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The Storytelier

THE MASTER OF THE MILL

1.

" What a picture ihat, church spire with its uphifted
©rass Mmahbs againsi the cky 1

George Bryson smiled as, leaning forward in
armcbalr, hey lovhed  oul

hi.s
upGn the stene framed hy the
window of his littie study. It was a typical New Gng-
tand landscape. In the valley lay a neat village, some
of whose houses were guaint and old, dating from ihe
Revolution ; others aggressively mwodern end preten-
tious. Close beside the river rose an imposing pile of
factory buildings—the Bryson Cottion Mills ; Beyowd the
settiement, the woods and waters; and ihe fertile
l[arms stretched away to the purple, mist-veiled hills.

Tha yellow  beliry of the Unitarian meeting-house,
almost embowered by ihe trees of the foregroumd, Lad
been a familtar ohject Lo Mr. Bryson all his life. For
he was born in the home where he now lived, and so
mach had his energy done for ihe development of his
native township that it was mow known by his name.

‘I he lnity tower and grey walls of the church wilhin
a stoac's throw of lhe mills were, however, a novel
foatiure of the panorama.

" As | sit bere sometimes, when the white wind-
clauds drift pass the cross, 1t scems floating in the air g
and again abt a touch of ihe sunlight it hovomes a cross
of fame ithat sends my memory back to the legend ol
Constaniine ard s sign of triumph”

Asg the elderly gentleman spohe, pleasantly, yet with
the languer of ome in ill-heaith, he iurned toward his
sister, who, flomrishing the daintlest ol feather dusters,
stood at the reading-table, flecking imaginary dust
from 1ine magazines and newspapers and restoring order
aib of the chaos in which they were heaped togetiher.
Like her brother, Miss Bryson was no longer young.
Agamst his sixty odd years she could copnt at least
fifby-five ; but she was stll m  the vigor of perfech
health, and 1t might be scen at a glance  thatl  Iug
strength was broken.

There was a striking resemblance belween the two
long, sallovs faces. ‘Lhe eyes of Dboth were light and
keen ; but while those of the man were cahin  and
steady, betokening a nature that governed itsell aud
was therefere capable of mfluencing others, the restless-
ness and lire  of 1he woman's indicatod an vnverlan
temper as well as an aident disposition.  George Biy-

son had always heen considered handsome, but  Miss
Sarahb’s fealures were too masculine for beauly, aand
even 1n her 1cens she was called plain. Paris gowns,

Grainsbhprough hats, and a certain savoir faire now gave
her an air of distinetzon ; yet she was, despile these
accessories, a veritahble Puritan spinster, who cling to
her narrowness as tenaciously as if she had never heen
away, from ihe viilaze, and honestly believed that D,
Heglmes was righl when he described BHoston as  the
‘ hub of the umverse.’

Un this morning, therefore, when her hrether’'s gaze
strayed again lo the graceful spire that, like the nand
of a missionary, held aloft the c¢ross, her patience gave
WwWay. )

‘that Romish steople spoils ile view fiomn tlus side
of %the house,” she waid, sharply. © How the mill hands
built suck a church I cannot understand. It must have
a great dclt.’ -

""the debt will he paid.’

¢ Well, if vour operatives have fnnds to throw away,
I advise you to lower your scale of wapges, George.'

*Apd have a sirike, with the nuils 1dle when we are
so rushed with orders that we can scarcely 0ll them
mI'? * replied Mr. Bryson, guietly. * You are an excel-
lent housckeeper, Sarah, but I can still manage tihe
mills—with Frank’s assistance.’

His sigh as he concluded told 1hat he had already
been forced to delegate to anobher {he larger share of
the work he loved. )

With a toss of her head, which prerented 5 hewil-
dering coiffure of curls and frizzes of the fa.slu_onahlc
shade of * Titian brown,’ Miss Sarah went op with her
dusting. ]

‘1 tiked to go into the churches abroad,’ continued
ber brotbker, amiably adhering to the topic. ‘Their at-
mosphere atiracted and impressed me with a myster-
jous peace. Untud that illness two years ago Whlt'h
made it necessary for me to bake a vacatiom, I lived
for nothing but bhusiness and money-making.’

Notwithstanding the amnoyance the naturally felt
at bemng toid, m  eflect, to mind her own affairs, Miss
Sarah was not going to be silemt and hear a Bryson
depreciate himself. .

* No one would dare say that of youw, George,’ she
protested, restoring the f{eathered badge of her sphere

of aulkiority to an embroidered case that:ihung on .the
wall and facing ahout, ready to sound:his fraisesian vhé'
hpusetiops if need be. ' No man in the tnwnsﬂﬁ{:i‘-fsb‘é%
pablic-spirited as you are.  Nob only cur local unders
lakings but almost every philanthropic organisation in
Boston counts you among its benefactors. Why, I
really believe you have given even to the Romish charie
ties. There are tdie model houses, too, apd the lib-
raiy you have bwilt for the mill hands. Why, the mills
arc lameis for never having had a strike bet once. Then
I must say, though, von surpriced me ; for you were as
unywhding as adamant.’ . - - .

“les, Some mew  operatives held shetalist meetings
and tried to mahe trouble ; but when they were dis-
charged ihe matter was soon adjusted,” replied -the mill-
owner. * Butl, my dear sister, all thesc emterprises: of
mine are but a proc! to the world of my busineéss and
hnancial success. To be sure, | have tried to.do sdne
good to others; bul I have beon thivking lately that
11 we had learped a little more religion witit our. phil-
anthropy in the yellow mecting-house yonder we should
he the better for it.’ . .

*Oh, the art and architecbure of the European chur-
ches are, of course, magnificent,’ conceded Miss marah,
grudgingly. ' But how the beggars swarm ig and éut
ol them, and lounge on the henches of the .portdtos !
Thewr presence s very obnoxious 1o sight-seers.  : I
wonder the authorities do not drive them awayy . '

* Whom ? The sighi-seers ?' laughed Mr.- Bryson.
 Uddly enough, 1t was this very presence of thie  beg-
pars that touched me. A Qatholic cathedral seemed to
me whal 16 claims to be—the house of G(God to -rick and
poor alike. The rich come, look, sometimes pray, -and
then go p hut the poor almost live in ihose churehies ;
and oceasionally an unwashed but beauty-loving vagrant
of the streets may be found who knows the %omliness
of an altarpiece of Guido or Saswaferato better taan
the travelled connoissear. The charitable institutions
oif the Coniinent were, moreover, a revelation to me.
My own schemes of benevolense seemed petty enough
when |osaw men and 'women who hafl given up  eFery’
natural tie ahd joy of lfe to devole themselves tp the
service of the uniertunate. We have indeed such herces
and heroines in s country also, only I never realised
1t heiore. surely their rehpon must be something
more than the breath of incense, the tranquility of
Gothue aisles, or the majesty of Homan hasilicas.’

* Well. no one ever haard of 2 Bryson being anything
bt a Unitarian, and I hope no one ever will,’ declared
Miss Sarah, emphatically, if with apparent irrelevance.

‘' No, Sarah; 1f you should happen to become a
Theosophust or a Mormon even, wo will keep it a dead
sceret,” replied her brother, with dry humor. * By the
way, I almoslt forgot to tell vou Father Glenp is come-
ing 1o dinuer on ‘1 hursday ’

Miss Sarah raised her hands and eyes toward the

‘celling.

* A Catholic priest coming 1p dine at the table of
a Bryson!' wshe exclaimed, in horror. ‘1 shall not
stay to see it; I shall go to Bostan {or a week's
visit,’ :

‘' As vou please, my dear,”’ tejoined Mr, Brysom.
 lhe gentleman, besides Being a hard worker among his
people, is, I am told, an enthusiast upon the subject of
art and ceramics. 1 thought his conversation might
cniertain ¥ou as well as myself.’

Miss Sarah stared. A priest who was interested in
rare old china, her particular fad ! She wondered it
he could deeipher the mark on that piece she bought in
Florence.

't Oh, well, George, of course T will hot desert vou,’
she sud,  changing hor  tactics, and adding to herself :
‘1 will reman 'to protect my brother from this wolf in
sheep's elothing, bhut it is very probable that I shall
faint under the ondeai.’

11.

All too soon, according to Miss Sarah, the - day
arrived that was to introduce ihbo the Brysen mansion
the visitor whose expected coming was, she said, enough
to mahke her Puritan ancestors ¢ turn in their graves.’
But had the lady kmown what the morning would
bring, aven mshe would not have worried over sq small a
malter as an unwelcome dinner guest. Mr. Bryson
awole so listless that he did nol rise; and the physi-
clan, being hastily summoned, warhed the family {that
the 1llness from which the patient suflered had made
alarming headway during the last, few weeks., * How-
over, with rest and guiet, he may be belter again,’ said
the doctor, hopeltully.

George Bryson had long been a widower,  He had
loved his wife as a man of his strong, reserved natura
loves ; and now his alection was centred in their only
child, Frank, who, grown {o manhgod, was at precent
ihe acting manager of the mills.
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