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Talbot ceasqj¶ abuptly in the midst
of a. soimewhat tedioue political yarn.
ne let bis pipe die out, unheeded, wvhile
be fellowed the words of the singer,
,and the sadow on bis face deepened.

The parson breke the silence. "V.'lat
la it Roesa," he eaid kindly. "Is it any-
thingI eau ehare?"

Talbot inovedl impatiently in bis chair.
-Basil," he began, unconsciouely niaking
use of the boy-hood appellation, "it's
Nora. She-the baby-I can't tell ber.
S3he's se yeung, se hepelessly ignorant
Ili regard te such things. It neyer
occurs-te hier that Lily je unlike-
Serieiialy Upjlike otber babies;. that ie,
unçeveloped--1lhe foundered helpi-
lessly.

Keith was leaning forward in his
chair, a puzzled look on hie kind face.
mle she se differentt" lhe asked quietly.

Talbot's face darkened. "It'e paraly-
ie, e answered shortly. "She will

neyer walk, ner epeak." Re breke
down -auddenly. "Jovel I've wiehed a
thousand timea since we were married
that I wae a lawyer, a business man,
anything rather than a doctor, and yet
be'helplese te prevent this."

"cYen knew bier child was nt-net
right before yen married bier?" began

.£i knew she was no4. right?' hie ad-
mitted witb prof essional brevity. "Se
far as my personal knowledge went she
vas -not rigbt. Sinoe then, we have
bpen te New-'York, te Philadelphia, te
tbe Joehns Hopkin', always with the
saine result-li ecur.<"

"And Mrs. Talbot je quite ignorant of
the faetý?" the pareen'a face wae a. littie

Talbot's beyish face fluehed a littie.
"-She' sose appily uncen8cious," lhe eaid
in seif-defence. -Hew can I tellilber
that lier cild jes.a helpiesscripple-a
life long suff'erer? Yeu blame me,
Keitb,, liaj is. it an easy task? la it
eagy te break tbe beart of one wbom
yoln would give yeur life te proteet?
le that what one'e marriage veve inean?
D)o. tbey net mean, rather, that I amn
botind te eield bier fromntbe knewledge
whviicit brings pain and serrew into lier
life? We bave been married three
-ienths. In ail that time, except for
the nomentary anxiety she feels ýfor
Lily, 1 beliève, I can beuestly Bay se
bas been perfectly happy. She bas the
cheerful dispesition ef lber race, and,"
lie hesitated lightly, "ebe believes in
me*. I sometimes fancy ebe married me
for lly'e sake," bie broke off at Keith's
veliement protest.

"She's euly a cbild, Basil," lie vent on
passienately; "«convent-bred, innocent.
Cod knews bey ebe kept ber innocence
and lived for almoet a year with tbat,
mnan. It vas an arranged marriage.
lier niether, wbo je French, took bier
f ront school for tbat purpose. Be, aise
.French, was a scoundrel; but hie was
good te bier aftèr a fasbion. Site neyer
loe-ed hum, and, undeubtedly, hie death
wNs a great relief te bier. The baby
Nvas boi a mentit afterwards. I at-
tended lier. She wyas iii for weeke. 1
feIl in love witît ber-can voiu wonder,
Keitli? Xe ere married, juet a year
after bis t atb."

And thea bis voice grew bhusky. "0'
tîhe pty cf it," lie MUttered, as lie
often did -vlîen alone with bis tîmible.
-My briglit faced little Irisit girl; -site
wiul know tbe truth soune day, aiid timei
(Ced pity ber." , 11

"You are wrong, Ross," said,-Kelli
gently. "Fergive iie for. eayink tîis;1
but you are treating your wife wrongly.
She je net a child, site je a true, tender
hearted woman. with a wuonan 's privi-
lege te beld your confidence and to sîîf-

fe ihyen-fer vou are suiffering,
Ross. Yeu; are net'the liglît hearted
lad site leved and nia rried. Doî't 'ýou
know I amn rig-ht l"

And then, as lier stelp ,was lîcard,*
"Believe nie, she i e bing rolbed . f
what slould be lier dearest 1,,mseeeeîou
-yeur eiitire confidence."

She cane ever to Nvlîcre tley ~eC
"Wbat a beautiful niglit." site said.
"Don't get up, M.Nr. Keith: I1 al%%ay's sit
iii this chair. 1,in, not tîme least bit
chillv. Ross. lI want Mr. Keith te tel
mne ite legend cf Qu'Appelle. It's stich
a coey, epooky sort of nighit. 1 feel qiiite
in the mood te hear it."

Both mea laughed, and KeithL laid
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down bis pipe. "lem net se sure of it,
Mrs. Talbot," lie said in bis deep voice;
"but 1 believe it runs somnewhat after
thie fa chien:

"'A young warrior 1ý\'lo lived on the
shores cf oe eof these lakes, feil in
love with an Indian girl, who returned
bis affections. He left hohie au an expe-
dition of war, and wl'en returning te
dlaim bis bride, lie was puzzled te bear
bia naine called from acrose the lake
appareutly. 'Qu'Appelle? Qu'Appelle?'
he sheuted, but oly tbe ecbe cof bis
own voice answered bis question. On
reacbing home hie fouud te hie great sor-
row and despair, tbat bis love vas dead.
According te hie superstitieus belief, it
vas ber voice be beard calliug te bhim
frorn the shores of the Great Beyond.
Since then, the valley bas been called iu
tbe French tongue, Qu'Appelle, literally
meaning Who Cals."'

"It ebould bave been called the 'Valley
of Rest, "' said Mre. Talbot, dreamily.
«"It is ail se peacefully -quiet." -

"'The Valley cf Unret' seemes more
apprepriate, wbeu one thinks of that
poor girl'a spirit deuying itself the rest
of Paradise, that he might be warned
cf the great sorrow awaiting him" re-
xnarked Talbot, thengbtfully.

Keith rose te go. "These old Indian
legende are very beautiful,"lbe aaid; "te
My mmnd, it is a beautif ai thought.~ that
*oîeoue la 'waiting for and calling us
frem the Home above. Deu't tbink me,
Mra. Talbot; it vas a pleasure te recali
the tery te mind. I wiii see yen. again
te-morrew, Talbot, and perbape we may
bie able te persuade Mns. Talbot te try
bier luck at.fisbing."

Be paddled down again ini the early
afternoon. t vas., nly a matter of a
ceuple of miles by canoe f rom the ittle
wbite mission chureh te the Talbot's
camp, a distance searoely noticed by the
man wboee brawny strengtb and sound
physique made hua. tbe admiration and
envy ef bis young parishionèra.

Be found tbem alon the side of the
ettaeaing the road. Lily was lying

Iifb h looed eyein lber carrnage.
Keith bent over ber with a compreben-
sive look ofpity iii bis dark eye., Sue
vas a typicai littie lily-se frail, se
fair. Ber soft bair carled* around a
vaxen ferebead, long, golden laebes
swept the pale cheeka, and beavy lide
ebeltered eyes, bine like ber motber'e,
but se pitifal in their lack of expres-
sion.

Mre. Talbot vas in white Ijuen.
Always bie remembered bier as hie saw
ber that day, witb the suni shiïjng on
bier bight bair, and bier face allï?aglow
with bappinese.

"IMr. Keitb 1" ebe called, gaily; "Come
and eee this dear wee Indian baby.
Tbey live in that eback juet'around the
corner. Oh, do you know tbem ?"p--ai3
Keith excbanged greetinge vith the
mother, a shy, yeuug looking woman,
and picked up tbe sof t brown bundle at
bier side.

"Here ie anotlier Lily, Mrs. Talbot,ý*'
lie said; "a little brewn tiger lily, sIte
must lbe Wonld yen ike te play witli
our baby, Lily," as she etruggled te
reach the sleeping child.

"ýHow old je your baby 1" asked Mrs.
Talbot, cnriouely. Tliere wvas eeînetlîing
fascinating about this littie brown baby
who lîad tbe saine namne as ber own
child, lyiîîg, alas, se etili and white.

"'Feurteca mentlhe," answered the
nîtber proudly. Slie bad been a. mis-
sion girl, and ber face wae brigbt and
atractive. I"Hew eld? T" eeadded, in-
dicating tlîe white clild.

ýWimy se je Lily!" said Mrs. Talbet,
wenderingly. "My baby je just feurteen
inoiithis, lut eue céannet walk or play, or
evea sit up alomie. Hlow can elie be tbe
saine age as tlhat little indian cbild?
0f course cIe je net treng-peor dear.
But see j taîl. lier linîbe are qulite
long." Sîme turned ti, lier liusbatid with
aquletioiiiig look iii lier (VS

"VYour bahvy ni goodI," said the Ixîdian
nliother witlî uncensciotis cruieit y. ý'i-IY
halN' walk, two, tlîîee ntiontime." She
valiglit 111)her' Clifld, am,(Ikissed lier
proîidly.

Thme ijttle cime lalîîglmed deliglitedly as
tlîev iveut oui.

Ta. l'lbot stood quite stili. Alreadv%
sonething seemmed te be lutching at lier
heart. She put botlî bande te ber
throat. "Ross! Ros6e" she said sharply,
and theu, when lie would have taken ber
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