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Choice Literature,
BY A WAY SHE KNEW NOT.
The St of Allis n gain,
BY MARGARLET M. ROBERTSON.
CHAPIER N.—( Continued.)

“1 was but a lad,” he saud to himself. * I didna ken what
he was till I lost him.”

“You are growmy like him, Joln,” said bis mother softly,

“Am I, mother? 1 doubt it isonly your loving een that
can see it.”

“ Are ye troubled, John? ™ were the words that rose to the
mother’s hps, but they were not spoken. * Ye're needing your
tea, John,” said she instead.

John laughed.  “I'm needing something, and I'Nl be glad
of my tea in the meantime.  No, you are not to rise.  You are
to sit still in your chair and tell me what to do.”

Not that hie needed teling,  The skill, and the will, and
the gentleness natural to & loving daughter had come to this
mother's son thiough long and loving service.  So the httle
table was brought forward, on which all thuiags were already
arranged. The tea was “masker,” and the tea-pot covered
with the “ cosie,” and during the three minutes necessary and
sufficient for its proper infusion, John went to his room, and
the mother’s face grew grave while she waited.

“He's no' at peace with humsell,  But he'll tell ma if he's
needing my help.  God bless him and keep him this day—
and forever and aye”

Then John came in and they aed thewr tea, and spoke
about other things, about the visit she had had in the after-
noon from little Marjorie, whom Allison Bain had carried in
her arms to see her, as she often did, and of how the child
was growing stronger every day.  And then they agreed to-
gether that htile Annie Thom, who hd been conung tn to help
Mrs. Beaton all these years, should come now to stay always,
because it would be better in many ways for both mistress and
maid. They spoke of other things besides ; but it must be
acknowledged that Joha said little, and was not so ready witk
assent or response as he was wont to be when his mother had
anything to say to him.

After a time they fell into sileace for alittle, and then John
said *

“1 have something to tell you, mother,”

“Is it good news, John ?” said his mother with a little
flutter at her heart.

‘“Part of it is good, surely. As for the rest—that may be
good or bad, as you shall take it.”

“ I'm waiting, John.”

For John’s head had drooped on his hand, and he sat
thinking.

“And you're 2 wee anxious? But there is no occasion,
mother dear. [have good news. [ meant to tell you e
night I came home. [ could hardly wait ull [ got home to tell
you. I dinnaken how I put 1t ofi,” added John hurriedly.
“ Mother, did you ever hear my father speak of a good turn
he once did to one David- Canmingham, a long time ago it
must have been ?#

“No. He wasna one who was in the way of telhng o
the good turns he did, as ye ken. But I nund the name of
Cunningham.”

“This must have been before your diy. Maybe a good
while before it.”  And John went on to tell the story of his
father’s umely help to a foohish lad, and of the debt which the
man wished to pay, according to his friend’s desire, to those
who came after him. And when he had told all he knew
about 1t, and how the money which s tather had given had
been increasing through all these years il 1t had become a
sum so large that the interest alone would keep his mother
in comfort for the rest of her life, his mother only said
softly :

“Y\Vcll, Tohn 2 ” as though something which he had had to
say was still to be told.

“\Well, mother, 1 think it is your turn now.
grand of my father?”

It was like bim.  And 15 this David Cuanmgham able to
spare all that money? It would be an il thing to harm or
harass him after so long a time.”

“1 caunot say whether he be nch or poor; but I am cer-
tain that nothing will higder him from paying his debt. He
told me that the sight of my face had given him more plea-
sare than anything he had seen 1w Sootland yetr,' said John,
laughing. ‘[ would have brought him out to sec you, if the
doctor would have let hun come. ile s but a frail man, and
must go to the south again tul summer s farly here.  He sawd
little about himeelf, but I know he 1s a2 married man.”

*And he would be sorry to hear of your father’s lossas at
the last.”

“Ay, that he was he, and angry at the ill done him. 1If
he had but known, he smd, he covld have helped to tide him
over the worst of his troubles, and 1t might have prolonged his
life.”

“ It was Gad's will, and we must submit,” said Mrs. Bea-
ton softly.

“Yes, it was Gods will”  Then John rose and set
the table back into 1y place, and suirred the fire and sat down
again.

“ Well, Tehn 27 said hrs mother in a hitle.

“Well, mother! You are a rich woman again, in a small
way.”

)“l have aye been a rich woman. If 1 had been asked
would 1 have more, T would have saud T am content. I am
glad of this for youar suke, John, f you are glad. But I think
the message from your father, as 1t scems, 1s more to me than
the money.”

“*Yes, mother, aad te me as well”

“You hiad samething to tel! me, Jobln,” said his mother, in
a lile.

“1 thought I had when I came home. Now I am not
sure. There is something that we muay speak abaut together,
and you will help me to make up my mind onc way or the
other”

Mrs. Beaton listened in silence as John went on to tell her
what he had neen doinge and thinking for a while.  He had
nat been idle since the bthling sea-on ended.  He had been
in the employment of anc of the hutlders of thetown.,  He had
been able to make himself uscful to lim—hrst by going over
and putting to nghts the banks of the business, which had
fallen into canfusion, and aftrrward at mare congemal work,
where his knowledize of drawing, to which lie had given much
time when be was @ bay, was hraught into account with a suc-
cess which had surpriscd himsclf.  And now his cmployer had
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offered him a permanent place, with'an opportunity to acquire
the kind of knowledge of his work which would come but
slowly to him while he.worked only with his hands.

He owned that he liked Mr, Swinton, and that they got on
well together, Yes, the prospect of success seemed reason-
ably certain if he were to give himself wholly to the work.
And then he came to a pause,

“ Yes, Itlookslike that,” said his mother. She missed
the eager hopefulness with which ber son was wont to bring
forward any new plan or prospect of lus, and she thought 1t
wiser to let him go on of his own accord to say his say than
to question him.

" l)o&'ou think well of it, mother 2 But there 1s one thing
to be said which will please neither you norme. I doubt in
such a case we will need to say farewell to Nethermuir, and
take up house in the town.”

“ Ay, we should both be sorry for that, but it could be done.
You have more to say yet, John? *

*1 thought I mght have more to say, but since you
are content with things as they are, 1t nught be as well to say
nothing.”

“Tell me what is in your mind, John. You ncedna doubt
but Il take it reasonably whatever it may be.”

John laughed.

I have no fears for you, mother.
own discontents that I fear.”

“ Tell your mother, laddie.”

Then he went on with his story. How he had taken to
college work in earnest with Sandy Begg, how he had enjoyed
it and been successful with it, and how the taought had come
into his mind that after all he might go on again and redeem
s character by domg now what he had failed 10 do when the
way was made easy to him.

1 think my father would be pleased, mother, if he could
ken. When I think of him I canna forget that I gave lum a
sore heart at the time when his troubles were coming thick
upon him. I would like to do as he wished me to do, now
that the way seems open.”

“Js the way open?” asked his mother gravely. *“If you
take that way, all that you have been doing and learning for
the last years will be an utter loss, I have aye liked to think
gf y(;{z:l as following in your father’s steps to overtake success as

e did.

I am not the man my father was, as no one should ken
better than my mother.”

** But 1f you were to fall in with this man’s offer, you could
take the road your father took with fewer steps and less labour,
and I might see you a prosperous man yet before I die. And
all the good your father did, whether openly or in secret,
would begin again in his son's lite, and some of it, at least,
yogr Tother might sece. [ canna but long for the like of that,

ohn,

“1 would try to do my best, mother.
fall far short of what my father did.”

“Ohn, fie! John, laddie! What ails ye at yoursclf the
nicht, man? Do I no’ ken my ain son by this time, think ye ?
Ay, do I. Better, maybe, than he kens himsel’.”

“ There can be no small doubt of that, mother.  Only your
kind eyes see fewer faults and failing than he kens of himself.
And, mother, I am afraid the man who had my father for his
good friend has done me an il turn. He has, in a measure,
taken away the motive for my work, and so I can have httle
pleasure in it.”

“ But, John, you will have you. amn hfe to hve and your
ain work to do when your mother is dead and gone. I have
been pleased and proud to have my son fur breadwinner, and
ken that he was pleased and proud for the same reason. Bat
for all that, I am glad that you are set free to think of your
am hfe. Youare wearing on, lad, and it would be a great glad-
ness for me to see you in your ain house with wife and
bairns about you before I die. Ye can let yourself think of it
now, since I am off your hands.”

“May ye live to see all you wish, mother. 1t winna be
t:is ,zvhllc, though. There's ume enough for the like of
that.

“ Well, that's true. There’s no’ to say much time lost at
four-and-twenty. But I am growing an old woman and frail,
and I mayna have so very many years before me. And ye
needna put marnage off till muddle hfe as your father did.
Though he aye saxd had we met sooner 1t might have been
difierent even with him.  And 1t would be a wonderful thing
for me to see my son’s wife and bairns before I die,” repeated
she softly.

John rose and moved about the room. He had to do it
with caution, for there was no space for more than two or
three of his long, impatient strides between the four walls.
His impulse was to rush out to the darkeming lancs or even
to the more distant hills, that he mught have it out with him-
sclf there.

For his mother’s words had moved him and a pair of wist-
ful, brown cyes were looking at him from the dying embers
and from the darkness without. He was saying to himself
that the way lay straight before him if he chose to take 1t—
the way to moderate success in life, a competence before his
youth was past, and, as his mother had sad, a wifcanda
happy home.

And would alt this content him? Who could say? No
thought of these things had troubled him, or even come a0
his mind ull now. And no such thoughts wouid have come
now, he told himself, if it had not been for his mother'’s words
and a par of bonny een.  Should he let himself be influenced
by a dream—2a mere fancy?

It would pass away, this folly. It must pass away. Would

it be wise to let circumstances guide him to take the course
which seemed for a time to be the casiest, the mast direct to
insure 2 measure of success? Should he be wise in putting
out of his thoughts the hopes and plans which had been occu-
pyiag him lately ? No, he was it for higher work than cut-
ting stoncs or building or planning houses. He could not go
back to such work now. Ewven his mnther’s desire must be
put aside when the work of his hife was in question.
“ And yet '—and yet his mother’s simple wisdom had never
failed him since the day they had gone forth together from
what had been the happicst of homes. She might be right,
and he might be putting atway the substance to please him-
self by chasing a shadow. So he said to himself, as she
waited quietly with folded hands. He was anxious, uncer-
tain, bewildered, as unhike hunself, or as unlike his own idca of
himself, as could well be.  He was amazed and angry at his
foolishness, and cager only to get away from his mother's
cycs.
e I promused o go to the manse a while to-night, mother,”
said he with as hand upon the door. :

*Yes, and quite right. The minister has clear vision

It is for myself and my

But my best would
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and good sense, and will give you none but good advice.
But bide a wee. You have told your mother-nothing yet,

Sit down and let me hear what you are thinking to do. -

Since we have begun, it will be wise to go through to the
end. So that you truly ken your ain mind, 1 shall be
content.”

John was far from knowing his own mind. That was what
ailed him. And he had been so sure of himself before he came
home. And so sure also that he could persuade his mother
to see as he did about that wiich he desired to bring to pass |
He did not feel that he could do justice to himself or his plans
and prospects at thic moment.

He sat down, however, and went over the matter from the
beginning. He said something also about his hopes and plans
for the future. He by no means meant to give up his work at
present, He meant to work in the summer as he had hither-
to done, and go on with his reading in the winter, If he and
Mr. Swinton were to come to anagreement, it would be all the
easter for him. He had no fear but that he could get on with
both work and reading till he had got through with the college
at least,

“ Bat, O John ! it will be a lang look to the end! I can
hardly hope to see it, though that would matter little if it were
the best thing for you. But what is 1o come alter ?” asked his
mother with a sigh.

John could not tell her that. But there was nothing more
certain than that when he should be “thoroughly furnished,”
the right work would be found—the very highest work—and a
kind of life which would suit him, though he might not grow
rich in it.

“ John,? said his mother gravely, I hardly think all that
would help you to live a better life than your father lived.
It is not the fend of work that matters : it is the way it is
done. VYour father did his duty in the sight of God and
man, and went far beyond what folk whiles call duty, never
letting his left hand ken what his right hand was doing.
And I have aye hoped that ye might follow in his steps. It
is likc”a slight on your father, John, when ye speak of higher
work.

*“Mother | you cannot really think that of me! And,
mother, you must mind that my father meant me to do as I
wished to do. [t is only to begin a little later than he hoped.
f}nd t,here is no fear but 1 shall see my work when I am ready
or it.”

“ And yet there is many a man in Scotland with a store o’
book learning who has done httle work, or only ill work, for
God and mza. Aad even with a good-will the opportunity
doesna aye come.”

“ \Well, never mind, mother. There is no pressing need
to decide now, at least till summer is over. We will wait
to see what may happen.” He did not speak cheerlully,
however,

“John,” said his mother earnestly, “are ye sure that your
heart is set on this? What has come to you? Hasg anything
happened to unset:le you, lad? Tell your mother, John.”

John laughed as he rose and then stooped down and kissed

her.
“ Nothing has happened. [t is quite possible that you are
right and that [ am wrong. We will just wait and see and
decide the matter later. Even if we hope to leave Nether-
muir, it need not be till summaris over. 1 am sorry that [
have troubled you with this now. You will vex yourself think-
ing about it all.”

“'Deed I'll do nothing of the kind. I'll just leave it all in
better hands than either yours or mine. And as to your
troubling me—— Who has a lad a right to trouble if it be
not his ain mother? And when @’ is said, our way is laid out
before us by Him who kens a’ and cares for 2. Why should
1 trouble mysolf taking thought to-day for the things o to-
morrow ? Go your way to the manse, John, and I'll bide still
and think about it all.”

But the visit to the manse was not so satisfactory as
usual. There were other people there, and though John had
a few mumates alone with Mr. Hume in the study, there
was no ume to enter fully into the matter which he had at
heart, and on which, he sincerely believed, he wished for
the nunister’s opinion and counsel, and so he said nothing
about it.

Robin went down stairs with him, and while he was
making ready the lantern to light the way to an outhouse,
where Davie had a puppy which his friend must see, John
stood waiting by the kitchen door. In her accustomed cor-
ner sat Allison, spinning in the light of the lamp which
hung high above her head. She raised her eyes and smiled
when John came in, but she gave nn answer to his greet-
ing, and went on with her spinning, apparently quite uncon-
scicus of his presence. As for him, he found nothing to say
to her, though the lighting of the lintera scemed to take 2
good while. To himself he was saying :

“I am glad I came. Of course I knew it was but a fancy
and utterly foolish, and that it would pass away. Batitis well
to know it. Yes, I'm ylad 1 came in.”

Could this be the statcly maiden he had seen smiling in
the sunshine on the hill, with wec Marjoric 1n her arms?
There she sat in the shadow, wijth the accustomed gloom
on her face, wearing the disguise of the hig mutch with the
set up borders, tied with tape under the chin. An apron,
checked in blue and white, held with its strings the striped,
short gown close over the scanty petticoat of blue. John won-
dered whether her thoughts cever wandered away from
the thread she was drawing from the head of flax so silently.

“A deccent, dull servant lass, strong and wholesome,
invaluable doubtless in her place, but just like any other
lass of her kind.” That is what he said, and then he
added :

“She has bonny een” Ay, wonderful soft cen, with a
world of sorrow and swectness in them ; and he waned with
impatience till she should lift them to mect his again. But
she did not. And though he let the lads pass out before
him, and turned at the door to look back, there she sat, busy
with_her thread and her own thoughts, with never a thought
of him.

“ A good lass,” hc repeated as he followed the lads;
but he could not ignore the scase of discomfiture that was on
him, as he went dowa the lanc with Robin at bt side. He
had enough tosay to Robin. He had something to tell him
about his winter's work, and without meaning to do so, he
gave him “an inkling,” as Robin called it to his mother, ofthe
plans he had been making, and of the new course which was
opening before him.

But John said no more to his mother. It was late when he
came home that night, and there was no time for many words
in the moming, for he had a long journey before him.

(To ¢ continued.) -
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