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CHAPTER

**Don't exposo ol Just this oncel
This was the wst and only time, 1')l swesr~—
Look at me k—tce, 1 kncel J-the only time,
1swcar, 1 ever cheated. " Browxixg,

** Tam o' tho Lin grcew dourio and douoe
And he saton a stene st the end o' bls house;

¢ What alle .auld chlol I Iie looked hagyand and thin,
*In no v rv cheery,’ quo’ Tam o’ the Lin.

# Tam' o* the Lin Isy down todie,
And hisfriends whispored eoftly and vo!ullg,
SWe'll buy 57U s0me masees 10 scour away aln |
'tnd drink at my lpke-wake,'Quo' Tam 0 tho Lin.”
~Tamno* the Lin.

It was in the last days of August that old
Dick took ill, owing to a fall he got when
standing ona cart full of wheat-sheaves,
helging to pitchfork them into the upper
barn, and stopping back a little too far, It
was a heavy fall, and injured his back badly
so that he could only lis without doing a
stroke of work that autumn.

Hcre was a chanco for Rachel Estonis to
be once more urefnl, and she immodiately
selzed it

Hitherto, the lonely sister had secmed
during tho past months of the surmm.ras
ane only balf awake from a terriblo, troubled
dream, however sweetly hor great dark eyes
smilod oo thoso around, Or again, loo)
at her pale sud worn, though still nurlsy
foeaturcs, you might fancy her a nun who,
after spending the best of herlife in solitary
seclusion and religious contempletion, had
been by some chance brought to the
world and set Gown by a happy hearth, She
seemed in & strange land, and stilly amiled
on its ways sud domestic happineas, but was
t0o old herself to learn them ; there was no
spring-time for her. She moved among them
like » statno almost, finding nothing of a
pla:c or need for her services in.that casy-
ordered household, where nono had much
work, and all only strove to sparo her;
where no onc was ailing.

When old Dick took ill, however, Rachel
got her call. She went daily to his cottage—
a thirftless, untidy plece it was, though he
had a wife, but no childrenat home. Rachel
doctored him, cooked and tidied, read to
him, even sat up thereat nighta often. And,
sbove all, she bore patiently with old Dick's
crossness and churlish nature, New energy
and her old jadependence seemed to return
with this charge to her body and mind.

For three weeks Rachel was thus busied ;
but old Dick showed small sigus of recovery,
His back might be somewhat better, but
mind he only grew more broken-down and
hopeless of Liealth: ho slept little and badly,
bcinitronblcd with ternble dreams, from
which he wonid wake up trembling and all
in a cold sweat, s> his wifo told, who was a
weak mindeq, uctpless sort of creature, a

ood soul cnough. Old Dick swore so fear.
ully ber tor uiing this that Rachel
severely reprimanded her, Thouﬁh grumb-
ling, Dick had come to adore the latterin a
frightencd, awed way a3 his good angel,
the being who alone brought comfort and
help to his dark hours,  Yet at first it had
been only by Blyth's own preseucs and firm
desire that ho could bo prevailed on to let
“the black witch’ examinehis injurics, and
Iay tho pillows more essily for his sore
bones.

£, Dick grew worse aud worse, sinkin
daily from beinz a tough and hale old fellow
into a fecble dotard, only showing vigor in
his flmhes of ill-temper; and even iese,
mourncd his wife, grow fower.

Ouve Scptember night, Rachel, who had
just lain down to slecp, was rtoused by a
mesasge thatold Dick wasdying, and wishod
to ace her at once. Hastil ressing, she
hurtied down thelane with Joy, who having,
hewrd tho news likewlse, had sprung up to
accompany her ; and Blyth, who, nat navip

athgono to bed, camo to tako cbarge o

th,

It was dark down the lane, where tho
trees, still in full leafago, though yellowing
in patches, met overhead. But they all re-
mcmbered  aftecrwards how the huater's
moon, banging overhead in the sky ina
great sllver disk—scemiog larger than any
other month—shed a soft radiance over the
apen country round. A night for sweet
thoughts and hopefulness only ; not for
1hoso of a sinful, troubled spirit, it acemed.

Nachol Estonia went aloboe quickly into
the cottage. Blsth and Joy watted outsido
for her, and whisperod at timcs, walking up
aad dowx tho 1ano together arniin-arm, as

XLviI.,

such dewonstratious of affoction in & way
old Farmer Berrington quite falled to
understand,

Although thoy began by spoaking of Dick

{and his possilly approaching end with pi"y,

somehow soon the broken talk took & more
tender turn. Blyth was saying,

‘¢ In one fortnight now, dear—Have you
finished sewing the wedding-dress?”

A woman's sharp call rang out from the
cottage. It was Ract!;::l'ti i\g'%lcc.! t;fbo door
was flung open, and the light of the cottage
interior glesmed in the lane,  Both ran to
tho threshold, where Rachel was ateadying
hersell by the door-poat, her bresst heaving,
sayiog, with strong self-cnforced outward
quiot, yot as one whose mind was almost
beaide itself,
‘‘Come in here—listen ! Dick says that
Magdal.n'is not dead ; that he helped her
to escape beyond Moortown 1"
It was true enough, They hurried in,
but the fresh witnesses to Dick's repeated
oconfestion only confirmed its evident truth.
The miserable old man declared, between
gaaps for breath, that ho could bear the
tortures of his consclence no longer, and
wouid mako a clean breast of it all 3 for his
fall, he reiterated, was a punishment, be
knew—uy he kaowi—and yet he had told
no lis cither, nor huwt the woman. But
still wuen Mistress Rachel had prayed and
read to him, he nad feltlike one of the
damned, knowing what she had suffered
with grief for her mad sister’s loss.  So, as
he bad been takean that night asif death was
coming, he wovld tell fint—ay, ay !
Blyth bide hir _ on, then, angbe quick
about it.
The day Magdalen was lost, Dick related,
ke had been sent to Moortown with the
wagon in theafternoon, Andso, whenabout
somo three milos on hiz way, hosawa
woman-creature dragging herself over the
moors tike a hunted bare. She made frantic
sigos to him to stop, but he would pay ne
heed at finst, recognizing her, and thinkin
it waa merely some silly-Sally caze; i
she kept running along the road beside him.
At luat, painly md‘{ to drop with fatigue,
she 'h".i?hm old-sha pccf bag she held
strung ovef her arm under Ler cloak, and
;m;‘ki out a gold soversign from it, which she
eld up.

This secmed so strange an acs, that Dick
cried whoa! to his horses, out of pure
curiosity, he averred. He turned over the
old picce, n.n%:;, thought it a good one.

eantime, Magdalen implored him so ur-
gently to givo her a lift in the wagon, say-
g she was g0 tired, so tired, and that
Farmer Berrington, her good friend, would
not refuss her such alittle service, that Dick
complied.

After resting a while in the wagon, get-

ting near Moortown, she 4
mioute inquiries of Dick as to the neighbor
hood and roads, and howto go to London, As

he got euspicious at this, and spoke of driv.
ing her back, Magdalen prayed and be.
sought him not to tell she had away;
adding & wild, confused tale of having been
il bythe Hawkshaws, whom ahe hatod,

g | and thatshe was merely away fors
S

short time, & very little

dull and lonely in the glen. .
If only Dick would help her, she wonld

give him five more sovercigus—ten! And

she assured him again Amfu

soon coming baok to her sister.

So hoagreed; and at ber geat drove
b~r through Moortown, she was sitting back
under the hood of the wagon, 0 as. not to
bo seen, She bade Dick go and buy hers
bonnct, and & bright little shawl ahe pinned
over her bosom ; g0 that, when she step
out of tho wagon, £ou would not bare known
her.  And shedid up her hood and old
cloak in a bundle; ‘for ahe was powerfal
;:::;ing." Then mﬁlk got her o'om!: toa u{:

at a respectable woman’s house
knew of. Lastly, he saw her iato the mail.
coach, which
throogh Mooriown. And she h;dluﬁd
in a plessed way to horself, and told Dick
she wus svlﬁ to Londoo, and porhaps to
Paris; and had taken her seat sucha
scnvible, guiet way, like s fine lady in the
way sho spoke and (emesned horself, that
Dick, groaning, declatdd it had guite reliev-
od his conacienos, belleving she hpew well
enongh Low to ke care of horself,  Alter

It was a0

aflianced lovers might ; though they shunned
Leing acen by other eyes indulg?;g in any

again sho was{ th

ped { quarrrel, he had seid hard things that now

just at that houribad reared

the Red House, befng Iate and his horses
were all of a lather—Master Blyth might
rwc?unpukingmly to him about them,

That was all he could tell. Good Lord !
he knew no more,

And, oh! (with a heart-rending groan)
lot no one ask him to give back the money ;
for it wasall ;}\ent in Jrink or tobacco, or
if not spent—Dick, fearing he was dying
writhed hetween Ahe torments of his greo&
and his conscienco——they might find some of
it hidden in a hollow of the earthen floor,
under ons of his bed-posts. But surely folk
aight leave it to bim until he died, at lcast;
for now ho had told all, and cleanved his
soul to tho best of hie power. Ah, Mistrrss
Rachel need not look at him like shat, with
thoso eyes of hers, in reproach. He was
only a miserable old man, who had .ncant
no harm. 8§ up for him, Miss Joy
dear { and let him keep the money, for he
loved it; and sak the yonng maatcr—who
was always cruel hard ugon fm—to let him
die with a roof over hishead.

This was Dick’s confesaion,

¢ But, oh, how did my mother get a)l that
money !” asked Joy, innocently, 12 wunder,
Blyth touclied ber gently, in secret aigaal
not to in%u!n more then; for Rachel aad
claped her hands to her bead at chat
question, The girl had never been told that
last dark detall of her father's fligh% from
the cottage.

CHAPTER XLIX.
A lover's pamting! It is hard and sad
enough at times, yet how much worse
when it is not the will of a remoraeless fate,
weighing equalr beavy on both, but the
deliberate wish of one “who still loves, and
isop, by the other,

¢ You shall nos go. I will not hear of it,
Joys; I will bot bearit! Or else I will
grant this much—marcy me first, and then

0 and search for your mother.”

“Oh, Blyth! dear, dear Blyth don't
wring my heart with opposing me in this.
;{olw h:ould I,s d-ugb(;er marry yg;x a‘x;d

oe y—marry and expect a blesa
from nf}’m on ourunion, itplechsd neglec

or even delayed my first duty, to find my
poor, unhappy mother !

*“But Jon, think of me. Those two
ye:ign: ;u;b out{ in Amt:;lh.. 1 wn; only
w: , ho, or you, thinking of you.
And now, whug: I come back mdgﬁnd i‘p—
piness, almost in my gresp, almost ! to aak
;:: n t%h'? it up ¢ Any man wonld think

**But X shall come back to you and the
Red Hwuuso, Blyth, if I live, Then re.
member my. promise to my mother. She
solemnly o me promise _not to leave my
Aunt Rachel till she returned / Oh, dear love,
do you think J don't feel it too?”

“Don’t cry, darling ; that is like the last
straw. What a miserable, tantalizing life it
is on earth! Yea ! you will come back, if it
lies in your power—tbat I believe. Bat

what changes and chanoes every day brings,
eepeciall separation ; mfe’;, {hn ors,
and troubles of cll kinds, perhaps coldness

and loss of section. For there ! you are
beautiful, Jqy—and you have not seer: the
world.” -
41 have not neen it. I am gotng out into
it a poor, homeless, houseless wavuderer,
Blyth ; searching for another strayed sounl.
Ang, if Xthought you oould trust me with
a8 t trust love as mine, dear to-
w yon, it woald cheer me up; for per-
_oct lovo, I bave h y out .
But if”yon doubt me, and distrust me,
@1 =

Poor Joy could not finish her sords, Some-
ing seemed to tise up and dowwis her
throat, as if her loving beart, swelled with
pain sad bitterness, was flutte there.
Blyth felt heartily ashamed of hi 8
Already, in this altercation, their first

seemed brutal to himself con: Joy's
father and mother. Her mother, even at the
9082008 when in full possession of her reason-
ing faculties, had gever shown a right and
patursl maternal devotion to her dsughter,
he said, His father, ington,
her, been a father to her for
{uu; and now tho old man was declining,
t was cruel to spoil his happiness, YWhat
;lronld?ho be without bhis beloved joy in the
0uve
{And indoed.she was'the old man's pot;
his last gleam of sunshine, 30 to wpeak; his
adopted, dear daughter.)
But tn ypfite of all thiz, the gitl's resclve
to et out with her Aunt Rachel

sdament to Blyth's anger, It hurt her
cruelly, but she would not flinch.
8o now, being ashamed of himself, fecling
that in her self-sacrifice the weman was far
braver and higher and ‘nobler than himaclf,
Blyth bowed his head and safd, huskily,

¢ Then go dnlin%.; I will not hinder ?'ou
by another word. But God knows when
you will come back to mo 1"
*Yes, God knows,” apswered the girl ho
loved, with a simple, irm trust, as she
cchoed the words, that made him feel atill
more aclf-ceproved,
Blyth and Joy were togothor in the farm
parlor during this scene. It was the morrow
after old Dick's strange confession, and the
day was now wearing to late afternoon.
n the early morning Blyth had risen and
ridden to Moortown, without waiting for
breakfask or telling his purposo, Ho wished
to make inquirics, as tho mail-cosch passed
through Moortown thet morning on its down
journey, as to whether an g could bo
discovered further as to Magdalen's flight.
When he rode back to the farm throU{;h a
steady drizzling rain from the hills, Blyth
carned the news that, so far as could yet be
known, the woman desoribed by him had
certainly gone towards Londen. In his
heart he then fclt he had done what was
right that zoming, and dererved Joy's
thanks, which were alwaysso mweetly given,
He struggled bravely against dim and evil
promptings of the worser human nature that
18 in ussll, which whispered thatthis foture
mother-in.law of his was like a {clog round
bis neck ; and that for Ler own tale as well
as his happincss and that of her daughter,
it was almost a pitz she had been saved
from the Blackabrook that =ight she ran off
to the ** cold country 1" or, howsver horrible
s fate, the poor soul might have bad as
~iceful an_end, perhaps, had ahe indeed

n sucked in liviog into the black mud of
one of those dreary morasses o which the
country folk gave the terrible name of the
‘“stables of tho moor.” Better that than to
be robbed and murdered, maybe, for her
money in London,
Blyth was of a dispoaition that grudged
no time or labor, provided a good result
came to be shown for it. But it vexed him
now to think how he had waited & week's
fine weather and the work of many men
scouring t' s country far and wide for a
woman who had got clear away—and old
Dick, x‘xg doubt, laughing in his aleove, the

"ain 1

h
this out’ﬂl as he trotted Brownberry home,

S
Blyth urged his ing mind up to a'dogged
xuyolvo %n -uﬁgm gl'ximnelf pwith liss
Rache! to London. would not fail in his
efforta to find Joy's mother now at the end.
Even their wedding might be delayed ono
week ; for if, after a fortnight's fresh search,
they conld discover no-trace of Magdalen,
well, then it would bo & uselacs job trying
further. Meanwhile, he would trust Joy to
look after his father's health—ay, better
than himself ; while the old man wonid care
his best for her, the darling.

Thus Biyth bad all settled within his
breast ; then 5ld his news and proposition
to Rachel, who was out in the rain waiting
for him down by the cottage (where Dick
waas still alive). She had divined tho young

thanked him, but said no word more;
peither to approve, Tho poor woman was
dazed in her mind by the want of sleep an!'
the multitude of new thoughts that had
whirled in her head through the night, She
had only been able to heraclf that but
oue thing wascleSt=her orcnduty. Lct Joy
sottle for hersulf; and Blyth with his heart.
Rachel musat not come between theao lovers.

Joy, moanwhile, at the farm guessed, o0,
where Blyth was gone, But she did not go
out, like her aunt, to wait in tho rain. She
bad much to do, to prepare, and direct;
for if Hannah was the hands, zho was now
the youog head of the household.

After dinner, Blyth seeing an anxious, ¢
Took, as of trousle, on Joy's face, no doubt
witbthoughts f her mother, fcars succceding
reliel, felt he xonld dono good, so had be-

4 taken himself 1o the fields. Therc wasmuch

to seo to in n, if he mwﬁoonhn
wild-gooss chasc 80 soon {bat beon called
it that very asecretly ; even within hisown
heart itseemed Laso towards Joyy. By
evening he camo in, woll soaked with the
ceascless rain. Not that he carcd forawet
jacket. The true damper he felt was whea
Joy called him aside into the patlor, where
10 ono would interrupt them, and told his,
with many most loving, humble thanks for

ately | his offer, that yet sho must go herselfy

the cosck: was gomey be bad $o hurry back tol in

vl of thls por waader o

not he!
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