TRUTH.

—

THE LIGHT OF COLD-HOME FORD.

OHAPTER LVIIL—(coxTINUXD.)

Magdalen smiled at her with her old
winning smile and said,

¢ \We wero not as much to cach other in
life as wo should have been, dosr child, It
was my faalt—but it is alt tnade right now!
Go back to Rackcl—sho needs you t”

‘Thefeupon, it scemed to Joy that sho
kuoow no mere uatil sho awokein the glad
moraing with tho aun shiniug and tho birds
singing. So, thersfore, she could not really
havo wakoned to havo alopt again eo
immediately, as Biyth pointad out.

Nevertheiess, argao it as he might, Joy,
thoagh dutitully agreeingin his cvery word,
foit still us uncasy all the same. It was so
true that at any tnoment Rachel might want
her ; would allow no other help (if oven her 1)
woro Magdalen sufferiog in one of her sad
periodicat attacks ! Aod Blyth, whils prov.
ing to her that such imaginary vislons
woro only the offeot of a ray of moonshine
seon between waking and sleeping, or some
such other fanciful cause, nevertbelass was
8> willing to relicve her anxiety that they
prepared to start oa thelr retumn journey at
onco. .

Sy, two days later, the young husband
and wifo arrived at mid.day at the Red
Hozs2. Taerc, in sp..6 of their arrival bo-
iag uoexpected a most hearty home.coming
welcome greeted them. Tho old farmer and
Hanoah, the men ou theplace, th: dogs and
horses, nay, the very fowlsand beesand
flowers seemed all to rejoice. It was a
spontaneous outburat of gladness, and a
caeerful, willing, running hither and thither
to get all to rights for the young master and
mistress, surcly a hundred fold better than
any more elaborats proparations of hon-..

**And is ull well up at the cottage ¥’ Joy
asked £t once, striving to conceal her
anxiety.

“All i3 weil!l could not be better,”
re-replivd Hannah, cheerfully. ¢ [ was
up wnere four daysjago, with a basket,
and my own doar lady, your mother, dearie,
camo and kissed me.  Which was wonder-
ful for her—~but she was tired.like, and soft-
hearted, the creatare !

So all was right.

** We will go up there this evening,” said
Blyth, cheensly.

CHAPTER LIX,

¢ My h-arth is ~roniog csuld,
And will by caulder still,
And sair, sair {a the fauld
W 1] bo the winterschill
The peatswere yettoca,*
Our sheepthey were to smear
When oy &° pasted awa,’
Iuths 12’ 0" the year.

¢ Bekind, O Heaven abune,
To ane sae wac and lane,
Arnd tak’ her hamewards sune,
Inpity o' her maen,
Ladgere the the March winds Llaw,
Ay she, far, far f7a0 here,
Aiet thema’ that'sana,’
§i:° the fa’ o’ the year,”
~The Wudow's Lament,

And so the pair, the young man and
wotnan, camo that overing by the upper
poth over the hills (bezause Blyth had aome
nsw sheep there) to where they could look
from the high ground of the moor down on
the great rock, almost directly below them,
at the glen's moath, and the little cottage
ahelteniog under it.

“There is no smaoke from the chimney;
set it ought to be their time for supper,”
said Joy, with troubed solicitudein her
voice, as she looked down at Cold-homo—
fit same, truly, always, for tho small moor-
stone dwelling.

* Your mother will not willingly avo me,
20 I had botter wait at tke Logan-atono till
vhatever time you like to come, said Blyth,
with tho stoadfast cheerfulness that made
all the time or troubls he gavo scem a3
thiogs of nought, Andyet, io his mind’s
core, he hoped sho would rot bo very long ;
and likowiso reflected that, though a man
may be paticat, yct ho must smoko,

So Blyth was weading his way towards
thoriver, when, just as he had filled his
pipe, something causod him tostand, The
ahe-goat belongiog to tho cottage wasspring.
ing wildly, and rattling her chain, fastened
to a troe, as if half maddencd, as ho ap-
proached her.

Then he noticed sho had not boen milked
Iatily, aud that all the grase round her
tether waanibbled close and trampled.

Biyth was very fond of animals; sohe
made haste to release the poor besst, when

» low call from the cottage reached hix ear.
He koew it was Joy ; and, hastening to her
suminons, found her atanding, looking pale
and frightened, before the cotiage.

*Oh, Blyth, tho A-or is locked," sho said,
as hocame up. *What docs {t mean? They
aro always at home at this hour ; but I can
moke no onoe hear mo."

*They are up tho glen, or down by tho
river, dear. They can't bo far off.”

*“They aro not up the glen.,” Joy was
half beside herself nuw with growing fears.
** Look, the red curtaln is drawn scross tho
windw, as {t only is at night, Andsce
there ! a spider has apun its thread over the
door})oat. Oh, they cannot have gone away
and left us again .

¢¢ Como round to the bed.chamber window
and call,” cried Blyth, excited at the sight
of that apider’s thread.” ¢“ If they are there,
your mother ought to know your veice,
W!lﬁt’l,ler ahe is ill or not. Miss Rachel
will.

A white blind was drawn closely down
over tho little window at the other end of

tbo cottage.  Nothing could bs seen ; all
was mute as the grave from inside thoae
moor-stone walls, Joy, nevertheless, raised

her fresh young voice in a thrilling call.

‘“Mother ! mother! Aunt Rachel! It
is 1, Joy, your own child. Hear me; an-
‘swer me.”’

Then came from inside a low, faint sound.
It was human breath," a veice ; but its
utterance only reached the outaide of tus
walls no louder than a sigh. th the
listeners looked eagorly at each other; bent
their ears sgain—nothing more,

Blyth waited no longer, but ran round to
the door, and, snatching up a large stone,

ave two or three violent bll’own agsinst the
ock, and then, using all the strength of his
own broad-shounldered body, burst into the
cottage, The first object he stumbled over
in the half-gloom wasa basket of provisions;
the sclf-same lannah bad last brought
But he could not stop to look about, for Joy
had darted before him)into the inner
room, while he more softly followed.

What a sight met their syes 1

Tho weatering sun striking foll on the
little window, and passing through the
whito bling, illumined the scene with a pure,
yet ghostly light.

On the low truckle-bed lay Magdalen,
her hands folded on her breast. Or wasit
really she, =0 atill, so pallid, so small? She
was a corpse.  And at keralde sat a silent,
dark mourncr on tho gronnd, bending over
her sister with her own head lcaned against
the wall ; speechless, motionless as her
dead, with living cyes that saw nothing and
ears that secmed not to hear the footateps
that cutercd. So Rachel Estonia, sat like a
statue, and, ax the moments went by, never
atirred or aighed or took her gazo (if indecd
ahc saw) off Magdalen’s face.

Joy's first outery and impulee of anguish
and pitying love frozen by that awful atill-
neas, she caught Blyth's arm, and, clinging
to him, they gazed together in moments of
ailcnco that seemed almoat hours.,

Magdalen was all laid out in gpotless
white, with not a wrinkle either on the
fresh sheets on which abe lay, and that were
folded so delicutely corpse-wize on her faint-
ly outlined form. Plaioly Rachel Estenia's
atrength had not feiled her il the last need.
fal services had been dono for the aister sho
loved 30 truly inlife.  Then sho must have
sunken down here, and so atayed—how
long? Nonceverknew) But Magdalenthad
been dcad, perhaps, threo daya and nighta.

Joy knelt by tho living, whom, after all—
yes inded—ahe had loved the best ! folded
her in her arms, caressod her, wept over
her, hymtg her own warm, tear-wet cheek
againat that dear one. Yot Rachel still
socmed in a tranco. Though Joy's voico in
that first call had power to bring back her
spirit from where it acemed to have wander-

out from her body, atriving valaly to
follow ber boloved dead in thought while
yet bound to flesh, now she had rela
into unconaciousness of all carthly objects
around her. )

At laat Blyth ok ber up bodily in his
arme, and gently carried ber into the other
rocm, There, whilo he hurried for help to
the Red House Farm, Joy watched and
tended her with' all  the love and
poignant grief of hor warm 3oun§ heart,

i keenest

In intorvening moments her better sense
told her this weird call hadnot come through
any neglect of her own. And 1t comforted
her not & little to thiok,in the vision she
had seen, her mothor had worn no acousing
look, but, on the coutrary, had scemed to
bleas her.

Blyth camo back in utmost haato from the
farin, and old Hannah with him; but the
twilight was already falliog, and to Joy it
scomned hours that sho had sat there alone
with Rachel and hker dead mothor. They
brought restoratives ; and, after a whilo,
twith wmuch pains, had the eatisfaction of
sccing Rachel’t. dark eyes light up in a
gleam of conscisusncas and love as they rost-
¢d on Joy, while her lips moved.

Dear ! my beart's child ! she uttered
in broken murmurs, *my task on earth is
finishod now ; lam goiog to rest | Where
is your Blyth ??

They Dbrought Blyth to ber, who had
been eitting in  the porch jn tho out.
sido sumnmer darkness, yguarding the little
house, whilo tho river could be heard flow-
ing by, and the stars shono soft in the cloar
aky, Rachel looked so still, with & wonder-
fur sweotneas on her face and holy calm
lighting her steadfast eyes, whils her low
voico scemed to corae from far, far away,
that Blythalmost feit as if herspirit already
belonged to another world.  She looked at
him and faintly seid,

“ You will be yood to Joy ?”

'As God is wy witneas, I will try to
make herhappy while my life lasts,” sald
the young man, sole .

A'mnile of incffable satisfaction came on
Rachel Estonia’s face, as she sank back
with her head on Joy's breast,

She did not speak again oollectedly ;
though ber lips sometimes moved, and,
bending down, they coulu catch broken,
loving expressions, as her memory atrayed
to each of the fow persons who had been tho
little world of this noblo soul; words
treasured by them aftorwards as blessings.
She never mentioned Magdalen, never Gas.
pard, though once Hannah heard her say.
‘;‘ Poor Petor,” and understand her ; uo one
elsa.

The night wore on ; the atill amall honrs
came, when the earth is coldest and the tido
of humaa vitality Jowest. Then—al’ ;hree
thought iier half sleoping—they aroused to
be aware that they no longer heard her
murmur, saw her movo. Bending their
cars, fecling her pulse, no breath, no beat
of vitality answered their awestruck, fearful
expectancy. So, sweetly and calmly Rachel
Estonia rad gone on her unknown journey,
while the night sky was clear, the atars
shining, the air so atill. Surely, of the
nany who died ttat night on the million.

opled world, mo spirit passed more

appily from its bodily covoring, its pour
tenement of clay, than did hers.  Surely she
waz a tru~ sister |

Wheére the tho little lono church
stands hidden between <ood and hills,
in ita wild and eolitary nook;
thero, whera its acre of graveyard toucl~s
the moor's cdge, riso threco low waves of
turf, Thoy area little apart from the rest
oft tho sleeping congregation ; as in life,
soin death, But tho yellow broom

bends its batterfly blossoms over the fence,
and tho heather and gorse smcll swcctest
here. One of these threo lics by itsclf, a
amell wooden cross at its head bearing only
these two letters, G. S.,” half effaced by
timo. DBut a red rosebush, like these down
at the Red House, scsttering its crimaen
petals to every breezo scems to think itself
;}e‘f better living remembrance of tho dead
ow.

Sido by side, at the foot of thia grave,
aleep tho two sisters, who in death were not
divided ; two moor-stonc slabs beaxing their
pames—Rachd ! Magdalen ! No more, Ex-
ocpt, indeed, that a whito rosebush is plant-
ed by cach, and these blow, however shyly
in the strong opland air, yet sweetly, in
sammer weather.

Joy Berripgton planted the roses ; her
loviog hands, and, after-years, those of
tho fair-haired,and some dafk-eyed, children
she thus piocusly taught, tended these threo
graves with loving care.  Nevertheloss, the
moor-folk atill looked that way askance and
wonder ; and will tell atrango legends of the
wisht sisters, and of a ghoatly lightatill
scen cn wild dark nights at Cold-homo
ford, though tho cottagoe bas long fallen in
ruin, A light that did good whilo the
siaters lived conld not prove themsolves evil,
somo fow fair-judging minds 'stoutly declar-

cd at times ; the reat said, “ Ay, but it was

rising often to.self-accusin, 0f
remogno. But she vmgo%?nogll.

plainly only a deed of repentance for some

formor-great sin iu their lives.” ILet thom
say what they will ; little does it matter to
those who knew the true story and brave
lpirltl; of Rachel Estonis, Little wonld she
caro

Blyth Borrlogton and Joy, his fathful
wifo, rich fn all that wise men bave agreed
to consider the chiefest good thingson
carth, live blculnfz and blessed. If some
ovor ask who was Miss Misatress Berrington,
it is always confidently asserted that she
was o far-away cousin, end a well.dowered
one, of her good husband,  Young Stocnie
Hawkshaw, in & drunken fit long ago befure
her marriage, had been known to hintat
somo wild taleto the contrary, But he was
dead and his old father too. And so the
story, whatevor {t was, died out,

Bat in all the country, far or near, there
was no more happy homeatead than that of
the Red House,

THE END,

—

THE DANDELION.

—

BY 8. I, KELLER.

Thero are few of all the flowers that
nature spreads wild and free, ovar copse
and moor, snd crumbling wall, that attract
leas favor than tho dandelion ; yet examino
well the gay and cheerful looking flower
and you will decide, that were it as rare as
it is abundant,anexotic, nurturedin tho hot
houss ;iustead of & weed flung at random
over thy uncultivated wasto of our native
Jand, it would be as highly esteemed asit
i3 now neglected and dpspised. Yet it is the
favorite of tho youthful forist—shining
gaudily among his variegated nosegay of
bright wild flowers ; and when it has thrown
off its gay lion-dentcd leaves, and with its
curiously winged soed veasels it becomesa
globe of down, then comes its hours of
favor with tife school-boy, as in spovtive
idleness he blows upon its clustered bead
and scatters the fruitful seeds to the winds
—as the post saye—

4 The dandellon with globe of down
The scheol-boye’ cleck in every town,

W hich the truant pulls amain,
To conjure back loet hours agaln.*

The dandelion is po dainty flower, The
barren2st moor or atony waste land fur.
nishes nourishment enough for all jts wants,
Sometimes its golden cluaters climb to the
thatch of the poor man’s humble cot, and
many a rich tuft of its gay flowers may
bo seen springing among the lichens and
moss of some crumbling castle, or long-
ruined abbey, smiling unhceded amidst all
the desolation.

Wo have always been inclined to regard
this little flower with peculiar affection. It
{s not as beautiful as rany a cherished
favorite, yetit associates with the lonely
and despised ; nurtured in poverty on the
barren wasbe, it dispenses its favors toall
freely who will receive them, and witha
crown of glory, only derniied Hacause of ita
lavish distribution, it adeons ths stately
ruins and humble cot. It is tho friend of
fallen greatness, and the companion of the
poor. And had I space now I could write
a volume of all tho charmsa it has discloacd
tous; of the virtues of this deapised wild
fower which has choscn its lot among tho
lowly and forgotten,

———— =t O R P ——

Two heads are better thar ons—if itis
lettuce.

Whom the gods would destroy they first
make drunk,

The ex-Khedive of Egypt while in the
beight of his power was visited by the ox-
Empross Eogenie. Ho showed her all the
sights, but there was ono sight sho wanted
to sce, namoly, an Arab marrisge, *You
shall seo it, madam,” ho said, and forthwith
dirccted ono of the Iadies of hisharem to bo
brought out, and to be prosented to his
aide-de-camp. The unfortunate officer, who
was as much au Englishman asan Egyptian,
aud whoso droam had bocn to marry a
European, had no escape. The nuptial
ceromony was performed within two days,
and s large dowry went with it,
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