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TRUTH.

THE LIGHT OF COLD-HOME FORD.

OBAPTER LVII.—(CONTINUED.)

Suddenly~—aa if trying to rouse to a last
effort and find relief in expression-—>iag-
dalen burst forth with all her powers, but
in a wail of Intinito pathos ! such sadnoxs as
mado any nothera thero hold their babies
tighter clasped to their broasts, and brought
tears to the eyes of some.

The mandolin dtepped {rom Magdalen's
hand, Slowly shie rose to her foot and
stood dumb, with a sort of awakening
horror in her eyes, faciug the crowd.

In that moment, as 80 often boforo, the
mack of madness seemcd fallen from her
face; avell from her understanding,  She
loathed tho oyes upon her: despised hersolf.

The manager gave a hasty signal. lis
startled ussistunt instantly began moving one
of the laateres behind, to diver: the public
attention from th3 dazed woman at once,
aad so tinshed a light full upon the
sudlence.

A sharp cry rang fraom the L te stage.

Magdalen threw up hor arms wildly, and
calling *“Joy! Joy !’ foll sideways prone,
wit) her hiead buried among the cashions of
her couch.

The curtalus were bastily pulled before
tho stage aguin,  The crowd was pushed,
urged, persuaded ontaide by the hotly,bustl.
ing showman, deal ‘o al) expostulations or
kiudly troublesome inquiries,

“Tuke me home, Juy ; take mo bsck to
#10 cottage—Cold-home." Xfagdalen was
wispecing, with her head on ner daughter's
lap. ¢ Take mo to-night, do you hear?”
with something «f her old imperiousness.
¢ That dresdful man has made cuough
money by mo I always told him I should
leave when I pleased,”

At a littlodistance, by the platform st~r |
now doserted, another couversation was
pming.

4 Well, sir, of course it is a tremendous
sacrifice for us £ Such a thing oua country
tour 2s perhaps no manasger but me, no, gir!
would bu generons enongh to allow. No, I
don't say the countess’ signed any agree-
ment exactly. Kuoow her, sir? Wouldn’t
gnt. pan to paper, so suspicious ;'no, norlet

erself bo bound in any way. Quitethe
‘aughty lady ! justso. She did say, when
wecame acfoss her near Dover, that rho
was strack by the superior stylo of my
Royal travelling Show ; and that, if it was
likely to como into these parts on our tour,
ske would Jiko to travel in my company.
But atil—"

Blyth tilled all tho objections of jthe
gencrous marager, ‘Tho latterindocd, after
® certaia cheek had been safoly cnclosed
ina greasy leathern pocket-book insido his
<wn brezst-pocket, wasgood-nstured enough
La speeding his lato atar and her ns:ﬁy
found protectors on their way,

“ Poor soul ! quite in a dangcrous stato
of disrepair in tho thupper story at times,
though always the iady !t Will be best with
fricods,” he whispered, significantly laying
hia finger down nis red nose. “But we
must hurry, sir.  Bastle up there, Bill,
bastic, We travel at night sir, when the
roads are moro {freo,and by to.morrow
morniog we must be nearly arrived at our
next destination.

Aud truly, whea the lights of Moortown
were all out, and the fittle town hushed
after its unwonted excitement, while
Blyth’s dog-cart, with throo figureson it
now, wasdriving swiftly down the Chad
valley in the darkness, tho square round the
old marXkot-croes was once mors empty.

Soven great yellow vans were rumblingin
a soutbern direction, having

“folded thelz tentalike the Arabs,”

and cilently gone awar,

For gsome timeafter, the talk of those who
had been at tho fair often turned on the
Royal Show, and tho forcign singer
cspecially. Then littlo by little the ro-
membrance of the yellow vans faded, as of
tho strango conntess, supposod to have gone
away with them,

CHAPTER LVIXI,
**The rame o}d homeo
Thesamo small bouse
Vith mossand housefcek OVeTRTOwY |
And surcly’tis the selt-same mouse
That {romn the walpscot shyly peers.
Tbe flowers, bees, creepers, all the same |
No weather-stain our,cves can .
Whero is the dnnmo Snly blame ?
“Tis la ourselvos, alack ! alack !
Tho years have fped,
0ur yopih has Sed.™

t great rusty

smoke roso in the morning and ovening from
tho chimuoy of Cold-home. Any ono near-
ing tho porch would havo aseen thut tho
dlock was gono which had
ocn fastoned acrosa two staplos Inf tho door
and post by young Berrington’s own hands,
{or additional sc arity t> tho deserted
101180,

That was all to bo scen of change,  Yet
tho cottage was once moro inbabited by its
old inmmates, Tho old ztill life hud begun
thero ag+in,

But how should any onc in the country-
side kuow that news, for weoks to como?
The littlo brown houss was so lonsly, and
had & bad repatation of being haunted now,
moreover; and the glen waa so littlo frequont
ed. Even th«swallows were not disturbed.
Tnoy had reared some young broods innests
between the very door and lintel in peace,
Truo, thers was the lantern at night,
which, if Jit, according to old custom, would
have told its silent taleby the red light
gleaming over the broken wan water, and
tllumining rocks and trees here and there,
to leave the rest in deeper shadows.

But thero was no longer, now, necd for a
lantern.
During the past summer Blyth Berriogton
had caused a little foot-bridgo with a stout
hand-rail to be 1aid acroas the Chad by tke
ford. He had made the bridge soon after
Rachel Estonia cane to atay fat the farms
until tbis was dono, Joy had herself goneup
every ovening to light the lantern in the
littlo deaerted house. And the way waw long
for the youug girl—although, indeed, us'yth
hau always gone with her in protection,
Magdalea had with difficulty been indnced
to sleep through the fow dark hours of the
first night ut the Red Mouse. Oaly the
thought of secing Rachel, and * giving her
a little surprise,” she said—with a low,
ligbt laugh like that of & child—had at last
so tempted her,

And then, when the crisis 3o dreaded by
Blyth avd Joy had como—when the young
girl, in fear and trembling as to the result
of the mecting betwoen the two sisters,
had stolen up.stairs to wake Rachel
in her dar! -room, and break the
wonderful news to her gently~—and when
Rachel, trembling now very much in her
turn, but marvellously aelf-restrained from
years of habit, had crept down the creaking
atairs softly with Joy not t0 waken the
good old farmer in his sick-room, and had
come face to iace with the sister 3o long
sought and greatly loved, atlaat—why then,
Magdalen, after receiving Rachel’s close em.
brace, in which ber great emotion, thouyn
repressed with effort, was atill felt, and
gratefully answering with a light, quick kiss
on either cheek, which was a sign of
cffasive affection in her, only aaid,

4 Well,are you surprised to seeme back 21
had atrange fancy, do you know, Rachel, 1
thought at Rome ono night that X heard yeum
calling me—calling me from_far, far away.
A silly ides, wasn't it? But I turned home.
ward after that, and here I am,”

Aund they answered mnothing, but held
their peace.

Magdalen was too restlessto sleop that
night, thongh she lay down beside Rachel,
at tho latter's earnest entreaties, Butshe
could not bo long atill; the old uiet,
tho old fecling that she needed to roam in the
open air and farge ai! e of the hills, rous-
ed her by the glimmer of dawn.

*Up then trew the red, rod oock,
And up and crew the gray;

The eldcsl to the soudzestsald,
‘Tistimo wo were away.”

At Magdalen's bidding, Rachel had asked
for tho keys of tho cottage from Blyth, be.
forc ho bad said good-might to them a fow
hours ago. Thoy lay outside her door now
—a heavy, rusty lamp of irob—as the
sizters stole out in the early gleaming.

Blyth had asked leavs to go witg them
and help them at the cottage, But
Magdalen had 30 tarned away, silont, with
a Jittle siuddering movement of her should-
crs cxpressing dislike of strange company,
that Rachel haatily refused, with an ex-
presivo Jook of thanks to the young man.

Tho sistors wero again their long, black
cloaks and littla heads. Magdalen had
3 nover parted from hers all the years sho had
) boca away, but carried them in a bundle,
4] wanted 20 bave it resdy for when

will nover know I have boen away. It will
all bo juss tho old lifo again togethor, I
am glad to como back to i.."

The cottage was in all respects just as it
had been left after Magdalen's flight and
Rachel’s hurried departure in iliness. Only
for & layor of dust over overything, it scem-
cd to havo been desorted but yesterday,

By ovening Blyth camo towards tho little
brown house under the cliff, and waited out-
sldoat tho Logum-stone for Joy; because
ho saw Magdalen's dark figoro ;wandering
down from tho upper glen, under covert
of trees and bushes, with n secret alr. ‘It
scemed to him, alinost, as if ncither of the
wisht sistors bad ovor gono awsy.

In the carly morning Joy had gone up to
the cottago, carrying the provisions that, a3
sho guessed Magdalen’s smpatienco had not
suffered to walt for. All day tho young girl
stay+d with her aunt al'ently helping hor to
clean, rub, and scour all in the littlo house
to tho old epotless perfection, All day loug
Magdalen was rambling alene cut on the
heathery moors, or down the glen among
the hawthorns by tho waterfall,

Rachel and Joy spoke hardly a wort to
oach other, They had drawn so close to-
gether tn the past year, and wore so dear to
each other, and now—

Joy had said, .

‘ Must the old life begin ogain for you?
It ought not, it. shall not. I witl como every
d‘ _ll

¢ fush, dear, it must!” Rachel re-
plicd. *You bave been my sunshine! it
is & blessing to look back upon1 But she,
Magdalen, bas taken sucha hold on my life,
wo gecmed 80 ordained to be bound together,
that it is asacred duty laid upon me from
Heaven, I believe, to give hermy whole
thoughta and powers, s ehe wishes, to the
end, At times, it has o2emed to me asif
she could not dis—would nover venture
down into the river of dcath—unlees I came
too. A wrong fancy! She will bave a
better guide, then,  Still, it often mado me
fee), even when wo thought her lost on the
moors, that she counld not Le really gone
from carth without me.”

And now, at sunset, Blyth had come to
seek his betrothed, and Joy, shading her
eyes, prescntly came out to look for him,

s ¢ to iy mother a mionte," she
sald.  **She wishes 20 much to t sk you.”
{Nay, that was Joy'sown sweet persuasion,
as Blyth very well knew ; but he honored
the amall, loving pretence.) .

Magdalen, ritting in the little porch, with
her hood pulled over her {ace, being per-
baps confused in her own inind botween
past and preseat, perhaps playing at trying
to restore her own feclings—who can say 1—
roge with dignificd grace and gave him hor
hand.

“Yon wish to many my dauylter,
Juanita da Silva, I am told,” she said.
* Wail, you are a worthy young man, und
as I hear you havoe gold-ininesin Australia—
or, what, Joy, sheep f-rms, do you say 1 No
matter, it 'xﬂ means richey, wealth) o.l
will givo my consent, as you can keep er in
a position befitting her rank, Good-by, and
* posion Sk ser ok Goodby,

She hastily turncd and disappeared into
the inner bedroom beforo Blyth could epeak
Nor did he again ses her, indeed, for many
a day; and then—the mecting was atill
more strange,

But Rachel's majestic form stood looking
after tho yeung people as_they went away.,
Her still smile, 80 brave it told nothing of
what was passing in her heart, scemed yot
to lighten upon them as they halted in the
diatance, and beckoned their last greotings
from tho Logan-atonoe.

Ah1 and yot it was 30 hard, they thoughs
together ; 80 hard for ber to have tsatod
somo of the bappiness of domestic lifo and
requited afloction without constant fears;
yet now, to have come to take up tho old
barden again, and travel on once more the
weary old road !

But how did they know whether Rachol
Estonia folt it so?  If littlo has been said
of her ioner feclings of late, it is becavso of
such spirits as hers ie littlo to say, unless
when great trials or dutics call forth their

wers, Sho had scemed to herself in a

ream, relioved of her heavy duty,
yet wandering over to find it sgain. Thereo
was no place fitted in tho world for her,
unless she might once more undertako some
weighty task—a0 used had shobeen to such,

And now in the browning twilight, there
came a rustle behiex;g‘ ber;

agdalen’s
breath ww oz kher ch

Ing talk, Silence !
want ; and you always llked what I liked,
Rachel. It will bo such a great rest,
old life ia best for me, alter all.”

dalen musingly roplied.
a dream, travolling, end the new acenes and

gono too far,

—_——
played it. ¢ Whero s yours, Rachel ? Ob, | *So thoy aro gone ! Ah, it is botter; I
you must put it on too.” The poopls round | am so tired of sce ngl many faces, aud hoar.

borty | that is what I
The
“But you wero happy whilo away,

nister 1"

{Rachel used tho old torm, .once fancifully
begun by Magdalen, who grew weary of

hcﬁlri)ng thelir names mutually reiterated, sho
sald,

* Yes, yes; very happy in a way,” Mag-
Uaingly repliod . ¢ It was all lile

ple, aights and crowds and music. I felt
ike a child at timnos, straying dowu tho
primrose-path, you know, and gathering
Hlawers ; and oftcn I was half frightencd at
times, being alone. Then it secined to me
as if you were tomehoiw appointed my guide
to heaven, and that you would bo sure to
call me back, and look for me beforo I had
That was not tho narrow,
right path, was it? Ah, I fear I hava been
a silly stray shesp for you to watch over
poor Rachel 1  WWell, but now I mean totry
to bo good, and follow you wherover you
wish, dear; I do indeed *

Summer had passed into antumn, and the
yellow stubble-ticlds wero cmpty, while the
stock-yards and granaries were full,

Tho Red House was just as fallof glad-
ness and health, in a quict manner of xejolc

ing, For old Farmer Berrington had taken
anow leaso of life, so the doctors owned,
with astopishment. And indecd, he did,
thercafter, live hale and hearty, however
Leavy, to a still riper, good old age before
he fehd alecp ; and his mortal remains
wera 1ai8@sido those of his forofathers,

And, for more good news, Blyth and Joy
Berrington, bis wife, had come back, aftera
short and happy time thattheyhad goneaway
together, following their quict marrisge by
license (to aveid goesip) in the neniest large
town,

They might indecd have 2tayed away
longer, for it was lovely weather, witha
soft, warm sun by day and*only mild
hoar-frost at night ; and the coun:rg the{
wandered in was one of lakes, and hig
mountains, and rural, old-fashioned inns,
delightfuland new to both ; and lastly they
were now too new to cach other's way to
feel anything bntbn%py und at eascand per-
fectly trustful of cach other under whatever
fittlo trials of traval might happen.

But ono morning Joy wasuncasy, And
as she could not shako off tho strange im-
pression, she told Blyth presently of a dream
that scemed to haunt her. She had imagin-
ed she awoko in the dead of th- paat nigh¢,
in the bour when the deepestalcep falls upon
men, feeling a cold air blow over her face,

And then—though it wasquito dark—she,
opening her oyes, saw hor mother sitting on
tae bed at her feet like a white, illuminated
shadow,

{TO BE CONTINUED.)

e o
A Tomb Opened by a Tree.

Very ncar whero we live is the ancieat
Garten Church, in a large cemetery. In this
cemotery is a most curious monument. A
lady died and roport says that sho waas
poisoned by her nephow, Upon one of the
atones which marks her gravo is an inscrip-
tion declaring that *“tais  <ve should not
be opencd till eternity, ’ Now pature would
not allow hersclf to bo thus defied, and a
very largo treo has growa up from the cen
tro of tho grave and forced every stono out
of its proper place,  Three immenso blocks
of granite, fastened togother by tho strong-
cat iron clamps, form the foundation, upon
which rest three other blocks, sarmounted
by aaingle block, over which is carved a
store pall.  The treo’s roots havorisen up
from under tho stoncs and formed long
claws, which scem instinet with lifo an

asp the stoncs as if witha death-like grip,

unting every clamp and twisting tho
atoncs and turning them on one side and an-
other in & most curious and wonderful man-
ner. A most curious feature, too, is the
fact that thero is not another tree of this
kind in the canetery and mot oven in tho
wholo town,

cre Goetho's Lotta isburied. Mer grand-
son lives in_Hanover and is o wealthy
bachclor. Mo proposes to crect a suitable
building in which to place his valuable col-
lection of curios and then present them to
the town,—Hanover Lelter,

The next day, once more a faint blag

I came back,” she w with a little
oir of pride ot her own Joreeight as ate dis.

STBA’

Tho scason
050 who ht
mall, are c:
talogues t¢
Bant or vine
@) confurio
olific raspb
B scious pean
ple, it is I
rust not to
octh about
ut compel b
mo reliable
foro you
ates, DBe
curselves, a
sre them w
papers, or
ble journali
B hat will be
For a grea
od eoil ag 1
{ the fruit :
n A moist, 1
cason  CApL
antish on r
hico Speal

2 is os well
©uh 504 th
Len they .
weet and
empt one t
g tried fo
d somo w
‘Seth Boyd
bosssssing '
il ‘Lennig’s v
Jh piak, ¢
vis ¢
ttle girl o
wso they
e could «
flavor tha
‘Wiison ¢
pld stand b
To cuiltiv
a stand ov:
0 sure is ¢
t is anoth
But if they
Fith one b
abor is ligi
baust bo s
2 a mulch
he time tt
ast Lo of
ho yerms
SR :cen grase
he parpos
In autur
btz mucl
lants, for
blooming ¢
io a baro t
bink wak
Qg scason
ud liquid
sod thos
Bon develo
hes isa
a fact the
next jottiy
Brapherric

Mr. Ct
kamberh

o

. Jame

Ty, and
[years ago
has sold o
hne-cent §

nid thy
proprictor
French co



