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Marjorio lnokod up—she could not anuerstand tho.lovo and

ity in tho dear voice. ‘I only koow that Ralph is gone.”
ghe trioct to bo brave, but somchow the tears would come.

*My child, thero is sor-sthing moero!" Footstops were
now heard coming down tho lano from tho village. Other fips
mght tell tho tale less kindly, thorefora the mother hastened.
« Marjorie, my dear, Will F!omming is dead—murdered—and
all his monoy gono! Folks asy that Ralph did it, so you
must bo propared to hear unkind things spoken about him."
The footsteps were quite close now. ** There, go in,"” and she
fairly pushed tho girl towards the door, a0 that tho now
comer might not catch a glimpse of her palo face.

Raiph gi]l Will Flemming ! The uncle who had becn as &
fathier to him (alboit a bad one) ! But then Ralph Joved him
1 spite of all tho Litter things which the old man was wont
to say, and Ralph did not want his money —the money which,
of repurt 8aid truly, had been gained through the nefarivus

ractico of amuggling. Then Marjorio romem%omd the words
Ko bhad used about **clearing his name " ; but, oh ! if peoplo
wouid but believe her, sho felt sure that she conld set their
doubts of him at rest, for surely, suroly ho would not, could
aov have come to her with blood, Al uncle’s blood, still
clingiog to him. .

It was o weok Iater, and there had been a coroner'singuest,
together with & grave inquiry into the matter. A verdict of
*\ilful marder against some porson or persons unknown
was the result of tho first, and strong circamstantial evidence
against Ralph Belchor that of the second. A large reward,
two, had been offered for his approhension, and Marjorie, who
had boon the last to sco him before he went away, had been
oxamined and cross-examined, till she hardly know what waa
truth and what wasnot. .

Well, a week had passed and again it was cvening.
Marjorio was sitting alone by the sea, on a piece of rock which
in furmer times had served for a seat for herself and one other.
Marjorie wondered wtere he was, wondered if he were think-
ing of her, and above all she wondered if there was another
bappy time awaiting her by-and.by, or whether life would
always be dark as at prosent. If so—and as she gazed out
over the sen a passing cloud hid the sun’s rays for the time
being -she would bLe glad when she had lived her life ; glad to
lie down and rest beneath the churchyard sod, A fisherman’s
boat came bounding along towards theshore ; but Marjorie did
not observe it, did not hear the grating sound of its landing,
did not indeed look up till its owner stood before her. The
colour which had by this time returned in some measure to
her cheeks deepened when her eyes met his: then she again
looked down, and one hand sought the nebbles aud sands by
ber side, playing nervously with them, the while the man
stood andfoo ed upon her with a look of unutterable fondness.
The clond had passed and the whole scene was as a perfect
pictare. The rugged slope, the sea, the blue heavens dappled
with clouds here and there, the slanting raye of the sun_the
pyramid of golden beauties in the western horizon, which
would by-and-by glow as crimson and gold together, the
glittering white rocks and sands shooting out colours as though
diamonds had been strewn about them by no niggard hand ;
then last of all, came the gitl with her sweetly bashful air,
and the tall, erect figure before her.

¢ Marjorie, I'm so glad ¢o ses you,” and {rom his veice conld
be gathered the reason of his gladness. I was a thinkin’ of
{ou out yonder afore I caught even a glimpse of you, and when

came nigh enough to sec a little speck just here I made sure
‘twas you, though I was terribly afraid I should be dis-
appoiated. I wonder if 'twas my thinkin' so much about you
a3 made you come,"”

“Idon’t know,” and Marjorie glanced up for a moment,
then her eyes once more drooped, and she played with tke
pebbles and sands as before.

 Marjorie, I want to tell you somethin’ and I want yon to
be true and honest by me. I've waited a long time, Marjorie ;
bat somehow I could never come upon you by yoursel.” His
voice was soft and even tremulous in its earnestness, while all
the little roughnesses of his speech seemed to melt away in the
tender pathos of his words.

‘“ Marjorie *’ !—he still stood before her, he could not sit by
her side in the very place in which Ralph had sat evening
after evening, ¢ Marjorie, I've often thought that we've
that within us, which can tell us as plain as tongne can
speak, when anybody loves us, and somehow, I think we

generally find out who 'tis,” He paused, as though not quite
satisfied with his own eloquence., “When yon was a little
lass, Marjorie, I1loved you, and I've loved yon ever since, and

what I want to know ie, if anythin® havo ovor told you, dear,
ho'v procious you have been to mo all theso yoars.

Thero was no reply, oaly the ceaseless roaring of tho soa,
and the dull boating of the waves upon the shore,

‘I don't want g'ou to say Yes, Marjorie, leastways not if
you hav'n't found out for : oursel’ about my love, I only
want soa to be honest, and if you don’t know, you dun't luve;
for love don't need no tellin® when ‘tis the real thing, you
can't help not carin’, Marjorio™ —his vuice shook and his cyes
were actually full of teara—** only speak out.”

Again sho raised her eyes ; it was enough, ho had read his
answor, and yot ho pleaded on in the intenaity of his great
love ; but then he was so simple and his love for her sostrung,
“I've loved you o lung, dear, and Lhuped and prayed so often
that the tiwe wonld como when I shuuld hear yuu say, *Jim,
T know'd it all along' ; but then if you don't love me, why,
as I said before, you can't help it,” and he strotulicd vut uno
brown hand and tuuched her shining hair tonderly, suftiy as
a mother touches her new-born baby.

Ho suffered greatly, and Marjorie hnow it —that was why
hor lips refased to speak. Awhilo the young man gazed out
over the sea, then unce moro he turned, ** Marjonie, dv you
love the other?”

Her face, which was palo bofure, now flushed to a deep
crimson.

“ And, Marjorie, you don't believo what peoplo say *™

‘No.” She scemad pained by the questivn, and he hastened
to add, * Neithor do L" Then he stvoped suddenly and
Lissed bor forohead, after which he weat anay and left her
still sitting upon tho rock in the sad, sweet evening lights.

Summer came, and with it the dear oll purple heather.
blossoms. Marjorie smiled sadly to herself the while sho
strayed over the common. She did not go down to the shore;
she had shunned it catirely since tho memurable day alreaidy
recorded ; for sho deemed that the less Jim saw of her the
better it would be for him. But ono day, her little sister
Lucy pleaded so hard to go and gather shells upon the beacls,
that Marjorie had not the heart to refuse- be it known the
children were not allowed to go there alune, there being
treacherous places along the cuast where many a little une
had been surprised by the tide, and carried out toits deatk
by the pitiliss waters, The sea murmuared sweectly as
Marj.:ic sat Jown upon her old seat, and sumethiug like
}leasure was cveeping over her when, fouifall on the sand
caused her to s art, aud lo ! Jim Weston stood beiore her. Heo
noted how pale she grew at his approach, and something very
like a sigh escaped him ; then he plunged suddenly iuto the
task he had set himsclf to perform, by asking abruptly if she
knew aught of Ralph Belcher.

¢ XNo, nothing.” Marjorie was glad to be able tu say it,
f>r she knew not what would come next.

1 wish you did, then; to toll the plain truth I'm uneasy
about him, Marjorie. 1've dream'd alot of him of late.”

‘“You don't believe in dreams?” and Marjorie’s face
lighted up into a smile, very like to the old vues she had
worn for Ralph.

¢ No, of cvarse not, for I used to dream of you, Marjurie ;
no, I don’t believe in dreams,” and he spuke lightly to dispel
her fears as well as to set her quite at her ease.

Marjorie coloured alightly, and furawhils there wa- ilence
between them. *‘I wish, though, as 1 said before, that I
knew of his whereabouts,” Lo broke forth at last , ¢ fur then
I could warn him of what was goin’ on. They are sayin’
down there,” and he pointed away in the directiun of the
fishermen's dwellings, ‘‘that they’ll bhave the law of him
themselves, if ever he comes back, and I know ‘'em to be
desperate.”

‘¢ Tell the police,” %uoth Marjorie,

¢ No use in that. They'd only set on me for tellin'. Theyd
know 'twas me, safe enough,”

‘“Did he say aught to you of coming back 2" he continued
musiogly.

““ Yey, he said "—she stopped short, for once more cama
the remembrauce of ¢‘ clearing his name ”—¢* that, that he'd
come when he’d mide things comfortable for me; but thit
won't be for years and years, I know," and her face glowed
and kindled as she spoke.

¢ Then he'll come, neveryou fear, Marjorie; only let me
know if you hearabout it, for Will Flemming was them chip’s
mate in more waya than one ; but what was that?"

A shriek had burst out upon the stillness, and Marjurie
aprang to her feet. *‘Lucy! Lucy!” was her agonised cry ;

but Jim Weston was already making way towards his bia*.



