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PHILIP CARLISLIE: A ROMANCE.

CHAPTER I.

The Old Oak.

IT was a bright sunny day in the month
of June. A large field, sweet with red

and white clover, besprinkled with daisies and
buttercups; and, all around by the stone wall
that enclosed it, wild roses and straggling
blackberry-vines vied with each other to see
which should put forth the most blossoms, the
red or the white. The blackberry crept in
and about the rose at every available point,
and, wherever it could find space, it looked out %
with its cluster of white starry eyes: the roses
blushed, and showered their bright petals
around, as though striving to beautify and con
ceal the moss-covered rocks that had tumbled,
and were still tumbling, from the old wall.

The grass was getting itself ready to be
cut. The tall straight timothy looked down
on the feathery witch-grass, and a cow, with
her nose thrust through the bars, was wistfully
eyeing both timothy and clover; her early-
spring calf was frisking about, and kicking its
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heels high in the sweet air, occasionally rush
ing at its sedate mama, butting her distended
udder with all its strength, and then sucking-
its fill of sweet fresh milk.

This pretty calf, at least, was not robbed to
supply the dairy of its owner.

A few trees had been left standing in this
field, that the mowers might have cool shady
places to rest, hang up their scythes, drink
their ginger-pop, wipe their perspiring brows,
and eat their lunch.

A wide-spreading elm stood in one place ;
a beautiful maple'in another; and two great
butternuts were in one corner near the wall.
A hoary old oak towered above all the others
toward the stars ; it was twisted and gnarled ;
but few of its branches bore any green leaves ;
it lifted its great arms aloft, all withered and
bare, for time with its cycles of years denudes,
withers, and at length levels the proud king of
the forest; but the tree was grand even in its
dying old age; its knotted arms had reached
further into futurity than those of its younger
brothers; its withered hands had grasped at
the unseen; centuries had passed over it with
all their storms and chilling frosts; it had
stood, feet deep, in the white snow of many,
many bitter winters ; spring after spring had
kissed it into budding beauty ; the hot mid
summer's sun had burned and hardened it,
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and the thunder-bolt had played with it: yes;
it had fought many a hard battle with the
lightning, and gained the victory; it had many
scars where the sword of the thunder-bolt had
pierced it, yet it wore them proudly: thousands
of little birds had made it their home, built
their nests in its branches, and reared their
young: the young ones had returned from
their yearly flights and repeated the process ;
bright-eyed squirrels had chased each other
up its rough sides, and played at hide and
seek among its countless leaves; they had
found little store-houses, here and there, in its
rough hide, where they had kept their nuts
and seeds for winter's use : crows and ravens
had lived in its upper stories ; and within the
last crotch of its topmost branches, a pair of
eagles had built their aerie-nest, and many a
young eaglet had, with piercing eyes, soared
toward the sun from its loftiest twig: millions
of worms and insects had bored and pene
trated to its vitals, and sucked its very heart's
blood ; vampires, caterpillars, and all kinds of
crawling things had fattened on its tender
green buds and leaves; owls had sat and
stared with their yellow eyes as they cried :
" Hookit-a-who-who-who !" and the white-
breasted nightingale had often told its plaint-
tive story of "Whipping-poor-will! Whip-
poor-will ! Yes ; they whipped poor Will! "



4 PHILIP CARLISLIE: A ROMANCE.

Snakes and adders had made their holes,
coiled and wound themselves around its warm
life-giving roots, but the old oak flinched not;
on it went bravely, year after year, each fall
showering its sweet acorns over the ground, as
far as its long arms could reach, plenteously:
it was lavish of its fruit each year, it stinted
not; and thousands of creatures were fed
through the cold winter days by its bounty.

Ah ! the stories that dying old king could
tell: of the wild Indian, long before the white
man came; of the deer that grazed on its
lower branches, when this smiling field was
a dark old forest, and hundreds of various
animals made paths through its wooded
depths. And then there came a time, when
the woodman's axe rang out clear and sharp;
this was a time when the old oak trembled ;
it had conquered the lightning, but the wood
man's firm arm would lay it low as it had the
rest of the forest about it.

The woodman had walked around its great
trunk many times, with speculative eye, as he
rubbed his thumb over the edge of his sharp
axe ; but it was a mighty tree ; he would not
undertake it, just yet, and so from time to
time it escaped, but looked for its doom on the
morrow. For some reason, the woodman
failed ; and there it still stood, thankful that
its life was soared ; but time's axe would not
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