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of some interest to the bystanders. Ac-
cordingly he stood gazing, in rather a
preoccupied fashion, at the carriages,
when the door of a first-class compart-
ment opened, and a girl stepped out up-
on the platform near him. Before see-
ing her face one might have imagined
her to be a child of scarcely more than
fourteen or fifteen. This was Derrick’s
first impression; but when she turned
toward him he saw at once that it was
not a child. And yet it was a small
face, with delicate oval features, smooth,
clear, and stray locks of hazel brown
hair that fell over the low forehead. She
had evidently made a journey of some
length, for she was encumbered with
‘travelling wraps, and in her hands she
held a little flower-pot containing a clus-
ter of early blue violets,—such violets
as would not bloom so far north as Rig-
gan for weeks to come. She stood upon
the platform for a moment or so, glanc-
ing up and down as if in search of some
one, and then plainly deciding
that the object of her quest had not ar-
rived, she looked at Derrick in a busi-
ness-like, questioning way. She was
going to speak to him. The next minute
she stepped forward without a shadow
of girlish hesitation.
*“May I trouble you to tell me where
I can find a conveyance of some sort,”

dramatic in her championship of the
girl, had as much to do with the success
of her half-commanding appeal as any-
thing else.
hardened of them faltered before her
daring, scornful words, and the fire in
her face.
from them henceforth, it was plain.

perb, so statuesque, and yet 8o woman-
ly a figure, that a thrill shot through
the heart of the man watching her.
‘*Lasses,” she cried her voice fairly
ringing, ‘‘do yo' see this? A bif o' a
helpless thing as canna answer back
yo're jeere ! Aye! look at it well, aw
on yo.” Some on yo's getten th’ loike at
whoam. An’ when yo've looked at th’
choild, look at th’ mother ! Seventeen
year owd, Liz is, an' th’ world’s gone
wrong w1’ her. I wunnot say as th’
world's gone ower reet wi' ony on us;
but them on us as has had th’ strength
to howd up agen it, need na set our foot
on them as has gone down. Happen
theer's na so much to choose betwixt us
after aw. But I've gotten this to tell
yo'—them as has owt to say ¢’ Liz, mun
say it to Joan Lowrie !”

Rough, and coarsely pitiless as the
majority of thein were, she had touched
the right chord. Perhaps the bit of the

But at least, the most

Liz would be safe enough

That evening while arranging his

ing it high in her strong arms—so su-

‘ somewhat testily—he was not partial to
the interposition of obstacles even in
suggestion—‘‘My dear, if you had been
brought into contact with these people
as closely a I have, or even as Grace has,
you would learn that they are not prone
to regard things from a metaphysica)

Metaphysics are not in
They are more apt to look
upon life as a matter of bread and bacon

standpoini.
their line.

than as a problem.”

he noticed.

was mutual.

his domestic relations.

their pec:liar charms.
them and indulgent to them.

himself-wholly deserving.

A shadow fell upon Anice’s face, and
before the visit ended, Derrick had ob-
served its presence more than once. It
was always her father who summoned it,
And yet it was evident
that she was fond of the man, and in no
ordinary degree, and that the affection
As he was contented with
himself, so Barholm was contented with
He was fond of
his wife, and fond of his daughter, as
much, perhaps, through his appreciation
of his own good taste in wedding such a
wife, and becoming the father of such a
daughter, as through his appreciation of
He was proud of
They re-
flected a credit on him of which he felt

“They are very fond of him,” re.
marked Grace afterward to his friend;

porcelain, reading his favourite news-
paper the while.

window; there was a vase of corcuses,

of the table; there was sunshine outside
and comfort in. The Rector had a good
appetite and an unimpaired digestion.
Anice rose when he entered and touched
the bell.

‘“‘Mamma’s headache will keep her up-
stairs for a while,” she said. *‘She told
me we were not to wait for her.” And
then she brought him his newspaper and
kissed him dutifully.

“Very glad to see you home again, I
am sure, my dear,” remarked the Rec-
tor. ‘I have really missed you very
much. What excellent coffee this is !—

another cup if you please.” And, after
a pause—

“I think really, you know,” he pro-

ceeded, ‘‘that you will wot find the

place unpleasant, after all. For my

part, I think it is well enough—for such

a place; one cannot expect Belgravian

polish in Lancashire miners, and cer-

tainly one does not meet with it; but it

is well to make the best of things, I

pretty pale blue gown, and with a few
crocuses at her throat, awaited his com-
ing behind the handsomest of silver and

Her little pot of emi-
grant violets exhaled a faint, spring-like

odour from their sunny place at the

snowdrops and ivy leaves in the centre

flavour of rebuke her companion’s. He
passed down the street with ecclesiasti-
cal dignity, bestowing a curt, but not un-
amiable word of recognition here and
there. Unkempt, dirty-faced children,
playing hop-scotch or marbles on the
flag pavement, looked upat him with a
species of awe, not unmingled with sec-
ret resentnient; women louging on door-
steps, holding babies on their hips, star-
ed in critical sullenness as he went by.
““Theer’s th’ owd parson,” commented
onc sharp-tongued .matron. ‘“‘Hoo’s
goin’ to teach some one summat I war-
rant. What th’ owd lad dunnot know
is na worth knowin.” Eh ! hoo's graide-
l*:' foo', that hoo 18. Our Tommy, if tha
dost na let Jane Ann be, tha'lt be get-
tin’ a hidin’.”

Unprepossessing as most of the col-
liers’ homes were, Lowrie's cottage was
a trifle less inviting than the majority.
It stood upon the roadside, an ugly little
bare place, with a look of stubborn de-
solation, its only redeeming feature a
certain rough cleanliness. The same
cleanliness reigned inside, Barholm ob-
served when he entered; and yet on the
whole there was a stamp wpon it which
made it a place scarcely to be approved
of. Before the low fire sat a girl witha
child on her knee, and this girl, hearing
the visitor's footsteps, got up hurriedly,

man, an’ he wur kind to
got tired.

me, until he
Them sort allus gets tired o'
yo'i' time, Joan says, I wish I'd ha’

towd Joan at first, an’ axed her what to
do.”

Barholm passed his hand through his
hair uneasily. This shallow, inconse-
quent creature baffled him. Her shame,
her grief, her misery, were all mere
straws eddying on the pool of her dis-
comfort. It was not her sin that crush-
ed her, it was the consequence of it;
hers was not a sorrow, it was a petulant
unhappiness. If her lot had been pros-
perous outwardly, she would have felt
no inward pang.

It became more evident to him than
ever that something must .be done, and
#€applied himself to his task of reform
to the best of his ability. But he ex-
hausted his repertory of sonorous phrases
in vain. His grave exhortations only
called forth fresh tears, and a new ele-
ment of resentment; and, to crown all,
his visit terminated with a discourage-
ment of which his philosophy had never
dreamed.

In the midst of his most eloquent re-
proof, a shadow darkened the threshold,
and as Liz looked up with the exclama-
tion—‘Joan !” a young woman, in pit- ,
girl guise, came in, her hat pushed off
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Grace's veins,”’ said Derrick, communing girl's tormentors in o fauis o wiath, I have told you—only understand them, | for some one else. afraid you will have time to lose interest [ have been spared all this sin and shame. of Ling in he
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} yet it would have to be but a few drops yo'rsens '—badgerin' a slip o' a wench the man with a curious expression. comfort among the lower classes always; | way through the village towards Low-||ike an abused child— past and the
indeed,” hastily. ‘‘On the whole I loike this “Do you think,” she said quickly, | there was the same thing to contend |re's cottage, onthe Knoll Road. He “I know it " = “True.” sa
A . ; . i : : S 4 : ow it's hard enow,” she cried ’
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blood of his own.” noan o' them,” sobbed the girl. “T'd that sort of way, papa? Do you think [ mining districts. And the Rectory was | to the collier young woman and her un- at th' f:m:nrieu ey mun?j it can read but
The following day Miss Barholm came. rather dee ony day nor do it! I'd ray- it is wise to remind them that we know | substantial and comfortable, even pictur- | happy charge. Orthodox phrases with AN h'a' notng Gta nlaie ::gh written in sn
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2 that. : : . Joan, I might starve and th' choild too man.
i he was standing upon the platform when | o0 gig Joan, “gi' me thy because we have been more fortunate 1 It | there were trees in abundance, ivy on|always ready with the man; he never | p . % osn o badl 'd inak’ out “There is
one of the London trains came in. |} o4 » really seems to me that the rebell§oul the walls, and Anice would do the rest. | found it necessary to prepare them be- |y | FA I U,‘;".':il s I Chiok.
There were generally so few passengers She bent down and took it from her, | ones would ask themselves what right | The breakfast-room l(?oked specially en- | forehand. The flavour of approval was thiel i wuryfond s he’wur " Thore is
! on such trains who were likely to 80P | .14 then stood up before them all. hold- | ¥ had to be more fortunate.” ! couraging this morning. Anice, in a | to be Joan's portion this morning; the | . . f ; 8o thev bo
at Riggan, that the few who did so were : : ‘ “My dear,” returned the Rector, gentleman too. He wur no labouring 3
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“T am one of Grace's friends,” he an- | *“There is a poor lass as I'm fain to help, | the shadow on Anice’s face. deficient in courage. He means well, | «Dear me ! T might have remembered
swered, ‘‘Fergus Derrick.” {if T could do it, but I ha’ not th’ power.{ I want to tell you something,” Miss | but he is not good at reading character. | ¢hat they would be at this time. ‘Ve];
She managee to free one of her small | I dunnot know of any one as has, ex-|Barholm said this evening to Grace at|That other young fellow now—Derrick, | well; T will take a seat, my girl, and hll;
hands, and held it out to him. | cept yo'rsen and th’ parson, an’ I know | parting. *‘T do not think T am afraid of | the engineer—would do twice 'as well in | ¢, you a little. I suppose V“ul’mow 1;1«
She hah arrived earlier than had been {mure o’ yo' than I do o’ the parson, so I|Riggan at all. I think I shall like it all [ hig place. What do you think of that | the minister at the church—Mr. Bar.
cxpected, it tarned out, and through |thowt I'd ax yo' 'to speak to him about the better because it is 80 new. young fellow, by the way, my dear ?" holm.”

Just at that moment the child set upa
fretful cry and Joan crossed the room
and took it up in her arms.

“Yo've feart th’ choild betwixt yo',”

she said, “‘if yo've managed to do mowt
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