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Ned fancied that she knew why Edna
epjoyed 1t very much; Alan Carnew’s
rather marked attentions o her were no
donbt the source of the epjoyment, and
her own heart soflered again one of its
little pangs that made her almost despise
hers-lf.

Of puch tenor were Miss Fdgar's artless
communications, and a8 Nad listenad to
her, and looked at the bewitching play of
features that were well-nigh perfect in
their beauty, she did not wonder that
Carnew seemed to be caught in the toils.
Then Eiua was evidently no flirt, for,
thouzh every gentleman in the honse
looked and wncted as if he would have

iven his deareet possession for a smile
rom her lips, or a favor from her hand,
and poor Brekbellew was like a faithfal
ear in his attentions, she treated all with
the same eminently proper lady-like
courtesy, but nothing more, On occa-
gions even when remarks were made in-
tended to evoke laaghier at Brekbellew's
ladicrous devotedness. 8Le, instead of
taking part in the mirth, dropped in her
gracelul way some very preily pitying
expression Lhat won, 88 she felt it would
do, Alan Carnew’s approviug and admir-
m( look

Vith that tact and shrewdness that
had showed themselves in her very
earliest years, she had read Carnew’s
character, and all her amiability to Ned,
and all her avoidance of I rtation, and all
her grelnctance to make gport ol poor,
sheepish, but wealihy Brekbellew, arose
from the fact that she knew such a course
of acting would please Alan Carnew.
With her overweening, though well con-
cealed vanity, she yearned to have at her
feet this handsome scholarly gentleman,
even though a secret te that she dared
not ackunowledge, and could not repudiate,
must prevent upon her part any recipro-
cation of his tender feelings.

There was one person in the house
from whom she unaccountably shrank—
Maanar Ordotte,  Wnetber it was that his
shrivelled, tawny face, rendered so by his
long scjourn under & fierce Indian sun,
repelled her, or the way that he had of
looking through her with his little keen
black eyes, a8 if he doubted every word
she said, or was inwardly sneering at her
gracious manuer, made her feel very un-
comfortable, certain it was that she
avoided him whenever she counld.

And our poor Nedl how was she dis-
cipling this unbidden and unwished for
regard on her part for Alan Carnew? A
regard now eo strong that ghe thrilled at
the sound of his voice and flushed be
neatn the glance of his eye; but she was
certain that he loved Iina, and knowing
that, 1t becams her daty to restrain her-
gell by all the stern measures in her
power. Soshe resolved to avoid meeting
his eyes, and when he spoke, and wasnot
addressing her, to fix her attention de-
terminedly upon something else; a reso-
lation that was not 8o difficult regarding
her lookivg at him, but which was ex-
tremely difficalt in the part that referred
to his speech. His voice 80 deep and
firm, and 8o harmoniously changing its
tones to snit his topics, thrilled her
through and through, and, a8 it were, de-
gpite every eflurt chained her attention
to it

After a little, Carnew observed how
Ned's eyes steadily refused to meet his
own; and amused and interested, as well
a8 wondering what could be the cauee, he
as steadily ondeavored to make them
turn upon him, Bat they flashed
over him, below him, beside him,
everywhere save directly st him, sand
while Kdna's eyes at every opportunity
were looking into his with most bewitch-
ing earnestuess, Ned’'s were either cast
modestly down or fixed at some point be-
yond him. He became pigned at Jast, no
andersisnding soillcient oi e feminine
heart to know that this extraordinary
manner was really a delicate compliment
to his power, and he refrained from notic.
ing her save when it becamne absolutely
NECeBRATY.

Ned felt the change most keenly, but
she had too much womanhood to yield to
her feelings. Sne went bravely about her
duties, thinking that Alan would marry
15 ina as soon as Mr. I 1gar returned, and
then her attachment, which cost her so
much pain now, having i object re-
moved—ifor certainly Mr. Carnew and his
bride would not continne (o live at
Rahandabed—wounld epsedily die. Sach
was the fature pictured by oar heroine
for Alan Carnew, while he at the same
time held a struggle with himseli to
maintain toward her the cold demeanor
he had assumed. Her very reserve but
increased his regard, and he found him-
gelf frequently wor dering whether that
Mr Dation was really her lover; and yet

every (ime he 50 W oundered he called him-
gelf a fool for thinking in the least about
anvthing partaining to her

November had coms again,and Rahand-

abed, with ite color-changing and falling
leaves, 118 greal trees swaylng with hall-
hare brauches in the sighing winds, and
it fow last and fast- fading blossoms had &
melancholy beanty particularly pleasing
to Ned. snted in taking long,
solitary walks, whenever Mrs. Doloran
choge Lo spare Ler, sometimes extending
her excargions to romantic spots beyond
Rabandabed. Une of these was an old,
destered, and half-rnined mill, beneath
which & clear stream atill wended its
way, and within w hich some lover of the
picturegque had placad a rosiic seat. A
bridge, partly new from recent repairs,
led to the mill from one side, though to &

imber the mill was easily accessible
from the opposite side. The country
bove sometimes climbed from that side
in through the old, ruined windows, and
played their games on the mouldy thor.

Soe de

I'ho rustic ceat in the mill was a favorite
haunt of Ned's the whole place was 8o de-
gerted every time ghe had goue there that
ghe felt quite sure of the geclugion she

desired ; then its romantic and half-weird
surroundings charmed her, and, added to
the pleasant souud of the water golng
gently over the dam, afl srded her keen
delight,

On this November afternoon, she took
her way to the spot, regretting the late-
ness of the hour, for darkness set in 80
speedily on these short autumn days,
Howeyer, she would have a few minutes
to spend in her favorite haunt, and she
huarried on, Jdrawing & gratified breath
wien at length she was esconced in her
nook, looking out from the old mill-walls
at the weird scene before her and listen-
ing to the monotonous plashing of the
miniature waterfall.

Hor thoughts went back to her child-
houd and to her talke to the trees, and
though the darkness began to creep

apace, she still lingered, lost in her re-
trospection, Saddenly she heard the
gound of indistinct voicee from the side
of the mill accessible only to climbers,
and she started up in some affright, But
there was no other sound, only thoee in-
distinet tones floating np, 88 if the speak-
ers stood directly under one of the ruined
windows.

Impelled by that curiosity which is
gometimes experienced by the least curi-
ons of us, Ned, instead of immediately
departing, as ghe had arisen to do, waited.
One of the voices was suddenly raised,
and it was pitched in such a key that
every word was borne to Ned.

“No love is deep that will not make
every sacrifice; have I not given youn
proofs enough in all the risks I have run?
What would you have? An open ac
knowledgment? It would be my ruin,
and the moment that you oblige me to
make such, I, rather than endure the
anger and obloguy that must follow, shall
die by my own hand."”

To Ned’s horror she recognizad Edna's
voice, and, without waiting to hear
farther, she rushed from the mill, intend-
ing to confront her cousin and let her
know what she had heard, and how she
had heard it. She did not stop to ques-
tion the identity of the party, whetner
male or female, to whom Edna was ad-
dressing such strange and shocking
words ; she only felt that the speech must
be due to sgome impradence, and that it
was her duty to tell thatshe had heard it.
But the noise of her footsteps on the floor
of the mill and across the bridge which
ghe was obliged to paes in order to get
ronnd to the other side, where were the
strange parties, alarmed the latter, and
they took to flight, for which they had
ample time, Ned requiring two or three
minutes to cross the bridge and go up the
road far enough to effsct a passage to the
other side of the mill. When she arrived
on the spot, it was deserted, and as
it was qnite dark, with ot
even a glimmer from a star, it was froit-
less to seek to discover what direction the
mysterious parties had taken. Bat Ned
called her cousin’s name aloud, thinking
ghe must be hiding somewhere near,
and that she would be assured by the
sound of her voice. There was no re-
sponse ; and growing a little timid her-
gelf in the now almost parfectly black
golitnde, she hurriedly retraced her steps,
and pursued her way to Rahandabed.
What was her astonishment to gee in one
of the brilliantly lighted parlors that she
passed, Miss 1 igar,sitting calm and com-
posed, with not the slightest evidence of
having been so recently out of the house ;
her hair was not even ruofiled, as the
wind had rufilad Ned's, and she was
talking to Brekbellew, who hung over her
chair, with that sweet graciousness that
was no more than ghe bestowed vpon
every one, but that kept him, poor sheep
that he was, in a constant fever of love.

Ned could not understand it; in the
first place, unless by extraordinary rapid-
ity, ¥1na would scarcely have had time
to retarn to the house, and then the
quickness of her return must surely pre-
clnde such absolute composure as she
had witnessed. Could it be that she wae
mistaken ; that the voice she would have
sworn was Edna's, was only made such
by her imagination? She knew not
what to think, and lost in & mazs of
doubt, she watched her cousin all the
evening; but Kdna was the same beauti-
ful, brilliant girl, with not the slightest
evidence about her of any secret imprud-
ence.

And she seemed to be especially court-
ed that night, as if her charms had grown
more attractive, even Carnew leading her
again and again to the piano, where her
magnificent voice rang out with exqnisite
force and sweetness.

Mrs. Doloran said, in one of the pauses
between the music :

“ That creature seems to have all the
gifis under the sun. It i8 no wonder the
men are half-mad about her. I[declare
ahe has tnrnad mv head ; and there's
Alan, who's been holding his heart
against every sortie for the last six years,
ready now to yield everything to her.
The lad’s gone, a8 anybody can see by
looking at him.”

Ned forgot herself and looked at him,
and jundging by the expression of his face
a8 he bent to Edna to whisper the name
ot the song he wanted next, Mrs, Doloran
was quite right.

Tnat eccentric lady continued :

« Matters can be settled very speedily
as Mr. I lgar has written to say that he
i8 coming home much sooner than he ex-
pected to do; that we may expect
him about three weeks from to-day;
his letter came this afternoon, and KEdna
wanted to show it to you, Ned,” turning
to her companion, * but you were out on
one of your walks.”

Here was another incident to confound
her conviction that it was liina's voice
ghe had heard near the mill; svrely, if
her consin were in the honse looking for
her in order to show her father's letter,
she could not be at the same time in the
spot where Nod was B0 sure she had
heard her speak.

XXVIL

Mrs., Doloran was seizad with a whim
to give Mr. Kdgar a gorgeous reception on
his arrival, and though his danghter,
whose cultivated taste shrank from the
vulgar digplay that passed for elegance
and brilliancy with the eccentric lady,
remonstrased with her, and assured her
that her father was & man of very quiet,
simple tastes, Mra. Doloran wo id have
her way. As Mr. Flgar had named the
very day of hig expected arrival in New
York, and had said that he would pro-
ceed immediately to Rahandabed, it was
not difficult to calenlate almost the pre-
cige hour of his coming. Thus prepara-
tione were begun that tarned the gpacious
winter drawing-room into a sort of ountre
apartment from the nauntity and gnality
and striking color of the velvet hangings
with which the walls were dressed, to
the total exclusion of the costly pictures
that had previously adorned them.
W hence she derived her odd and execr-
able taste no one conld conceive, and
while everybody laughed secretly, no
one save Alan and Bdna were bold
enongh to remonstrate, or to condemn,
But she was not to be restrained by either
remonstrance or condemnation, andevery
day found her superintending some-
thing more and more groteeqne, Her ab-
surdity reached its height when she or-
dered a handsome dais at the extreme
end of the drawing-room.

“What for?"" asked Alan in angry
amazement.

“ Ty receive my guest, sir,” was the
haughtily given answer.

“ Do you propose to put him and your-

golf on exhibition, then?'’ spoken with
an angry scorn that awed for a second
even his indomitable aunt; but it was

only for & second ; her will was too strong
strong to be put down by anything short
of death, or perhape poverty.

“ ] propose to do just &8 1 like, sir,
with my guest, and with everything else
that is mine. Is not that the proper
womanly spirit, Mr. Brekbellew ?'” turn-
ing to that poor, timid gentleman who,
whenever he conld not be by Lina's
pide, was the constant attendant of Mrs.
Doloran.

And Brekbellew answered with becom-
ing meekness :

“ Yey, ma'am: 8an eminently proper
gpirit ;" at which Carnew, too ADETY to
speak further, turned on his heel and left
the pair.

Of conrse, Ordotte was constantly ap-

aled to, as the preparations progressed,
and actuated by the exceeding amase-
ment the whole affair afforded him, he
frequent'y gave such s suzgestion 48
turned into newer and stranger extrava-
gance Mrs, Doloran’s own preconceived
whim,

The eccentric lady was quite in her
element ; her days rose upon work in
which she delighted, and which was an
effactual bar to those fitful moods of tem-
per that made her & burden to herself,
and an annoyance to those about her.
Even the servants basked in her good
humor, not being in their wonted constant
fear of a sudden and violent contact with
the article most convenient to Mrs. Dol-
oran’s hand, and Macgilivray eaid in his
dry way:

“It's the fine epeerit me leddy’s in
just now; but bide aweel, and see how the
anld hornie 'll make her her ain self
again.”

Ordotte was bidden to have ready his
most exciting lndian stories, the lady
paying :

“1 have no doubt a gentleman of Mr.
Ldgar's wide travels and cultivated
tastes will enjoy the terrible and the mys-
terious in nature, a8 you depict it, Mas-
car, in your dreadful tales.”

1 have no doubt of his enjoyment ot
my Indian stories,” Mascar repeated,
with an emphasis on the word my, and &
gingular intonation of the other words, all
of which, however, owing to Mrs. Dolor-
an’s preoccupation with her own excited
thoughts, were lost upon her.

The preparations exiended even o
arrangements  for illaminating  the
grounds, and_as the seagon was excep-
tionally fine, Mrs, Doloran’s anticipations
were very bright.

Carnew could hardly restrain his anger
and disguet.

« Your father,’ he said to Edna the
afternoon before the expected arrival
when they were aking a stroll together,
throngh the grounds, * will think we are
all fools here.”

“ No,”” she gaid in her moet bewitching
way, ‘* my father will understand the case
almost immediately, and while he may
be much amused with your good aunt, he
will draw the line between her and those
who in sheer kindness pander to her
whims; all that he does not understand I
ghall make clear to him."”

« Thank you,” he said, his face slightly
flushing,

Her heart was beating with painfal
rapidity ; what was this concern that he
expreased about her father's opinion but
a sign of his regard for herself, and, if 8o,
might she not hope that one day this re
gard would be all that hers was now for
him ? Nay ; might she not even now be
assured that his affections were her own?

'rue, no word had been apoken, but all
the little signs by which & susceptible
woman jndges of the regard she may
have inspired, were time again betrayed.
And how in her heart she cursed and
loathed the secret folly that must prevent
her acceptance of his hand should he
offerit.

In the midst of her burning thoughts
she glanced at him, but he was not look-
ing at her ; indeed, he seemed to be in
gome far distant reflection. Sacretly
piqued, she put her hand on his arm.

“ Do you know that, glad as I shall be
to see my failicr, I am also & litt Ty
at his coming.”

. “ Why ?" spoken without looking at
1er.

« Because he will be anxious to return
to Weewald Place, and T shall have to
accompany him.”

Carnew looked at her then; a look
which frightened her a little by its in-
tense piercing earnestness, and she hast-
ened to add :

“This place with its endless varieties and
its gay company is in such contrast to my
lonely life at home. Do you wounder that
I dislike to leave it ?"

She had sach a wonderfal'; child-like,
confiding way of putting the question,
and she raised such trasting, innocent
eyed to hig, that he was won, as he had
been many a time before, by the spell of
lier beauty and her artless manner, Sae
gaw her advantage, and she parsued it,

« And I have learned so maay life-
long lessons here."”

«Whnat are they?’—he wassaddenly
interestad.

“ One, that trne goodness of character
trinmphs over every ill. 1 have reference
now o your aunt’s companion, and my
dearest friond, Nad Edgar, Knowing, as
I am aware you do, that she could have
had & home always with us, have you
never wondered that she should leave it
to become a sort of servant ?”’

* Yes, at first I did wonder a little, but
I am not wont to concern myself about
other p2ople's business.”

“er leaving it was & sarprise to me,
the more so that she never by a word
hinted at the cause; and it was only
when my father himself asked me if 1
knew anything about her secret ac (quaint-
ance with the son of a gardener on our
place, a Dick Mackay, and expressed his
digapprobation of her conduct, that I be-
gan to think his manuner to her might
have driven her from ns, Asshs was so
reticent, I have never had courage to
montion the matter to her, but, studying
her as | havo done since I have been
here, and being brought into daily con-
tact with her unselfish goodness, I believe
that which my father said of her to be
false. Some one must have misled him,
and [ only fear that his manner to her
when he meets her here will bie as cold
a3 it was during the lasy days of her stay
in Weewald Place.”

She sighed most feelingly, and looked
down at the pretty white hand resting
upon his arm.

“Tall me another of the lessons you
have learned,” hesaid, too much charmed
with his companion jnst then to speculate
upon what she had 8o unneceesarily told
of her cousin.

“The other lesson,’”’ she epoke with
gome hesitation, as if not certain of the
propriety of her commanication, * is that
a woman's heart undisciplined is the

scourge of many."

said dryly, “but give me your third les-
son, if you have learned so many,"”

“The third,” putting both her hands
upon his arm, *is that he who judges,
but reserves his opinion, who loves, but
{islds not to his attachment, i8 wiser in
)

honest epeech of all they know, and gush-
ing revelation of all they foel.”

She had spoken wildly and more
frankly than she had intended to do, im-
pelled by a cartain recklessnss arising
from the fact that her own ardent wish
conld never be falfilled.

And Carnew blushed as hotly as any
girl might have done. Had she pene-
trated his secret attachment to Ned?
That attachment to which he struggled so
Lard not to yield and which, having
heard what he did about the gardener's
son, even though the story were not true,
must now speedily die. Sach was the
thought that animated him,and made hi¢
voice a littletremulous as he asked :

“ Who taaght yon the laat lesson m

The answer came in & whisper :

“" Youn

No more was said until they reached
the lawn where the whole gay company
was assembled to watch the completion of
the preparations for illumtnation. They
stood, also, ostensibly to watch, but there
was on the part of each a desire to com-
pose hot and unpleasant thoughts. Ned
stood near them, pleasantly interested,
and Carnew, when he could do 8o unob-
gerved,studied her face Itattracted him
despite himeelf, though he linked with it
the unfavorable story which Edna had
told him, and he thought that Ned's own
marked reserve toward him since her re-
turn from Albany might be even anevid.
ence of the trath of that story; if her
troth waa plighted to this gardener’s son,
she might deem it her duty to be thus ex-
cegsively modest, and was such the cage,
her modesty was certainly to be com-
mended. Buat strange thoughta flashed
through his mind: what if her visit to Al-
bany during all those weeks had anything
to do with this Mackay? And did Dyk-
ard Datton, whom Carnew had long since
regarded as Ned's suitor, know all about it,
and was he hurt by it? But at this stage
of his uncontrolled thoughts, the young
man became suddenly ashamed of him
gelf, and he turned racolntaly away to
give all his attention tosome arrangemant
ot colored lights that Mrs. Doloran wasin-
gisting was quite wrong. A little commo-
tion in the vicinity of Ned drew his atten-
tion to her again; the commotion was
made by a man in a laborer's drees ap-
proaching her with a note which he sald
was for Miss Ned Edgar. She took it in
dumb surprise, butin an instant her keen-
est fears ware aroused for Dyke; possibly it
was some bad tidings from him, and she
asked tremblingly, a8 she looked at the
superscription,

“Miss Ned 12 1gar,” writtenin an entirely
strange hand :

“Who gave youthis?”

“ A gentleman out on the road ; and
there's to be no apswer,” was the reply ;
and the man, with the best bow he knew
how to make, took & hurried departare.

It was well that Mrs. Doloran was too
much engaged to notice her “compan-
ion,” or she probably would have insisted
on knowing the contents of the note; a8
it was, everybody in Ned's vicinity was
watching the young girl, and though she
did not look at any of them, by a pecaliar
intniton she felt their critical observation,
and she blushed hotly as she opened the
note, and in perfect amazement read :

« Within an hour the last and greatest
gacrifice I can make ghall be completed,
(Can any love demand more : ol

That was all; neither date nor gigna-
ture, and the penmanship was 8o utterly
unfamiliar. She looked up, aud in her
bewilderment directlv across at Carnew
and his companion, Edna. Carnew was
watching her so intently that his eyes to
her heated imagination seemed to be
flaming through her, and Kdna, slightly
leaning forward in her eagerness to watch
her cousin, was pale as death.

In an instant Ned's brain was whirl-
ing with excited thought; the words that
she had heard at the mill, “ No love is
deep that will not make every sacrifice,”’
and which she was so sure had been
uttered by Eina's voice, came back to
her and startled her with their similarity
to the expressions in the note, Then
Edna's present appearauce, her unasual
pallor, the evident anxiety with which
she watched her cousin, all told that she
had some, and perhaps imprudent,secret;
but again, the superacription made her
hesitate. “Miss Ned Eigar—" surely it
waa meant for her, for never by any poesi-
hle chance was her cousin addressed as
Ned. To end her suspense, she would go
immediately to Eina, give her the note,
and ask for an interview, Bat, at that
instant everybody's attention was at-
tracted by the sudden and rapid advent
of a carriage into the grounds, and the
sulden scream of:

“ My father!” from Eloa, who had
recognizad its solitary occupant, as for an
instaut he put forth his head from the
carriage window.

Immediater-xci!ementeusued,rendpred
ridicalons in no small measure by Mrs
Doloran’s indignant outburst of:

“The man's come too soon; here are
the lighta not half completed, the dais in
the parlor isn’t finished, nor the velvet
drapery, nor the antlers hung in his
room, and I don't beheve Mascar has his
gtories ready, and I am not in costume,
and—why didn’t he wait?”

Appealing to everybody about her, but
looking longest at her nephew, who was
secrotly delighted at this early arrival; it
would probably spare him much mortica-
tion.

Edna, with an apparent forgetfulness
of self which seemed very charming, had
broken from the company and dashed
after the carriage, in order to meet her
father when he alighted, on seeing which
Mrs. Doloran commissioned Alan to do
the honors of receiving the guest, until
evening, when she would present herself
in state.

« And we can have the illnmination to-
night,” she said, takiog Ordotto's arm,
and going on a tour of survey.

I'he company scattered ; some to accom-
pany Alan to the house, others to take
their accustomed strolls throngh the
grounds, and Ned, in uncertainty as to
what she had better do, gtood twirling
the note between her fingers. Carnew
said as he passed her:

«Come with us to the house, Miss
Edgar; my aont will not need you for
gsome time, and I am sure you are anx-
jous to meat your old friend, Mr. Edgar.”’

There was the faintest touch of sarcasm
in the last words, but faint as it was, Ned
caught it, and wondering why he had
used it, she forgot her usual prudence and
looked him fall in the face. He retarned

“You have reference to my aunt,” he !

her look carelessly and passed on. She
followed, and was in time to see Edna

is generatfon than the fools who make |

hanging on her father's arm, with all the
delight of an eager and happy-hearted
child. There was no pallor no anxiety
about her nmow. She was brilliant aond
joyous, and roceeded to make the in-
trodnctions with inimitable grace.

“wAnd Ned, papa,” she esid, putting
her cougin forward the moment she saw
her; * here is Nad, our own Ned.”

How Ned’s heart throbbed with grati-
tude for this affectionate recognition

Bat Mr. Edgaronly howed in his stateli-
est manner, and suflzred his fiogers to
close coldly over hers foran instant, while
he asked for her health with the same
conventional coartesy that he might have
extended to any acquaintance. She an
gwered a8 coldly, and blushing hotly,
withdrew to another part of the room,
while Carnew, watching the scene with
intense interest, recurred again mentally
to all that E ina had told him.

TFather and daughter; they were &
pretty sight together; she 8o beautiful
and so affectionate, and he 80 handsome,

although strangely careworn, and 80 ex-
quisitely tender to her. The tears rose
in Ned's eyes a8 she watched them, and
feeling that she wonld suffocate if she re-
mained, she hurried out of doors for one
of the solitary strolls that generally com-
posed her. Taking'a gecluded part of the
grounds, she wandered on, 8o absorbed in
Ler thoughte a&s to be quite uuconscions
of the scenes she passed, until she came
suddenly npon a littlegroup of men whoin
ghe recognized as farm hands of Rahand-
abed, They were grouped about some-
thing which they seemed to be examining
with great earnestness, and as they
started on hearing her footsteps, and
turned with something like dismay to
look at her, a man who hezd been inside
the little circle rose from & crouching posi-
tion, and seeing her, came forward, It
was Macgilivray, with & more solemn ex-
pression than even his grave Scotch face
usually wore.

“Take yoursel' awa,’ Miss Edgar; its
noo sicht for your eyes; & pair daft lad
that's killed himsel’ is doon there; he's
ghot throngh the heart ; wi’ a paper pinned
to his breast that says it's tor love he
done it—a dour love that makes a man
do the leek o’ that.”

“Who is he?’ asked Nel, white and
trembling.

“There’s nae telling yet; we don’t leek
to tonch him till the anthorities gets here.
I'll gang to the house wi’ word now.”

And he left Nad, who also retraced her
way to the house.

PR—————

THE HOE BELLIGERENT,

BY JOSEPH GORDIAN DALEY.

Some few decades ago there lived in
the outskirts of the State of New Jersey
a country parish priest by the name of
the Rav. John Bernard Daffy. Oa the
border of the parish, though indeed
forming no part of the wcrthy pastor's
flock, dwel: a prosalc agricul urist
named Roxey Acres. The latter was
a product of the native county ; where
as the churchman was a native of dis-
tant county Cork. Bosldes this dis
tinction of birthplace, there were other
variances which may be usefully noted
down. Father Daffy, for exampla,
possessed a rich fund of learning, and
the plety of the man was deep and un-
questioned. Roxey Acres, on the con
trary had no great stock of kunowledge
to speak of, and godliness was not a
property which he could vaunt; in
deed, as all the village knew, our poor
Roxey was inclined to some notoriety
in the opposite direction ; he swore the
Lord's name in a way that shocked the
righteous, and it was usually his cus-
tom to work upon the Lord's Day the
same as he worked on the rest. There
was reelly no rest for Roxey.

Father Daffy was a young man when
he came across the Atlantic to take his
place in the diocese of his afiiiiation —
young, but spirited, eager to work,
content tv endure, insensible to fatigue
and satisfied with scant material re-
compense. Nature had endowed him
with a splendid muscular physique.
In those cruie days his people stood in
need of fighters, and in the simplicity
of their hearts, they could thank God
that they had a few, Father Dauffy
himself was a belligerent without peer.

The modest cure to which he was first
assigned by his superiors was a small
mill village, locally termed Shawnes,
although it was marked by a different
name upon the State map. Five miles
to the northwest, behind a colossal
ridge of pines, which stood out dark
and repelling through winter and sum
mer alike, 1ay & hamiet of truck farm
ers called Upuer Shawnes. In his
functions as rector of the environment,
Father Duffy had under his pastoral
eye not only the mill-village which
was respectably populous but also the
agricultural hamlet which, as regards
p pulation did not aggregate high*
Roxey Acres lived away out on the
road to Upper Shawnes. His house
was a lone red habitation, and stood—
perhaps stands even yet—on the long
fertile sweep, just where the turnpike
commsnces to slope toward the pines.

Oae Sunday morning Father Daffy
was driving out to Upper Shawnes to
gay the ueual 11 o'clock Mass there.
Whils journeying along, a sudden tab
leau which caught his gaza filled him
with unfeigned astonishment—it was
po less than the spectacle of a man
clad in plebian overalis and hard at
work, hoeing potatoes in a wayside
fi.14. The man with the hoe was of
courss nona other than Roxey Acres.
Alas ! for that sclitary fizure. What
to him were art and rhapsodies? The
rolling orbs of & puzzling zydiac?
Tho conundrums of gibing philosophy ?
What indeed the questions which the
soul propounds, only to get therefore
but feeble answering ?

Father Daffy possessed a mind which
could exercise but scanty toleration
when weighing the culpability in &
flagrant, unjustified case of servile
work on Sunday. Thespectacle,there.
fore of Roxey at work stimulated with-
in him both wrath and indignation.
He reined in his horse at once, tied the
animal to a little white birchen trunk
and proceeded down into the field to

investigate and, if p)ssible to set mat:
ters aright.

=

* Why, man,” he demanded, ‘‘What
are vou dolng here ?”

*Nathin',” said Roxey, ‘‘Least-
ways. puthin’ t' epeak of.”
“You're hoelng potatoes, aren't

you?"

+On, yle, jes’ a little bit. Don't
think they're goin’ ter mount ter much
this year. Season’s back'ard ev'ry
place, I'm to'd.”

“ Well, whatever they amount to,”
gald the priest, ‘‘you are taking too
much trouble with them. What's your
name ?"

M’ name ?—Why—canvassin'?"

‘" N 0. "

“Y"' look sorto' like a book agent ;
‘pears g0 t' me, 't least.”

' What is your name, I asked you?"
¢« My name is R)xey. Roxey Acres
is my fuil name when I go ter pay
taxes or vote.”

“ Well, do you know what day it
happened to be, Mr. Acres i

+%On, days is all the sama ter me."
“Sunday is not the same day to
anyone.”

“‘Terme it is. I don't go to church
—don't cal’'ate going. Bs you a min-
fscer ?"

“Nn; I am not a minister."”

« Excuse me—but, darned if you do
look like a minister, either. Y’ look
like a man sellin’ sumthin’.”

This rather offended the clergyman’s
digoity. * I'm selling nothing, sir,
nothing at all, I bave simply got out
of my carriage to remind you that it is
the Lord's Day, Pat up that hoe and
leave your work alone until tomorow. ¢
i Lot it go ? Well, I guess not.”

“N»? Well, we shali see. Come !
N> more work here, understand.

Come, 1 repeat, give me that hoe.
Give it up, sir ! I'm a stronger man,
[ believe, and I'll have it. There !
Now leave that implement idle till to:
morrow. We have six days, and the
Lord has oneday. So it is best to leave
to the Lord what belongs to Him ”

¢ Nell, I swow ! If you hain't got
a plaguey good cheek ter cowe preach-
in’ here. Y' can't stop me, though.”

Roxey approached to pick up the
famiiar farming-uteneil ; but the
strong arm of the other held It out at a
gafe distance from the husbandman's
reach.

¢+ Theso is my premises !"" exclaimed
Roxey, ‘‘an’ I order you ter get off
gt

‘ My dear man, thess may be your
premises, but this is also the Lord's
Day. I shall have no work done here;
nefther to-day nor any other Sunday.
Understand me mnow.” The priest
gpoke very eharply and there was a
grim look in his face. He walked up
througu the rows, hung the hoe upon
the fence-post and stepped into the
road, where his carriage was waiting.

‘' Now, remember, Mr. Acres,” he
sald, ‘[ have nothing in the world
against you ;—nothing at all. Isim-
ply object to your desecration of a
sacred day."”

“ Go on—and mind yer own cussed
business !”

“ Mr, Acres, [I've only used words
to-day—""

¢ All you're good fer, I reckon.”

¢“:But the next Sunday that I catch
you viclating the day's sanctity by
gervile work, my spokesman, remem-
ber, will be a good blackthorn -stick.”
So saying, the stalwart clergymen
mounted again into his carriage and
driving up the hill disappeared with
the roadway into the groves of coni-
ferae.

Upon the following Sunday the
pastor of souls, coming out again upon
his way to his mission chapel at Upper
Shawnes, discerned to his great cha-
grin the same identical farmer, Roxey
Acres, clad in sky-blue jeans and toil-
ing as usual in the midst of the potato
rows. Father Daffy's resolution was
gpeedily taken ; and from such a re-
solve he saw no avenue of honorable
retreat. The case demanded immed-
fate and summary remedying ; any-
thing less would be trifling with the
dictates of conscience. He tied his
horse to a sapling at the roadside and
ghillelah in hand, advanced Intrepidly
into the field.

¢ What did I teil you a week ago,
my good man ?" he demanded, polsing
aloft his blackthorn crosier.

“ Go about yer business and shet
up.”

Insolence to Father Duffy such as
that only aggravated the offeace of our
poor Roxey. It was to late to think of
escape or plead for pardon. Father
Duffey had eeizzd him by the shoulder
aud held him in an inexorable grip.
Around the farmer's back and legs
rained a drubbing shower of blows not
gsoon to be forgotten. All that was
coming to him, Roxey certainly got.
At the end he stood there in bitter
bumiliation, cowed and mortified.

“‘Now,” said Father Duffy, ‘' per-
haps you'll behave yourself iu future
whenever Sunday comes round. Good-
day to you, sir.”

This was by no means the termina-
tion of the matter, for in the course of
the ensuing week, the reverend casti-
gator, apprehended by an offizer of the
law, wasdaly called upon to give an-
swer to the spacifiz charge of assault
and battery. A lawyer from one of
the great cities had come down to look
after the interests of the case from
Roxey's polnt of view, The defendant
was undefended

“Very good !" chuckled the lawyer
from the city, ‘‘our opponent will
goon fiad out that no man's client i8
everybody's fool."

Justice Nawhall, white with age, sat
in his old black armchair to listen to
the evidence, and the townspeople,
always eager and gossipy, had crowded
in to hear and look on, The attorney
opened the proceedings with a strong,
denunciatory address ; the witnesses
followed with their account, and the
most striking circumstance of all was

that the defendant admitted every-
thing from first to last. A stingiog
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speech wag made by the city barrister ;
and ultimately the judge arose to an-
nounce the verdict of the court,

‘*The case,” he said, *‘is one which
certainly outrages the requirements of
common good sense and decency, I
am satisfied that the guilt of the party
is suffictently established—on his own
admission. Consequently it is my re-
gretful duty to impose sach sentence
as the etatutes of the Commonwealth
sanction, and the important nature of
the case demanda. I shall therefore
fine the sald guilty party, to wit,
Roxey Acres, §7 and costs ; or else, in
default of payment, I shall oblige him
to g0 to jail for the period of thirty

ye."”

**May I ask for what reason ?" ex-
claimed the lawyer, darting up with
the alacrity of an explosive,

“*For what reason ? Why, for work
ing on the Sabbath, of course, in vicla
tion of the law,” replied the judge,
with & calmness which exasperated the
city pleader.

“Buat, your Honor, it is not Mr.
Acres that we are trying,” he ex-
claimed ! ‘* we are not here to try my
client.”

“No,” answered Justice Newhall,
with an air of unperturbed serenity,
“ we aro trying the case and all that
it involves. As a consequence the
sald Acres etands convicted of Sabbath-
breaking.”

“ Ah, but what about Mr. Daffy?"

¢ Father Daffy behaved, it appears
to me, only as a gentleman should. He
promised Mr. Acres that if he caught
him breaking the Sabbath he would
thrash him, He kept hig word."”

1 protest, Your Honor, against "—

‘¢ See here, " gald thejudge ; * I don’t
want anv more of your city impu-
dence, Your city shysters and sharp-
ers may perhaps haye the idea that we
people living out here in the country
are all fools, and can be browbeaten
and talked to as you like. Bat, mind
you, you'll find that you're mightily
mistaken, You'll keep quiet in my
econrtroom at least.”

At this judiciai utterance there was
an immense outburst from the on-
lookers aud a plaudatory stamping of
feet,

‘“ Your Honor,
disturbance ig—"

“Don't let it disiurb you In the least,
They're only applauding me, I believe,
and [ don't particularly objact to it.”
The crowd cheered sll the more furious-
ly and the attorney shook his head in
des palr,

s The session is hereby adjourned,”
gald Judge Newhall, and gathering up
his notes, he nodded a courtesy to the
multitude and passed out.

The lawyer tried to prevall on his
client to have the case appealed or
transferred. Bat Roxey, surronnded
by local acqualotances, was advised to
look out and not let himself be fooled
any more by the trickery of & pettifog-
ger from the great town. Roxey was
completely bewildered, but eventually
he decided not to rick himself toan ap
peal. Ha therefore settled his fine
and pald his lawyer. The attorney.
chagrined and thoroughly disgusted
took his departure upon the late after
noon train from Upper Shawnes, an
Roxey Acres, a sadder, perhaps evel
a wiser man, went back to the labor
of his farm yard, murmuring delefall
to himself :

“iThe law is a cussed bad thing t
meddle with !"—Boston Pilot.

this unwarranted

RECENT PROGRESS OF CATH(
TICITY IN NORTHERN
EUROPE.

From the .\li/szior.ary.

The Chiurch never received ap
divine promise of perpetual possessi
of this or that land ; no single natic
was ever, as it were, made over to
for all eternity. The soul and essen:
of Catholic doctrine is the free chol
of the individusal as to galvationor pe
dition. Alone of all religious ai
philosophical systems, Catholic theolo
has through all ages unswerving
taught the wonderiul lesson of mal
power and obligation to co-operé
with the Dalty in the working out
his final destiny.

Never was this truth better ill
trated than at the close of the nh
teenth century. We see a natlon 1t
the French, which used to glory in
name of the Eidest Daughter of
Church, bend its mneck under
tyranny of athelsts ; we have hea
not long ago, that most candid &
eloquent daughter of Spain, Em
Pardo Baizan, proclatm to the wo
that tho boasted Catholiclty of
paoplo was—at least amoug the rul
claggag—nowadrys little else that
delusion ; that skepticism had |
been masquerading as orthodoxy
universities and legislative agsembl
and that this was ons of the cause
the country's present weaknuas,

There is no reason, however,
Catholics to come anywhere near
spairing in view of these facis.
the first place, the very aggressive
of the enemies of the faith in wes
and southern Kurops has alve
frightened many well moaning bu
dolent Catholics out of their apa
and no one may prophesy what cha
for the better the twentioth cen
will ses wrought. And, morec
whoever is abls to watch the Chur
its thousand ramifications, the le
and breadth of the world, will ©
fail to percelve facts that bring cot
to his anxious soul

The davs of wholesale conver
within brief periodsare gono ; Ine
we see individusls slowly bat 8
plodding along the narrow path,
against the heaviest odds and t
the most heart rending gacrifices
for all that, reaching at last
gates through which alone one
enter into the promised lant.

Probably the most remnrkal
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