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THE MAN THAT CORRUPTED HADLEYBURG!
I

It was many years ago. Hadleyburg was the most
honest and vpright town in all the region round about. It
had kept that reputation unsmirched® during threz genera-
tions, and was prouder of it than of any other of its pos-
sessions. It was so proud of it, and so anxious fo insure
its perpetuation,® that it began to teach the principles of
honest dealing to its babies in the cradle, and made the
like teachings the staple of their culture! thenceforward
through all the years devoted to their education. Also,
throughout the formative years® temptations were kept out
of the way of the young pecple, so that their honesty
could have every chance to harden and solidify, and be-
come a part of their very bone. The neighboring towns
were jealous of this honorable supremacy, and affected to
sneer at Hadleyburg’s pride in it and call it vanity; but
all the same they were obliged to acknowledge that Had-
leyburg was in reality an incorruptible town; and if pressed®
they would also acknowledge that the mere fact that a
yourg man hailed from? Hadleyburg was all the recom-
mendation he needed when he went forth from his natal
town to seek for responsible employment.

1. Hadleyburg: ffsii-nf:if fLERY) X175 %, 2. unsmirehed: T3Z357%5;
i#Fi- 3. perpetuation: jk7:. 4. staple of their enlture: {5 Ty HEA
7. 5. tormative years: PEfZ LS, &4, 6. il pressed: j2 if they were
pressed {j¢i#%. 7. hailed from: 3=g.



But at last, in the drift of time, Hadleyburg had the
ill luck to offend a passing stranger — possibly without
knowing it, certainly without caring, for Hadleyburg was
sufficient unto itself, and cared not a rap! for strangers or
their opinions. Still, it would have been well to make an
exception in this one’s case, for he was a bitter man ana
revengeful. All through his wanderings during a whole year
he kept his injury in mind, and gave all his leisure mo-
ments to trying to invent a compensating satisfaction for
it. He contrived many plans, and all of them were good,
but none of them was quite sweeping® enough; the poorest
of them would hurt a great many individuals, but what he
wanted was a plan which would comprehend the entire
town, and not let so much as one person escape unhurt.
At last he had a fortunate idea, and when it fell into his
brain it lit up his whole head with an evil joy. He began
to form a plan at once, saying to hin:self, “That is the
thing to do—I will corrupt the town.”

Six months later he went to Hadleyburg, and arrived
in a buggy at the house of the old cashier of the bank
about ten at night. He got a sack out of the buggy,
shouldered it, and staggered with it through the cottage
yard, and knocked at the door. A woman’s voice said
“Come in,” and he entered, and set his sack behind the
stove in the parlor, saying politely to the old lady who
sat reading the Missionary Herald® by the lamp:

“Pray keep your seat, madam, I will not disturb you.

1. eared not a rap: — /{350, 2. sweeping: FE—TITRAY: HIEAT;
[Tz, 8. the Missionary Herald: F2LEH 2 HIRIHGE 2.
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There—now it is pretty well concealed; one would hardly
know it was there. Can I see your husband a moiment,
madam?”

No, he was gone to Brixton, and might not return
before morning.

“Very well, madam, it is no matter. I merely wanted
to leave that sack in his care, to be delivered to the right-
ful owner when he shall be found. I am a stranger; he
does not know me; I am merely passing through the town
to-night to discharge a matter which has been long in my
mind. My errand is now completed, and I go pleased and
a little proud, and you will never see me again. There is
a paper attached to the sack which will explain every-
thing. Good night, madam.”

The old lady was afraid of the mysterious big stran-
ger, and was glad to see him go. But her curiosity was
roused, and she went straight to the sack and brought
away the paper. It began as follows:

“TO BE PUBLISHED; or, the right man sought
out by private inquiry—eithey will answer.t This sack
contains gold coin weighing a hundred and sixty pounds
four ounces—"

“Mercy on us,® and the door not locked!”

Mrs. Richards flew to it all in a tremble and locked
it, then pulled down the window-shades and stood {fright-
ened, worried, and wondering if there was anything else

1. eitber will answer: W/ iEAR{EE—Ef7. 2. Merey on us: 2
God have mercy on us (415,



she could do toward making herself and the money more
safe. She listened awhile for burglars, then surrendered to
curiosity and went back to the lamp and finished reading
the paper:

I am a foreigner, and am presently going back
to my own country, to remain there permanently. I am
grateful to America for what 1 have received at her hands
during my long stay wunder ~her flag, and to ome of her
citizens—a cibizen of Hadleyburg—I am especially gratefil
for a greal kindness done me a vear or two ago. Two
great kindnesses, in fact. I will explain. I was a gambler.
I say I was. I was a ruwined gambler. 1 arrived in this
village at maght, hungry and without a penny. I asked
Jor help—in the dark; 1 was ashamed to beg in the light.
I begged of the right man. He gave me twenty dollars—
that is to say, he gave me life, as I considered it. He
also gave me fortune; for out of thai money I have made
myself rich at the gaming-table. And finally, a vemark
which he made to me has remained wiih me to this day,
and has at last conquered me; and in conquering has
saved the vemnant of my morals; I shall gamble no more.
Now I have no idea who that man was, but I want him
SJound, and I want him to have this money, to give away,
throw away, or keep, as he pleases. It is merely my way
of testifying my gratitude to him. If I could stay, I
would find him wmyself; but no matler,* he will be found.
This is an honest town, an incorruptible town, and I
know I can trust ot without fear. This man can be

1. no meiter: 2 it is no matter FJHTZ.



dentified' by ithe remark which he made to e, 1 feel
persuaded that he will yemember it. .

And now my plan vs this: If you prefer to conduct
the inquiry privately, do so. Tell the contents of this
present writing to any one who is likely to be the vight
man. If he shall answer, ‘I am the man; the remark I
made was so-and-so, apply the test—io wit:* open the sack,
and in it you will find a sealed envelope containing that
remark. If the remark mentioned by the candidafe tallies
with® it, ¢ive him the money, and ask no further ques-
tions, for he is certainly the right man.

But if you shall prefer a public inquiry, then publish
this present writing in the local paper—with these instyuc-
tions added, to wil: Thirty days from now, let the candi-
date appear at the town-hall at eight in_the evening
(Friday), and hand his remark, in a sealed envelope, to
the Rev. Mvy. Burgess (if he will be kind enough to act),
and les Mr. Burgess there and then desiroy the seals of
the sack, open it, and sce if the remark is corvect; if
correct, let the momey be delivered, with my Sincere
gratitude, to my benefactor thus identified.

Mrs. Richards sat down, gently quivering with excite-
ment, and was soon lost in thinkings

after this pattern:
“What a strange thing it isl... And what a fortune for
that kind man who set his bread afloat upon the waters!?...

1. identified: 2. 2. to wit: jbig (= that is to say). 3. tallies
with: 75, 4. set his bread afloat upon the waters: 127 |«[H#y « {£iET»:
“Cast thy bread upon the waters; for thou shalt find it after many
days.” HITFSRGFIRNEE. RERGESE TS KRRk SRR
b BFNTFFok AGRLUS, LRI MFIELAER, SR B .



If it had only been my husband that did it!'—for we are
so poor, so old and poor!...” Then, with a sigh—“But it
was not my Edward;® no, it was not he that gave a
stranger twenty dollars. It is a pity, too; I see it now...”
Then, with a shudder—“But it is gambler’s money! The
wages of sin:® we couldn’t take it; we couldn’t touch it.
I don’t like to be near it; it se2ms a defilement.”* She
moved to a farther chair... *“I wish Edward would come,
and take it to the bank; a burglar might come at any
moment; it is dreadful to be here all alone with it.”

At eleven Mr. Richards arrived, and while his wife
was saying, “I am so glad you’ve come!” he was saying,
“I'm so tired—tired clear out;® it is dreadful to be poor,
and have to make these dismal journeys at my time of
life. Always at the grind,® grind, grind, on a salary—an-
other man’s slave, and he sitting at home in his slippexs,
rich and comfortable.”

“I am so sorry for you, Edward, you know that; but
be comforted: we have our livelihood; we have our good
name—7”

“Yes, Mary, and that is everything. Don’t mind my
talk—it’s just a moment’s irritation and doesn’t mean
anything. Kiss me—there, it’s all gone now, and I am
not complaining any more. What have you been getting?
What’s in the sack?”

1. If it had only keen my husband that did it! (2 fj iy 210 k!
2. Edward: $3fFH#E Richards (45 IO REER S Hke. 3. the
wages of sin: JSREMEFBISEE. (B[« TEAJ»: “The wages of sin
is death.”;. 4. defilement: 745, 5. tired clear out: {57 > (clear £ XH
{ERIFA, & F . quite). 8. at the grind: J\HHR & /AT TIE.
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Then his wife told him the great secret. It dazed him
for a moment; then he said: -

“It weighs a hundred and sixtv pounds? Why, Mary,
it’s forty thousand dollars—think of it—a whole fortune!
Not ten men in this village are worth that much.! Give
me the paper.”

He skimmed? through it and said:

“Isn’t it an adventure! Why, it’s a romance; it's like
the impossible things one reads about in bocks, and never
sees in life.” He was well stirred up now; cheerful, even
gleeful. He tapped his old wife on the cheek, and said,
humorously: “Why, we're rich, Mary, rich; all we’ve got
to do is to bury the money and burn the papers. If the
gambler ever comes to inquire, we’ll merely look coldly
upon him and say: ‘What is this nonsense you are talk-
ing? We have never heard of vou and your %ack of gold
before’; and then he would look foolish, and—?”

“And in the meantime, while you are running on
with your jokes, the money is still here, and it is fast
getting along toward burglar-time.”

“True. Very well, what shall we do—make the inquiry
private? No, not that: it would spoil the romance. The
public method is better. Think what a noise it will make!
And it will make all the other towns jealous; for no
stranger would trust such a thing to any town but Had-
leyburg, and they know it. It’s a great card® for us. I

must get to the printing-office now, or I shall be too
late.”

1. Not ten men in this village are worth that mueh. GRSy ATRM
W HGEAAE A . 20 skimmed: {ii{iiipd 4. 8. a great card: —ij ).
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“But—stop—stop—don’t leave me here alone with it,
Edward!”

But he was gone. For only a little while, however.
Not far from his own house he met the editor-proprietor!
of the paper, and gave him the document, and said,
“Here is a good thing for you, Cox—put it in.”?

“It may be too late, Mr. Richards, but I'll see.”

At home again he and his wife sat downr to talk the
charming mystery over; they were in no condition for
sleep. The first question was, Who could the citizen have
been who gave the stranger the twenty dollars? It seemed
a simple one; both answered it in the same breath:

“Parclay Goodson.”

“Yes,” said Richards, “he could have done it, and it
would have been like him, but there's not another in the
town.”

“Everybody will grant that, -Edward—grant it pri-
vately, anyway. Tor six months, now, the village has
been its own proper self once more—honest, narrow, self-
righteous,® and stingy.”

“It is what he always called it, to the day of his
death —said it right out publicly, too.”

“Yes, and he was hated for it.”

“Oh, of course; but he didn’t care. I reckon he was
the best-hated* man among us, except the Reverend
Burgess.”

“Well, Burgess deserves it—he will never get another

1. editor-proprietor: [EA7 R4, 2. put it in: EEBERLE.
3. selt-righteups: BLLE. 4. best-hated: 4 AEEFHAEMN.
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congregation here. Mean as the town is,! it knows how
to estimate Aim. Edward, doesn’t it seem oé[a that the
stranger should appoint Burgess to deliver the money?”

“Well, yes—it does. That is—that is—”

“Why so much that-is-ing??  Would vou select him?”

“Mary, maybe the stranger knows him better than
this village does.”

- “Much ¢hat would help Burgess!”?

The husband seemed perplexed for an answer; the
wife kept a steady eye upon him, and waited. Iinally
Richards said, with the hesitancy of one who is making a
statement which is likely to encounter doubt:

“Mary, Burgess is not a bad man.”

His wife was certainly surprised.

“Nonsense!” she exclaimed.

“He is not a bad man. I know. The whole of his
unpopularity had its foundation in that one thing—the
thing that made so much noise.”

“That ‘one thing,” indeed! As if that ‘one thing’
wasn't enough all by itself.”

“Plenty. Plenty. Only he wasn’t guilty of it.”

“How you talk! Not guilty of it! Everybody knows
that he was guilty.”

“Mary, I give you my word—he was innocent.”

“I can’t believe it, and I don’t. How do you know?”

“It is a confession. I am ashamed, but I will make

1. Mean as the town is: SXiF4UTRAIE. (EEH as AEAIRE
E B “EAR” ) 2. Why so mueh that-is-ing? [RH/AZ8
s that is WR? (that-is Ve BIYEAEhEIT). 3. Mueh that would help
Burgess! #{i#51 7 Burgess $/01! (F% Burgess 7Eifi#fl L &% RIRLT.)
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it. I was the only man who knew he was innocent. I
could have saved him, and-—and—well, you know how the
town was wrought up'—I hadn’t the pluck® to do it. It
would have turned everybody against me. I felt mean,
ever so mean; but I didn’t dare; I hadn’t the manliness
to face that.” i

Mary looked troubled, and for a while was silent.
Then she said, stammeringly:

“I—I don’t think it would have done for you to*—to—
One mustn’t—er—-public opinion—one has to be so careful
—so—" it was a difficult road, and she got mired;* but
after a little she got started again. “It was a great pity,
but—Why, we couldn’t afford it, Edward—we couldn’t
indeed. Oh, I wouldn’t have had you do it for anything!”

“It would have lost us the good-will of so many
people, Mary; and then—and then—”

“What troubles me now 1is, what Ae thinks of us,
Edward.”

“He? He doesn’t suspect that I could have saved
him.”

“Oh,” exclaimed the wife, in a tone of relief. “I am
glad of that! As long as he doesn’t know that you could
have saved him, he—he—well, that makes it a great deal
better. Why, I might have known that he didn’t know,
because he is always trying to be friendly with us, as

1. wrought up: 7, 2475, 2. pluck: %, 3. I don’t think it would
have done for you to: FAR{RMA LR T HIRIA R KEE. (to T
4 make the confession). 4. it was a diificult road, and she got mired: [
FRRA “RRIRSEL. MDA TR SRR SR ‘b B PE R, IRAERIL,
Pt A
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little encouragement as we give him.! More. than once
people have twitted®> me with it. There’s the Wilsons, and
the Wilcoxes, and the Harknesses, they take a mean plea-
sure in saying, ‘Yowr friend Burgess,” because they know
it pesters® me. I wish he wouldn’t persist in liking us so;
I can’t think why he keeps it up.”

“I can explain it. It’s another confession. When the
thing was new and hot,* and the town made a plan to
ride him on a rail,> my conscience hurt me so that I
couldn’t stand it, and I went privately and gave him
notice, and he got out of the town and stayed out till it
was safe to come back.”

“Edward! It the town had found it out—”

“Don’t! It scares me yet, to think of it. I repented
of it the minute® it was done; and I was even afraid to
tell you, lest your face might betray it to sSomebody. I
didn’t sleep any that night, for worrying. But after a few
days I saw that no one was going to suspect me, and
after that I got to feeling glad I did it. And I feel glad
yet, Mary—glad through and through.”

“So do I, now, for it would have been a dreadful
way to treat him. Yes, I'm glad; for reallv you did owe
him that, you know. But, Edward, suppose it should come
out yet, some day!”

“It won't.”

1. as little encouragement as we give him: S|HARFIHFAEIEHE. (4R
Eik, E— as 0, B oes fE CmARY FR) 2. twitted: PR
3. pesters: {#i AJffi§. 4. When the thing was new and hot: 4 {fii[J|4%
A:ffglif . 5. to ride him on a rail: UHEFAI CEE—FEIH). 6. the
minute = as soon as.
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