was mistaken in this. Hugh Marlowe sent a lawyer to Harry to get
up a defence for him, and the lawyer had very little hope of being able
to clear him, or, at least, he said so to Harry. It may have been only
to make him speak out plainly, which Harry would not do. Of course, he
knew very well who it was who had used his name and got into debt, and
this made him suspect that I was the thief, only he did not believe
that I would have killed old Rover. He made up his mind not to say a
word that could turn suspicion on me. For this, he himself told me his
reason afterwards. What do you think it was? Why, that in his heart he
could not quite forgive me for having so used his name, and so he felt
the more bound to do nothing that could injure me. 'Twould be revenge,
he said, and God's law forbade us to revenge ourselves. His mother,
who was a saint, if ever one lived on earth, had taught him this.
Boys—children—have you no word to say to me?"


The lads sat silent. At last young Harry blurted out—


"You—you repented, Uncle Jasper. Oh, but I am proud of my
great-grandfather!"


But Lucy stole to the old man's side and kissed him, whispering softly—


"I love you, Uncle Jasper; we all love you."


"God bless you, Lucy!" he said.


And then he rose up and went away to his own room.


The boys went to theirs, where Hugh burst out fiercely—


"It was so sneaking! It was so cowardly! That's what I can't get over."


"Yet Harry and Katie forgave him," said little Frank.


"Yes," said young Harry; "and it is like God to forgive. I am so glad I
bear his name; I do hope I may be a good man, like him."
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CHAPTER V.



THE THAW.









THE snow still lay deep all over the country next day, but it was hard
and dry, so the boys went to school as usual. When they assembled in
the evening for supper, old Jasper was not in his usual place; he had
not left his room all day. Lucy seemed frightened about him, but Mrs.
Marlowe said he did not complain of being weaker than usual, and that
as the cold was so piercing, perhaps he was better in bed. But the
boys were wild to hear the end of the story, and Hugh actually worked
himself into what his family called "one of his states" about it.


However, before supper was quite over, Jasper came in and took his
usual seat by the fire. They were soon all ready to hear; but young
Harry had a question to ask first.


"Father," said he, "we want to know how it happened that Harry Franks
was in any danger of being hanged? Because he was so young, and it was
only stealing, not murder. Killing the poor dog could not be called
murder."


"I think, my boy, that the laws have been altered since those days."


"You are right," said Jasper; "in those old times the laws were
fearfully severe—very cruel. Only a year before this happened, a young
woman, very little older than Harry, was hanged at T— for stealing five
shillings' worth of ribbon from a shop counter. She had a baby in her
arms. I saw her tried. I wonder what became of the baby. Harry might
have been spared on account of his youth and good character; but it
would depend very much on the character of the judge that was to try
him. I remember one of the judges who used to come to T— was called the
'hanging judge;' but I don't know whether he was the one who would have
tried Harry or not.


"Now I am going to tell you how he was saved—how the very snow that I
thought had covered my sin for ever, bore witness to my guilt and his
innocence. 'Twas Katie told me afterwards.


"I've told you before that the snow was not like this snow; it never
was very deep, and it would thaw one hour and freeze the next, and so
on. It was seldom the same for long, except for about a fortnight at
this very time; the longest spell of frost they had had kept the ground
like iron. Poor Harry was in T— jail all the time; it may have been
three weeks, and I knew the assizes were coming very near. He was quite
calm and quiet; he was one of the bravest creatures, boy and man, that
ever I knew. It's easy to be brave when one is excited; but to sit in a
prison-room day after day watching death drawing near—'such' a death,
too! Yet I heard afterwards he was quite quiet, and never made any
complaint.


"But Katie was most miserable. She could not bear to be still a moment.
And her father was as bad. He had hardly sent Harry off to jail before
he'd have given all he possessed to undo his work; for though he
believed Harry to be guilty, he could not bear to think what might be
the end of it. Katie at last saw how it was with him, and though he was
very stern with her, she bore it patiently, and was generally with him,
for she was frightened about him.


"One morning she heard him get up very early—it was only just daylight.
She got up too, dressed quickly, and followed him down to this room.
She found him sitting by the ashes of the last night's fire, looking
very grey and ill, and with something in his face that startled her,
she did not know why. She said—


"'Father, 'tis too cold for you to be up; you will have the pains worse
than ever. I'll light the fire, though—that will be the best way.'


"She soon had it blazing; she had the handiest ways, and could do
anything, if she only cared to try. He sat silent while she worked; but
when she stopped blowing with the bellows and looked at him again, she
was more frightened than ever at the look on his face.


"'Father, dear father,' she cried, 'is there anything new? Oh, why do
you look like that? Do speak to me, and tell me what ails you. You look
so much more unhappy than even yesterday.'


"'Yes,' he said, 'and so I am, Katie. Yesterday I was mad, I think; and
when one is mad one does not feel so much. But I've come to myself now.
And I see now that Harry never did this thing. It's fairly impossible;
he was always straightforward and true, always kind to every beast
about the place; he couldn't have changed so much all in a moment. It's
hard to understand. I'm all at sea as to who did it; but I feel in my
heart that it was not Harry.'


"Poor Katie! She gave a great cry of joy, and ran into his arms.


"'Oh, father, thank God for this! It was well to get up early. Now
we'll go, you and me, and bring poor Harry home. I'll get you some
breakfast, and then we'll go.'


"'My poor little maid!' he said, laying his hand on her head. 'If I
could do that, Katie, do you think I should look so sad? No; he said
himself that I would be sorry when it was too late, and I would not
mind him. He must be tried now; and the evidence is all against him. I
love that lad next to you, Katie; and I've murdered him!'


"It took some time to make Katie understand that her father could not
save Harry by declaring that he was convinced of his innocence; but
when she did understand, she said—


"'Don't fret so dreadfully, father. God will save Harry, though you
cannot. I am not afraid for Harry—not much.'


"And she turned away that he might not see her crying. She went over
and opened the shutters, just for something to do; but he heard a sob
or two, and, getting up, he came after her to the window, took her in
his arms and kissed her; and he stood there with her for some little
time, both of them crying so that they could see nothing.


"Presently Hugh Marlowe turned away and said, with a groan—


"'Katie, I think you and I will hate the sight of snow as long as we
live.'


"And as he spoke, he cleared the tears out of his eyes and looked down
at the narrow path there, under the window.


"Now, it had thawed during the early part of that night, and now it
was freezing again; and a wonderful thing had happened. All the snow
that had fallen since that dreadful night when Harper and I robbed Mr.
Marlowe had melted clean away, and the footsteps upon the snow that had
been there before had come out as clear as if they had been printed
there only the day before. Hugh Marlowe gazed at them for a moment
without taking it in. I mean, he did not understand the story that lay
written before him. But suddenly he gave a shout.


"'Look there, Katie! Look there!' he cried.


"'Why, that is Jasper's step!' said she. 'He must have come back.'


"'No, that print was not made last night; and see, there's my mark too,
in my slippers. Yes; I stopped under this window—I remember that well.'


"He walked quickly over to the end window and opened the shutters.


"'See, a strange man's step, and Jasper's; then Jasper went back to
the door, and no doubt opened the window, and the man got in. And the
stranger jumped out again; I see the prints. Oh, Katie, don't stop to
question me! This may mean life and safety for Harry. Don't you see,
child, 'twas 'Jasper'—Jasper, who robbed me—not alone, though. Run,
run! Call James and Humphrey. We must have witnesses; and when the sun
gets at it, it will all melt; it's thawing even now.'


"Katie only half understood, but she lost no time; she flew to the back
door and called up the men, who slept over the stable. Then the whole
place was carefully examined, and the snow told the whole story. *


"There were my steps—not to be mistaken; there were Harper's, both
coming and going, from a corner of the rick-yard where he had hidden
himself after parting with me in the lane. There were poor Harry's
footprints, going straight down to the gate, and back again—nay, they
traced the few steps he made round the porch, to where the ivy gave
him a firmer hold to climb up. They intended to trace him across the
fields to the Long Pasture, but before they could do so, the whole had
vanished away—the sun came out warm and bright, and very soon the snow
was utterly gone. If Hugh Marlowe had stayed in bed until his usual
time that day, my story might have been a much more sorrowful one. But
God was merciful to him—and even to me—and he was making the best of
his way to T—, through the mud and water, to see Harry's lawyer, and
find out what ought to be done, his heart so full of thanks and praise
that, as he said afterwards, he hardly knew where he was."





* I wish to state that the incident of the snow concealing for a time,
and then by a partial thaw laying bare again, the footsteps of one who
had passed the place three weeks before the thaw, is true.—A. LYSTER.






"Hurrah! hurrah!" cried the three boys, quite unable to restrain
themselves any longer; and Jem and Polly must needs cheer too, though
they had very little notion why.


When quiet was restored, Hugh looked up in old Jasper's face and said—


"I'm sorry 'twasn't you that told. I'm sure you would have. I'm sorry
for you, Uncle Jasper."


Jasper covered his face with his withered hands for a moment.


"Hugh," he said, "I couldn't have told. No—not if Harry had been tried,
condemned, and hanged for my crime—though I might have had that awful
load to bear all my life, I couldn't have said one word to save him.
For I was lying in a raging fever, in a hospital in London. I had made
my way to London, I don't know how. I remember nothing of it, and I
do truly think I was not in my right mind. I got better after a long
time—better in body, but my mind was all astray. I remembered nothing—I
knew nothing. I suppose I was able to answer when spoken to, for they
let me leave the hospital when I was cured of my fever; but I know
nothing of what I did, or where I went, for a long time. I suppose I
begged—but I don't remember anything clearly.


"Somehow—by no design of my own—I wandered back to the place which had
been my home so long, and Harry found me hiding about in the fields.
Ay, and brought me in, and persuaded Hugh Marlowe to have pity on me,
saying 'twas plain I had not been in my right mind when I did it. They
paid a doctor in Exeter to keep me for a time, finding it was my only
chance of recovery, and in a couple of years I was myself again. Then
Harry brought me here: he persuaded Mr. Marlowe to forgive me—ah,
what Harry did for me, no words of mine can tell! He taught me how to
repent; he told me of the full and free forgiveness that the Lord Jesus
had won for me; and I could believe in it, seeing how he forgave me
himself. He was so tender over me that, when his boy was growing up, he
kept the knowledge of this story from him, because I shrank from the
notion of his knowing it. And so, by never being talked of, it came
to be forgotten; my life has been so long, so very long! That, except
myself, there is no one alive now who could tell how it happened.


"But I see now that I should have been a better man and a
happier—though I have been far happier than I deserved—if I had never
cloaked my sin—never let you all think that my life had been fair and
spotless, like my dear Harry's. Now I have told all, as well as I can
remember it. The snow seemed to bring it all back. Now I have nothing
hidden—it may thaw as soon as it likes. The sooner the better, for I'm
very old and very tired, and Harry and Katie must be wondering why I'm
so long here. I have wondered why myself, sometimes; but I know now.


"And boys—Lucy—all of you, when you think of my sin, think, too, that
I loved you very much. I don't ask you to think well of me—that you
cannot do. But say, 'He loved us dearly—God has forgiven him, so we'll
forgive him too.'"


The boys, to their own great astonishment, were crying; as for Lucy,
she had cried nearly all that evening. Mrs. Marlowe kept her face
turned away, and the master got up abruptly and left the room.


When he returned, he found the children all crowding round old Jasper:
Harry with his hand laid on the old man's shoulder, Hugh holding his
hand, Frank kneeling beside him. Jasper seemed soothed and comforted,
but he looked up and said—


"The thaw has come, Harry, hasn't it?"


"Well, you are right, sir," said the master somewhat unwillingly; "it
is thawing fast."


"Well, I'll go to bed. Good night all—good-bye, and God bless you,
every one!"


He paused at the door as he blessed them, raising his hand solemnly,
and looking at them long and lovingly.


All night long the thaw continued. In the morning the world was
no longer shrouded in dazzling white, only here and there a patch
lingered. But there was no shouting or noisy rejoicing at Marlowe Hay,
for old Jasper was passing away with the snow.


When Mrs. Marlowe went to his room that morning, he was awake, and
quite himself; but he said he felt weak, and would lie quiet.


The boys had been out very early, and had gone to visit their house
in the rick-yard. The roof was already gone, the rough branches they
had used for rafters showing bare and black, thoroughly soaked by the
melting snow. But what interested them far more than the condition of
the roof was that various footsteps which had been completely covered
had reappeared—not in a very sharp and perfect condition, for the thaw
was a very rapid one—but still there were the footsteps, even the patch
on Frank's shoe coming out in one or two places, where the snow had
been beaten down hard. The boys rushed off to the house to summon Lucy
to behold this marvel; but Lucy was sitting in the parlour, crying
bitterly.


"Oh, Harry!" she cried. "Father has gone for the doctor. Uncle Jasper
has gone asleep, and mother says he will never wake any more."


Mrs. Marlowe was right. Old Jasper slept—if this were really sleep—for
some hours, then gently ceased to breathe.


"Oh, I wish—I wish he might have stayed with us a little while," cried
Hugh passionately, "that we might have showed him that we loved him,
even though he 'had' done wrong."


"He knew that last night," said Harry; "and now he is with his own
old friends—Hugh Marlowe, and Harry, and Katie. Oh, Hugh, it is much
happier for him. Where they are, is his real home."


"Yes, my boy," said Mrs. Marlowe, drying her eyes. "'In My Father's
house,' the Saviour said, 'there are many mansions; I go to prepare
a place for you;' and we are prepared here on earth for the place
prepared for us in heaven. It was no easy task for Jasper to lay bare
before us all the sin of his youth; but it was, as he said, the laying
down, once for all, of pride: and then he was ready. Oh, children dear!
Whether our lives are to be long, like his, or short, like theirs who
were young with him so long ago, God grant that every one of us may be
prepared by God's hand for our place in one of His many mansions!"
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PRINTED BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED

LONDON AND BECCLES.
















*** END OF THE PROJECT GUTENBERG EBOOK FOOTPRINTS ***



    

Updated editions will replace the previous one—the old editions will
be renamed.


Creating the works from print editions not protected by U.S. copyright
law means that no one owns a United States copyright in these works,
so the Foundation (and you!) can copy and distribute it in the United
States without permission and without paying copyright
royalties. Special rules, set forth in the General Terms of Use part
of this license, apply to copying and distributing Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works to protect the PROJECT GUTENBERG™
concept and trademark. Project Gutenberg is a registered trademark,
and may not be used if you charge for an eBook, except by following
the terms of the trademark license, including paying royalties for use
of the Project Gutenberg trademark. If you do not charge anything for
copies of this eBook, complying with the trademark license is very
easy. You may use this eBook for nearly any purpose such as creation
of derivative works, reports, performances and research. Project
Gutenberg eBooks may be modified and printed and given away—you may
do practically ANYTHING in the United States with eBooks not protected
by U.S. copyright law. Redistribution is subject to the trademark
license, especially commercial redistribution.



START: FULL LICENSE


THE FULL PROJECT GUTENBERG LICENSE


PLEASE READ THIS BEFORE YOU DISTRIBUTE OR USE THIS WORK


To protect the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting the free
distribution of electronic works, by using or distributing this work
(or any other work associated in any way with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg”), you agree to comply with all the terms of the Full
Project Gutenberg™ License available with this file or online at
www.gutenberg.org/license.


Section 1. General Terms of Use and Redistributing Project Gutenberg™
electronic works


1.A. By reading or using any part of this Project Gutenberg™
electronic work, you indicate that you have read, understand, agree to
and accept all the terms of this license and intellectual property
(trademark/copyright) agreement. If you do not agree to abide by all
the terms of this agreement, you must cease using and return or
destroy all copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in your
possession. If you paid a fee for obtaining a copy of or access to a
Project Gutenberg™ electronic work and you do not agree to be bound
by the terms of this agreement, you may obtain a refund from the person
or entity to whom you paid the fee as set forth in paragraph 1.E.8.


1.B. “Project Gutenberg” is a registered trademark. It may only be
used on or associated in any way with an electronic work by people who
agree to be bound by the terms of this agreement. There are a few
things that you can do with most Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
even without complying with the full terms of this agreement. See
paragraph 1.C below. There are a lot of things you can do with Project
Gutenberg™ electronic works if you follow the terms of this
agreement and help preserve free future access to Project Gutenberg™
electronic works. See paragraph 1.E below.


1.C. The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation (“the
Foundation” or PGLAF), owns a compilation copyright in the collection
of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works. Nearly all the individual
works in the collection are in the public domain in the United
States. If an individual work is unprotected by copyright law in the
United States and you are located in the United States, we do not
claim a right to prevent you from copying, distributing, performing,
displaying or creating derivative works based on the work as long as
all references to Project Gutenberg are removed. Of course, we hope
that you will support the Project Gutenberg™ mission of promoting
free access to electronic works by freely sharing Project Gutenberg™
works in compliance with the terms of this agreement for keeping the
Project Gutenberg™ name associated with the work. You can easily
comply with the terms of this agreement by keeping this work in the
same format with its attached full Project Gutenberg™ License when
you share it without charge with others.


1.D. The copyright laws of the place where you are located also govern
what you can do with this work. Copyright laws in most countries are
in a constant state of change. If you are outside the United States,
check the laws of your country in addition to the terms of this
agreement before downloading, copying, displaying, performing,
distributing or creating derivative works based on this work or any
other Project Gutenberg™ work. The Foundation makes no
representations concerning the copyright status of any work in any
country other than the United States.


1.E. Unless you have removed all references to Project Gutenberg:


1.E.1. The following sentence, with active links to, or other
immediate access to, the full Project Gutenberg™ License must appear
prominently whenever any copy of a Project Gutenberg™ work (any work
on which the phrase “Project Gutenberg” appears, or with which the
phrase “Project Gutenberg” is associated) is accessed, displayed,
performed, viewed, copied or distributed:


    This eBook is for the use of anyone anywhere in the United States and most
    other parts of the world at no cost and with almost no restrictions
    whatsoever. You may copy it, give it away or re-use it under the terms
    of the Project Gutenberg License included with this eBook or online
    at www.gutenberg.org. If you
    are not located in the United States, you will have to check the laws
    of the country where you are located before using this eBook.
  


1.E.2. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is
derived from texts not protected by U.S. copyright law (does not
contain a notice indicating that it is posted with permission of the
copyright holder), the work can be copied and distributed to anyone in
the United States without paying any fees or charges. If you are
redistributing or providing access to a work with the phrase “Project
Gutenberg” associated with or appearing on the work, you must comply
either with the requirements of paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 or
obtain permission for the use of the work and the Project Gutenberg™
trademark as set forth in paragraphs 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.3. If an individual Project Gutenberg™ electronic work is posted
with the permission of the copyright holder, your use and distribution
must comply with both paragraphs 1.E.1 through 1.E.7 and any
additional terms imposed by the copyright holder. Additional terms
will be linked to the Project Gutenberg™ License for all works
posted with the permission of the copyright holder found at the
beginning of this work.


1.E.4. Do not unlink or detach or remove the full Project Gutenberg™
License terms from this work, or any files containing a part of this
work or any other work associated with Project Gutenberg™.


1.E.5. Do not copy, display, perform, distribute or redistribute this
electronic work, or any part of this electronic work, without
prominently displaying the sentence set forth in paragraph 1.E.1 with
active links or immediate access to the full terms of the Project
Gutenberg™ License.


1.E.6. You may convert to and distribute this work in any binary,
compressed, marked up, nonproprietary or proprietary form, including
any word processing or hypertext form. However, if you provide access
to or distribute copies of a Project Gutenberg™ work in a format
other than “Plain Vanilla ASCII” or other format used in the official
version posted on the official Project Gutenberg™ website
(www.gutenberg.org), you must, at no additional cost, fee or expense
to the user, provide a copy, a means of exporting a copy, or a means
of obtaining a copy upon request, of the work in its original “Plain
Vanilla ASCII” or other form. Any alternate format must include the
full Project Gutenberg™ License as specified in paragraph 1.E.1.


1.E.7. Do not charge a fee for access to, viewing, displaying,
performing, copying or distributing any Project Gutenberg™ works
unless you comply with paragraph 1.E.8 or 1.E.9.


1.E.8. You may charge a reasonable fee for copies of or providing
access to or distributing Project Gutenberg™ electronic works
provided that:


    	• You pay a royalty fee of 20% of the gross profits you derive from
        the use of Project Gutenberg™ works calculated using the method
        you already use to calculate your applicable taxes. The fee is owed
        to the owner of the Project Gutenberg™ trademark, but he has
        agreed to donate royalties under this paragraph to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation. Royalty payments must be paid
        within 60 days following each date on which you prepare (or are
        legally required to prepare) your periodic tax returns. Royalty
        payments should be clearly marked as such and sent to the Project
        Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation at the address specified in
        Section 4, “Information about donations to the Project Gutenberg
        Literary Archive Foundation.”
    

    	• You provide a full refund of any money paid by a user who notifies
        you in writing (or by e-mail) within 30 days of receipt that s/he
        does not agree to the terms of the full Project Gutenberg™
        License. You must require such a user to return or destroy all
        copies of the works possessed in a physical medium and discontinue
        all use of and all access to other copies of Project Gutenberg™
        works.
    

    	• You provide, in accordance with paragraph 1.F.3, a full refund of
        any money paid for a work or a replacement copy, if a defect in the
        electronic work is discovered and reported to you within 90 days of
        receipt of the work.
    

    	• You comply with all other terms of this agreement for free
        distribution of Project Gutenberg™ works.
    



1.E.9. If you wish to charge a fee or distribute a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work or group of works on different terms than
are set forth in this agreement, you must obtain permission in writing
from the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the manager of
the Project Gutenberg™ trademark. Contact the Foundation as set
forth in Section 3 below.


1.F.


1.F.1. Project Gutenberg volunteers and employees expend considerable
effort to identify, do copyright research on, transcribe and proofread
works not protected by U.S. copyright law in creating the Project
Gutenberg™ collection. Despite these efforts, Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, and the medium on which they may be stored, may
contain “Defects,” such as, but not limited to, incomplete, inaccurate
or corrupt data, transcription errors, a copyright or other
intellectual property infringement, a defective or damaged disk or
other medium, a computer virus, or computer codes that damage or
cannot be read by your equipment.


1.F.2. LIMITED WARRANTY, DISCLAIMER OF DAMAGES - Except for the “Right
of Replacement or Refund” described in paragraph 1.F.3, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation, the owner of the Project
Gutenberg™ trademark, and any other party distributing a Project
Gutenberg™ electronic work under this agreement, disclaim all
liability to you for damages, costs and expenses, including legal
fees. YOU AGREE THAT YOU HAVE NO REMEDIES FOR NEGLIGENCE, STRICT
LIABILITY, BREACH OF WARRANTY OR BREACH OF CONTRACT EXCEPT THOSE
PROVIDED IN PARAGRAPH 1.F.3. YOU AGREE THAT THE FOUNDATION, THE
TRADEMARK OWNER, AND ANY DISTRIBUTOR UNDER THIS AGREEMENT WILL NOT BE
LIABLE TO YOU FOR ACTUAL, DIRECT, INDIRECT, CONSEQUENTIAL, PUNITIVE OR
INCIDENTAL DAMAGES EVEN IF YOU GIVE NOTICE OF THE POSSIBILITY OF SUCH
DAMAGE.


1.F.3. LIMITED RIGHT OF REPLACEMENT OR REFUND - If you discover a
defect in this electronic work within 90 days of receiving it, you can
receive a refund of the money (if any) you paid for it by sending a
written explanation to the person you received the work from. If you
received the work on a physical medium, you must return the medium
with your written explanation. The person or entity that provided you
with the defective work may elect to provide a replacement copy in
lieu of a refund. If you received the work electronically, the person
or entity providing it to you may choose to give you a second
opportunity to receive the work electronically in lieu of a refund. If
the second copy is also defective, you may demand a refund in writing
without further opportunities to fix the problem.


1.F.4. Except for the limited right of replacement or refund set forth
in paragraph 1.F.3, this work is provided to you ‘AS-IS’, WITH NO
OTHER WARRANTIES OF ANY KIND, EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT
LIMITED TO WARRANTIES OF MERCHANTABILITY OR FITNESS FOR ANY PURPOSE.


1.F.5. Some states do not allow disclaimers of certain implied
warranties or the exclusion or limitation of certain types of
damages. If any disclaimer or limitation set forth in this agreement
violates the law of the state applicable to this agreement, the
agreement shall be interpreted to make the maximum disclaimer or
limitation permitted by the applicable state law. The invalidity or
unenforceability of any provision of this agreement shall not void the
remaining provisions.


1.F.6. INDEMNITY - You agree to indemnify and hold the Foundation, the
trademark owner, any agent or employee of the Foundation, anyone
providing copies of Project Gutenberg™ electronic works in
accordance with this agreement, and any volunteers associated with the
production, promotion and distribution of Project Gutenberg™
electronic works, harmless from all liability, costs and expenses,
including legal fees, that arise directly or indirectly from any of
the following which you do or cause to occur: (a) distribution of this
or any Project Gutenberg™ work, (b) alteration, modification, or
additions or deletions to any Project Gutenberg™ work, and (c) any
Defect you cause.


Section 2. Information about the Mission of Project Gutenberg™


Project Gutenberg™ is synonymous with the free distribution of
electronic works in formats readable by the widest variety of
computers including obsolete, old, middle-aged and new computers. It
exists because of the efforts of hundreds of volunteers and donations
from people in all walks of life.


Volunteers and financial support to provide volunteers with the
assistance they need are critical to reaching Project Gutenberg™’s
goals and ensuring that the Project Gutenberg™ collection will
remain freely available for generations to come. In 2001, the Project
Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation was created to provide a secure
and permanent future for Project Gutenberg™ and future
generations. To learn more about the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation and how your efforts and donations can help, see
Sections 3 and 4 and the Foundation information page at www.gutenberg.org.


Section 3. Information about the Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation


The Project Gutenberg Literary Archive Foundation is a non-profit
501(c)(3) educational corporation organized under the laws of the
state of Mississippi and granted tax exempt status by the Internal
Revenue Service. The Foundation’s EIN or federal tax identification
number is 64-6221541. Contributions to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation are tax deductible to the full extent permitted by
U.S. federal laws and your state’s laws.


The Foundation’s business office is located at 809 North 1500 West,
Salt Lake City, UT 84116, (801) 596-1887. Email contact links and up
to date contact information can be found at the Foundation’s website
and official page at www.gutenberg.org/contact


Section 4. Information about Donations to the Project Gutenberg
Literary Archive Foundation


Project Gutenberg™ depends upon and cannot survive without widespread
public support and donations to carry out its mission of
increasing the number of public domain and licensed works that can be
freely distributed in machine-readable form accessible by the widest
array of equipment including outdated equipment. Many small donations
($1 to $5,000) are particularly important to maintaining tax exempt
status with the IRS.


The Foundation is committed to complying with the laws regulating
charities and charitable donations in all 50 states of the United
States. Compliance requirements are not uniform and it takes a
considerable effort, much paperwork and many fees to meet and keep up
with these requirements. We do not solicit donations in locations
where we have not received written confirmation of compliance. To SEND
DONATIONS or determine the status of compliance for any particular state
visit www.gutenberg.org/donate.


While we cannot and do not solicit contributions from states where we
have not met the solicitation requirements, we know of no prohibition
against accepting unsolicited donations from donors in such states who
approach us with offers to donate.


International donations are gratefully accepted, but we cannot make
any statements concerning tax treatment of donations received from
outside the United States. U.S. laws alone swamp our small staff.


Please check the Project Gutenberg web pages for current donation
methods and addresses. Donations are accepted in a number of other
ways including checks, online payments and credit card donations. To
donate, please visit: www.gutenberg.org/donate.


Section 5. General Information About Project Gutenberg™ electronic works


Professor Michael S. Hart was the originator of the Project
Gutenberg™ concept of a library of electronic works that could be
freely shared with anyone. For forty years, he produced and
distributed Project Gutenberg™ eBooks with only a loose network of
volunteer support.


Project Gutenberg™ eBooks are often created from several printed
editions, all of which are confirmed as not protected by copyright in
the U.S. unless a copyright notice is included. Thus, we do not
necessarily keep eBooks in compliance with any particular paper
edition.


Most people start at our website which has the main PG search
facility: www.gutenberg.org.


This website includes information about Project Gutenberg™,
including how to make donations to the Project Gutenberg Literary
Archive Foundation, how to help produce our new eBooks, and how to
subscribe to our email newsletter to hear about new eBooks.




OEBPS/6555726252941408274_image001.jpg





