The strand at Kilfaroge is a fine
.eme, broad and level, and, like the
By, of a horseshoe shape. On a
\Bright September morning it pre-

semted a very lively scene, for

faroge had lately bloomed into a

fashionable watering place. It is true
/Ahat the accommodation was not of

| “the most luxirfous, fot the natives
"wera poot, and that amusements,
gave those derived from Nature's
great theatre, were of the most lim-
ited, for the same reason. Indeed,
thesé simple fisherfolk would have
enly stared at you in wonder had
you hinted that you found the place
rather dull.

My cousin, Meg, and I, being sim-
ple-minded girls, were at one with
the natives on this point. We asked
mo greater pleasure than that which
the wild Western ocean and the
scarcely less wild Western mainland
afforded. And when, now and again,
we yearned for less aesthetic enjoy-
ments, it sufficed for us to loiter by
the sea wall and study humanity as
represented on the beach or the pro-
mrenade,

. We sat on the onc seat available
on the strand—a massive beam of
wood, part of the cargo 6f some hap-
less ship which the pitiless sea had
sucked into its bosom. Ome wonder-
ed at the giant strength which had
Porne it—so stout and heavy —
ashore. Now it lay, half embedded in
the sand, presenting an immovable
front to the fury of the incoming

tide, which dashed against. it with
as little effect as if it were some
sturdy rock, whose base, thick and

3 ‘:]id, stretched a hundred feet below
’ s 4 e water’s surface.
f We amused ourselves with watch-
ing the evolutions of the bathers,
sometimes not a little laughable, and
observing those coming to and from
the bathing boxes.

““Do look at this lady coming to-

wards us, Kitty,”” whispered Meg
presently. ““No, not that one, the
one with the little girl. Is she not
pretty?”’

A tall, fair-faced young woman in
widow’s raiment, leading by the
kand a pretty, flaxen-haired child,
was approaching. They passed on to
the bathing boxes, and after some
time we saw the little one borne out
to her dip, while the mother looked
on from the strand.

By and bye the child reappeared

fresh and rosy, and we heard the
Jady say :

‘““Now, Tessie, you must be very
good while I am bathing.”” Then

turning to the old woman who was
the keeper of the bathing box she
said : “You will look after her,
Joanie?’’

‘““Indeed, then, T will, ma’am. Sure
the little angel will be all right dig-
ging away there in the sand.””

We observed the child’s movements
for a little while, but presently some

mewcomers diverted our attention,
putting her entirely out of our
minds.

We were ahout going away when
‘we noticed some commotion near
Joanie’s domains. Several women
and girls were gathered around that
worthy personage, who was talking
and gesticulating excitedly. The fair-
faced lady, her face white and
frightened, broke away from her im-
patiently as we drew near, and ran
wikll_v.’towards the water. In a mo-
ment we grasped the cause of the
excitement. Her little girl had dis-
appeared!

I shall not attempt to describe the
scene that followed. Everyone in Kil-
faroge seemed immediately to Dbe
-aware of what had happened. BEvery-
one in Kilfaroge was on the strand
fooking in vain for a flaxen-haired
child dressed in a pink frock. But
the time sped, and no one found her.
The distracted .mother, possessed
with the idea that she had slipped
anmnotioxd ‘into the water, ran up to
ther waist into the sea, wildly
searching for her beneath the waves.
Of course, it was ridiculous to think
that she could huve drowned with
such a number of people about, but
4be mother could not be convinced
of that. Her fears pointed to the
worst, and to allay  them several

boats were got out, but no trace of

‘the child was found, Then someome

suggested that the little one might

have gone back to their lodge. Every-
“one felt immediately relieved. Of
kourse, that was it. Why had they
ot thought of 'it before? And while
the mother, hope Springing up in
“her breast, - sped to see if it was
. really so, the crowd laughed at her
dears and at their own.

. But she was not long away, and
Her face was paler now than before.
0, the child had not been to the
odge. and again the wild search be-
gnd as the previous  onme,

begahh to look at eath
" strangely. It was plain = the
had disappeared as completely
“mysteriously as if the sand
opened out and drawn‘her down
ts soft, dvadly bosom. It tran-
mi and I were the last
er: Joanie, think
y -not moti

Kil-

i whose husband had but lately died,

{and that the child was her only ome.

Seeing that her grief would com-
‘Pletely overwhelm her if left to her-
self, Meg and I constituted ourselves
her friends. and insisted on bringing
her with us to our lodge, where we
did our best to cheer and comfort
her. But though a vigorous search
was made by the police, no trace of
e $hild was found that day nor
any succeeding day, But %or our
companiopsbin_23: e would not
let Mrs. MacMahoun go—T1 am sure
ths poor young thing must have lost
her senses. As/it was her distress
was terrible to witness, and when at
last the police desisted from the in-
quiry as hopeless, it burst forth in
a padsionate tide, which we thought
it wise not to restrain. Poor Emily!
when it was spent she was like a
child, so quiet and passive. Meg and
I did our utmost to rouse her, and
after a while succeeded. Then her
gratitude was excessive; for though
charity prompted our action at first,
after 'a day or two it became a la-
bor of love to minister to the poor
stricken creature, whose gentle na-
ture showed even through this weary
time. She. on her part, conceived a
great affection for both of us, and
was most pleased, as we were, 'to
learn that we lived in the same lo-
cality as herself.

When at length she returned to her
own lonely abode in Cecil street, I

accompanied her. Thus she became
our dearest friend, and if, as she
often gratefully reminded us, we

were sent to her by God in her hour

of sorrow, so she was given us by
Him as an addition to our happi-
ness.

II.

In a low shieling, within a mile of
Kilfaroge and the sea, sat a sad-
faced woman gazing vacantly at the
grey hills which rose sheer and cold
not a dozen yards before her. Pale
and wan and care-worn; she looked
old, though her age could not have
been above 30, perhaps not so much;
her hair, brown and thick and luxu-
riant, was here and there sprinkled
with grey; her eyes, of a liquid col-
orless hue, were entirely devoid of
light or fire; her hands, thin and
worn, were clasped listlessly upon
her lap; in fact, her whole appear-
ance bespoke a deep and habitual
spirit of dejection which was most
disheartening to behold.

Her surroundings were even more
suggestive of this spirit than her-
seld, if that were possible. There was
nothing of comfort within the four
mud walls of the cabin. The few ne-
cessary articles of furniture and the
cooking utensils were of the poeor-
est. The earthen floor was rugged
and uneven, the walls were rude and
grimy, and but a single sod of turf
smouldered among the ashes on the
hearth. A tiny window, no bigger
than a skylight, discovered all too
clearly the cheerlessness of the hum-
ble abode.

Outside the prospect was scarcely
more inviting. It was composed of a
small valley, so small as to be al-
most a glem, shut in on every side
by steep hills and containing no hu-
man habitation save the rude hovel
we have been describing. A  wild,
lomely place it was, as lonely as if
the mnearest village were a dozen
miles away, yet Kilfaroge nestled
beyond that southern hill. But the
health and pleasure-seckers there
knew nought of this little nook in
the hills, the cliffs and the shore
alone had charms for them, and Win-
nie’'s domain was shut in as much
from these as from the town. Thus
it was that the sad-faced young wo-
man and her history were known
but to a few fishermen and their
families, who had been her friends in
happier days—the days before Tade,
her husband, died of fever, and while
yet her little Nonie lived. Now, when
they saw her coming down the hill

of a Sunday on her way to Mass,
they only shook their heads and
smiled pityingly. For it was well

that
The

known among their little circle
poor Winnie was ‘‘touched.’’

death of her husband and her only
child had been too much for her,
and what with her utter friendless-
ness—she had no relations—and the
loneliness in which she lived, her
grief had told' on her poor, weak
head, and now she saw things
through strange lights. And yet on
every point save one she was almost
a8 sane as anybody else. Her Nonie,
her rose-cheeked, bright-eyed darling
of two summers, had not died —mno,
she had taken away by the
‘“Good People.” They had envied her
happiness and had snatched her dar-
ling from her—her darling, who was
Bow the brightest of all their fairy

Bometimes Winnie had hopes.
was possible—Maureen, the khow-
ledgeable woman. in the mountding
had told her so—that her darling
might some ?ime, somehtw, 'be re-
stored to her, Such an event was
very rare she knew. Yet it was pos-
sible, and often, when the sun was
inking behind the western hills, she

ing | gat at her cabin door and watched

he path which led towards the rath

| —the ‘path also to Kilfaroge— lest

her darling should come to her un-
‘Her t_howﬁta. ever on the subject;

her mind with such force
g that she gave them vent |

she must not go to meet the" child,.
but let her walk in of her own ac-

cord.. , ;

With a wildly-beating ‘beart . she
waited. Shawn, the old grey dog,
her one friend, roused by her excited
exclamations, walked soberly out to
discover what had caused them. No
sooner did he catch sight of the lit-
tle figure standing irresolute on the
slope than he wagged his  shaggy
tail and bounded up the hill, bark-
ing joyously, to Winnie's intense de-
light, for it seemed confirmation of
her hopes. 8he paw the child stoop
down to caress him, then follow him
quickly down the path. Now they
were near enough to see whether the
child wps her Nonie or not. Yes, it
was a figxen-haired, fair-faced little
girl that approached, only tailer aud
kpalthier looking than the Nomie of
14 months ago. And how prettily she
was dressed, Surely the fairies had
been kind to her to clothe ler in
that lovely pink frogk, Oh, would
she never, never, reach the cabin
that she might clasp her to her
heart and cover her fac? with kisses!

But at last, led by the faithful
Shawn, she stands on the threshold
and glances timidly around. There

are traces of tears upon her face, and
her blue eyes are red as if with
weening. With a great cry of joy
Winnie starts forward and clasps her

in her arms, half smothering the
child with her wild caresses.
“I have ye at last, Nomie,”' she

crooned.
The child stared at her bewildered-

<

she
mo-

‘““Me not Nonie, me Tessie,:”
said. “Me want to go home to
ther.”

Winnio laughed happily.

‘‘Listen the crathur! an’ they
changed name, did they ? No
wondher Wwouldn’t know yer own
mother, @&lanna, for she wouldn’t
know ye, only for the signs an’ tok-
ens, ye are that changed. Big and
well-lookin’ ye got, an’ yer eyes are
bluer than ever, pet?’”

Winnie brought a piece of bread
and a bowl of sweet milk from the
dresser. The child ate and drank
eagerly.

‘““No wonder ye would be tired and
hungry, acushla,’”’ said Winnie com-
passionately. ‘‘1 suppose ’tis a long
journey from where ye kem. Were ye
comin’ all day?’’

““All day,” returned the little one,
‘““an’ me tired and we want mo-
ther.””

““An, ye’ll soon get to know mo-
ther, asthoreen, an’ ye’ll be as hap-
Py as the days are long.”’

The child’s tears were quickly
dried, for between the heat of the
fire and Winnie's crooning voice
weariness overcame her, and soon
the tired eyes were closed in heavy
slumber. Then Winnie laid her gently
on the bed, and sitting  beside her
gazed with infinite love into the fair
childish face which had grown so
beautiful during those weary months
of absence. And as she gazed her
heart overflowed with happiness, and
casting herself on her knees she
poured out her gratitude to 'Ged,
who had after all turned her sorrow
to joy.

III.

‘““Oh, I'm so tired! Do sit down,
Kitty. But no, as we have come so
far Jet us go to the very top, and
sce what lies at the other side of
this terrible hill."’

1t was Meg who spoke. Time — a
gorgeous August afternoon nearly a
year from the day we first met Emi-
ly MacMahon. Scene—a hill a little
to the east of Kilfaroge. Dramatis
personae—said Meg, .'her cousin,
Kitty, viz.—the writer.

We had been so charmed with Kil-
faroge during our former stay that
we decided on again spending our
holidays therc. We even succeeded in
inducing Emily to come with us. The
Pluce, instead of being abhorrent to
her as the scene of her great sorrow,
had for her, as is sometimes the case,
a special attraction, as having wit-
nessed the last happy days spent
with her loved one. y

Never in all those weary months
had she received a single clue as to
the child’s fate. As time wore on the
hopes, which, in the absence of posi~
tive proof of the little one's deatl,
would not ~wholly die, gradually
grew fainter, and ‘resolved themsgives
into a calm and settled resignation.

She had not felt equal to the Stift
climb which Meg had proposed on
this day of which I write, so we
left her behind with Aunt Hannah.

* ““Heigho!”’ cried Meg, when we had
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are rested?’’ . :

““The very thing I should like, But
on what plea would you enter?’’

“The poorest Irish peasant requires
no apology from anyone who enters
his dwelling,"’ I answered reproach-
fully; “‘but in this case there is no
need to invent one, for I am dread-
fully. thirsty. I daresay I shall get a
bowl of goat's milk, or at least. a
glass of water."

‘“Well, are you ready? All
Who'll be down first?"’

And Meg ran down the hill like o
decr. I followed more lsisurely.

Our laughter and chattsr brought
2 woman and a littlé ehild to the
daor of the cabid;, :

The woman Waltéd till we drew
near, thus giVing us an Bbbortunity
of noticing heér appearance. She had
a pale, sad-looking face, and her Gp-
ure was thin and scanty; her eyes,
hcewever, were bright, but it struck
me at once that they shomeé with a
strange, unnatural light. We ex-
changed salutations, on which the
woman invited us to enter the cot-
tage. We did so, scating ourselves
on two rickety stools, while she got
me the drink I asked for. Meanwhile
the child had crept up to me, and
my first idea on looking at her was
the striking contrast she presented
to the mother. My second was a
vague notion that she reminded me
of gomeone I knew intimately — I
could not remember whom.

““What a pretty child,”” said Meg.
“What is your name, dear?’’

‘“Nonie,”” answered the little
with a blush and a smile.

‘““Nonie! and a very nice name, too.
She is your daughter?’’ to the wo-
man, who was presenting each of us
with a measure of milk.

‘“Yes; whose else’'s should she be ?
Me that lives all by myself here in
the hills, especially since she kem
back to me.”’

““Was she away for a time, then?'’
I inquired.

right.

one

“Did I say she was away?’’ she
arked, somewhat umeasily. *‘ Well
an’ if T did 'tis no harm to tell lad-

ies that know nothin' about it,”’
added, half to herself. ‘‘Aye, N
she was away a whole year, an’ she
kem back that beautiful an’ grandly
dressed that I wouldn’t know her
only for the signs an’ tokens.”’

‘“The signs and tokens?’’ interrog-
atively.

‘““Aye, the signs an’ tokens, she re-

she

peated, her cyes assuming a far
away, dreamy look. “I had them
from ould Maurecn. She was to come
in the fall of the evenin’ from the

west, for the rath is- westwards, I
was not to meet her or lead her,
but to wait till she walked in to me.
An’ sure enough, it all came to
pass.’’

I was quite mystified, and so, I
could sce, was Meg.

I did not understand the
at all.

‘‘But ‘why should you not meet her?
Where was she?’’ I asked.

The woman smiled as if
sionating my ignorance.

‘“Ah, I see you don’t  understand
me, Miss. Where should she be but
wid the good people?”’

““With the good people?”’ we both
exclaimed simultaneously, and inter-
changed glances.

‘“Aye, aye, ladies. 'Tis two years
ago now since they stole her, lavin’
there on the bed the appearance of
her corpse. But I knew my darlin’
was not dead, an’ afther talkin’ to
Maureen, the knowledgeahle woman,
I began to hope. An’ sure enough
the ginthry sent my darlin’ back to
me. She was lonesome afther them,
too, an’ cried an’ cried for wecks.
"T'was just an evenin’ like- this,’ she
added, ‘““but later. The 16th Septem-
ber it was, for I kept an account of
the time Nonie was away.”’

““The 16th Soptember,”” I exclaimed
excitedly, and again looked at Meg,
reading in her eyes the thought that
flashed into my own mind. Could it
be possible? And, now I remembered
to whom the child bore the resem-
blance which had so puzzled me. In

woman

compas-

faet, I recognized the child herself,

and Meg's face told me that she, too

recognized her. Motioning my cousin
to keep silent I renewed my conver-

sation with Winnie.

“How was she dressed when she
returned?”’

“In a soft pink dress, and the
nicest underclothes at all. Sure: I

have them yet there in the box, as I
thought 'twould plaze the ginthry to
threasure thent.’’

‘‘Have you, really? We should so
much like to see them.”

And while her back was turned
Meg and I compared notes in sup-
Pressed whispers, There was scarcely
a doubt that the child was Emily
MacMahon's, = She had probably
strayed away from Kilfaroge, wan-
dering on till the she reached this
lonely spot. But we must get all
the -proofs we could.

Presently from the recesses of a
rude deal box the svoman took a
neatly-folded parcel, which she open-
ed, disclosing the very pink frock
which little Tessie had worn on that
fatal morning. How often had not
Emily described it to me? I took it
in my haend to see if it bore a mark,
but it did not. The underclothing,
however, was all marked T. M. We
no remark, but when handing
a8 if casually—
“I know a lady w

;. Has she ‘outgrown |
has then; but they look
n her for all that, though

.- Never fear 1'l1l have her grand
and |settled out whin ye come back
the lady.' ;
state of feverish excitement we
hurrled from the shicling. What joy

I ‘thought it better that Tessie
i be dressed exactly, as she
had Ween on the morning of her dis-
appegrance, 8o that, the mother
have no difficulty ig yasogidz-
ing hiry

géided om telling her nothing
til shé Was confronted with ~ the
hild, | but the unwonted excitement
in our faces, and our mysterious way
of ingisting that she should come
Wwith s must have awakened strange
thoughts in her breast, for during
the quick walk towards the valley
she wps very pale and unusual,y si-
lent. |

Before seeking her out we had gone
to the barrack and told the ter-
geant lof the discovery we had made.
He readily consented to follow us
with & constable, as we feared there
would| be trouble with the poor
half-witted creature who was about
to be po terribly d:sillusioned.

Fmily’s face capressed aurprise
when on doubling :he hili she fer-
ceived 'that our destination was ihe
miserable cabin ut iis vot. She stul
waintained that cloquent silence,
though we noticed that she tren.-
bled with sheer excitement.

But when Winnie ¢ppeured with the
little éne that excitement could no
longer be restrained, and clutching
my arm tightly she stared at the
child with amazed, incredulous eyes.

Suddenly she gave vent to a wild
cry, aphd starting forward caught
the child’s hand and gazed long and
anxiously into her face. Then her
own countenance became transfigured
with joy as, all doubt dispelled, she
clasped her darling to her breast, the
while she tremulously called her by
every endearing name.

Then a wonderful thing happened.
The child, who had been rather ‘star-
tled at first on hearing herself called
‘Tessie, suddenly started and stared
up into Emily’s face with eyes that
showed she was struggling with
some half-awakened memory. Then
she looked down at her own unusual
attire, still perplexed. Raising her
eyes once more, they chanced to rest
on the rings which glistened on
Emily’s fingers. These somehow
formed the missing link to the in-
fant mind—wé all know what de-
light children take in jewellery and
all gaudy, glittering things—for,
laying her chubby finger on the emer-
alds which shone on the guard to
the wedding circlet, she lifted ¢ her
pretty face, now all aglow with
light, and lisped, ‘That mamma's
ring—you mamma and me Tessie—
me not Nonmie,” and to Fmily’s de-
light she nestled closer in her arms.

Winnie’s face was a study during
the above scene. TIts expression
changed from surprise to wonder,
from wonder to understanding, but
from that again to fear and rage,
as she at length realized what was
taking place. With a cry like the
howl of a wild beast she darted for-
ward, and sould have snatched Tes-
sie from the arms of her real mother
had not the two policemen who had
stolen up unobserved, suddenly in-
tervened and held her between them
by main force.

The poor creature’s dfrenzy was pi-
tiable,

The sergeant and al of us tried to

Teason with her and explain mat-
ters. But she would listen to no
‘rcason, and only laughed a fierce,
maniacal laugh when we told her
how Tessie had disappeared from
the strand at Kilfarogue on that

memorable 16th September, how we
ull as well as her mothér had now
recognized her, and how there were
many others who could do so too,
and who - could prove that these
clothes she had on were the very
clothes she had worn on the day of
her disappearance.

That laugh frightened us, but when
she  declared between her screams
thqt Wg¢ were ‘good people’ in  dis-
guise come to steal her Nonie again,
we looked at one another significant-
ly. Clearly the shock was too much
for the poor creature, and her small
stock "of reason was already giving
way. The sergeant ovidently
thought as much, for. he quickly
urged her in the direction of the
ltown. But long before we  reached
it poor Winnie was a raving, bab-
bling lunatic. : SRR

With hearts glad for the recovery
of the child, yet sad for the Prica at
Wwhich the recovery had been offecici;
We returned to .our lodgings.

Emily’s happiness of comise I can-
not attempt to describe; L - was
amazing what a shors ticd Tesaie
took to recall all thiat which she bad
forgotten,

e |

ce or twice that I let her wear |

the fon 1. comps with
Emily, whose house has been her

home ever since. Al A e
- Winnde is now a gentle, patiemt

woman~—but for the remembrance of

bygone days a happy woman. Yet
content at least is hers, and love fer
‘the child whom she once deluded her-
self into believing her own sweetens
her life and gives it interest.—Week-
ly Freeman
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Om the highWways
And man can nevel
No matter how |
vet even when
grade
Our thorny path
1o spite of a thou
It is never too

There are Crosses
Pbear,
And passions to
There are joys ant
must share
Before the journe
But men may be

e,
And truth and ri
will ne

“It is mever too
*Tis mever too late
For, blessed by tl
¥t plants in the br
seed

That "will grow i
And words of kindz

cheer,
Will always comfc
We must livp for
fear—

“It is never too I
It is never too lat

a
No matter what p
And no man’s natur
Pven if old and g
And in our jourt
grave,
Until we reach. th
There is time to cha
save—
“It is never too .l(

LITTLE RESPON
Life to the young fi
little respomsibiliti
they? There is the
doing good for them
ing good example ito
that's sadly neglectex
hour. Too many of
girls get impregnate
idea of life -and it
secem to think that
amusement in the w
theatres and going
which are often the
ruin and downfall.
take delight in read
trashy books which
them from the pw
while another cla
profane words, acting
smart ‘being,’’ being
snappish at home ant
late at nights, keeping
those who Jead thew
the wheels of time bi
change that plunges
vortex of misfortune
by step they go head
abyss which lies yaw
feet. What -+ about t
sponsibilities? They
Will they be.able as tl
to manhood or won
to perform the Ilal
are awaiting them?
dently is: No. Life
den, the path weary
and ne one is to bla
selves, Be on your
folks, do each. day’s ¢
follow the adyice of
guardians and teache
willing to learn thing
your good and improv
cording as you'll gro
will be blessed, and }
will be made easy and

SEVEN GOOD POl
good eompany or none
wdle. If your hands ¢
fully employed, attend
vation of your ‘min
speak the truth. (A po
voung are very deficie
present day.) (4) Drir
intoxicating licuors,
speak evil of any one,
imocence if you wish
Save when you e
spend when vou are ol

Read the above max
once a week, 3
“If man would walk

- WP, b
Five things attend w
Of whom you speak,
Kol

And how, and when,

THE 87 5
When Uncle * Je
Europe,
brought to
& really




