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TWO CHRISTMAS EVES.

THE FIRST CHRISTMAS EVE.
. s ﬂ - : - ‘. .

The sun was setting ulowvéy over the hjlls in
3he niountainous county of Westmoreland, and
the dark green trees stood out in bold reliet
-agzinst the gold and crimson sky, To the right
and left as far as the eye could resch lay vast
fields of snow, touched here and there with
glaams of the splendour of the dyinzsun. Silence
reigned supreme and nabure was alone, except
for the presence of a gitl who was leaning
againit a wooden fence which divided one large
field from another, She was apparently deep in
meditation, and that of no pleasant nature, for
from time to time was heard s low agonizing
sob, and she mutjered to heraelf in a despairing
voice, ** Ob, if I knew, if I even know, even the
worst—anything is better than this cruel sus-

Madeline Austic—for this is the name of the
girl—is tall and alight, of aboub two and twenty
ears of age, not pretty 40 the casual observer,
Eub possessing an attraction far greater than
that of mere prettiness, Her chief and, to many,
her only beauty is her subura hair, of that
peculinr shade that Paul Veronese and painters
of hiz school loved to depict; her com-
plexion is of the pale, clear type waich
generally goes with auburn hair, and her
eyes are gray in some lights, her detractors eay
green, io others, She is attired in a long
scarlet cloak bordered with dark fur and
wears & fur tuque cn her hend. Her face is
worn with grief and pale from eleepless nights
and distress of mind, yet through all her
grief and anxiety no tezrs bad dimmed the
clear steadfastness of Madeline Austin’s eyes,
for hera was ona of those natures which can
suffer and be stroxg. Even those with whom
she lives, her fathér and brother, have not bad
tha faintest conception of what she has suffered
during the past three weeks, for she gives mo
sign bub goes about her dall'y duties with the
same energy as in ber unclouded life hefore
this great troubla came. I cannot belp thinking
how well it is for those happy mortals who can
_ relieve their burdened-hearts by tears, and how
much less they suffer than those atrange
natures who scldom ornever weep.

Presently a heavy step comes crunching over
the crisp snow and a loud voice says, *‘Good
evening, Miss Madeline, & penny for your
thonghta.” .

“Ab! Squire Maratop,” snswers Madeline
#] fear they are hardly worth even the pro-
verbial penny.” . .

 Oh, no,” rejoined the Squire with a laugh ;
* I am the beat judge of that ; but _stay, have
you heard the news about Geoffrey Lyndon ?”

* What,” eays the girl, turning pale and
stretching out her right hand to support herself
ageinab the fence. What—what about him 3"

*“Why, I'm surprised you haven’t heard,”
goéd on the Squire, prosily. *‘Judge Moore has
found him gaflty cf theft and manslaughter,
and has sentepced himt to pemal servitude igr
life, und secved the youby séamp #&ht, awv L

oreply. A moment or two passes, and ths

Squire loois ab his companion. She ia dendly
 white ; her hands are grasping the rails of the
fence convulaively and her eyes are full of horror
and de:pair. The Squire is roused at last,
‘* Why, dMadeline,” he says, * 1 bad no idea
you cared. Tae girl interrupted him quickly,
and sayv, in o straoge, far-away voics, ** Don's
apeak to me now, please ; indeed, I cannot bear
_it,” and. turning her back oa him, walks slowly
towards her home,

Squire Murton walches _her retreating figare
till ip is out of sight, then gives a long, long low
whistle, which expresses volumes of compresaed
astonishmest. I must eay o word about Squire
Marton. ke is & typical English gentleman
of the fux-hunting type—s man of forty.six—
in person stout and of nredinm height, red-faced,
with cbeaight black hair and small, sleepy hlue
eyes, dimuwed by much beer drinking, So much
for the cu‘er mamn, his character may best b
deacribed by negatives, for with ons exception—
his love of fux buoting—he had no decided
tastes. He was not, a8 you doubtless bave
Euenaed, overburdened with braine and the few

o did posscss were lying dormant for want oi
exercige, for having a comfortable income of
£5,000 n year and a good estate, he considered
sll exerilon quite snperfluons,

Now John Marton-had loog cherished for
Madeline Austin, a secret likeiog. I cannob
dignify it by the name of love, such natures as
his are incapable of thavtn ita highest and most
envobling sense. He, like the Laird of Cock-

pen, ‘‘at his table head thought she'd
look weel,” DMadeline bad losg been
aware of his sentiments through the me-

dium of her father, who was anxious to see his
daughter comfortably settled, more especially
that his son-in-law elect had promiced to pay
him (Austin) £3,000 on the wedding-day. DBub
Madeline's heart was given elsewhere, For the
last two yesrs she had been secretly eugagad to
Geoffrey Lyndon, a young man ‘possessed of
little a8 yet bub talents and indomitahle energy,
and, with these, what is impossible? He had
been for three years studying law in the Middles
Temple in London, and was only in the neigh-
borhood of W—— (the county town near which
Madeline lived) at Christmas and during the
long vacation, Thess holidayz he spant with
his widowed mother, who lived in a smsall dower
house, not far from Austin Manor, Of course
it was out of the question that Madeline and
Geoffrey should marry for some years yet, but
they were perfectly content to wait, happy in
their great trust of each other, and sangnine of
the good fortune which the future might bring.
However, just lataly Madeline had been much
troubled by hints from her father and brother
concerning Squire Marton, and indeed Ivan
Austin had gone so far as to tell her that she
. and she alone conld save their house from ruin
and themeelves from disgrace.

Ivan Austin was a young man of about
six and twenty, and his character lacked all
those good qualities o highly developed in that
of his sister ; he was weak, cowardly and extra-
vagant to the last degree. Always a delicate
boy, he had never heen denied anything he
" wished for, and now the trials and raspounsibil-

ities of manhood had come, he lacked the
Jush ab
present he was in dire diatress, for, some three
weeks previons to tha beginniog of my story, he
had rzceived a notice from a Jew with whom he
had had negotiations, in the form of loans, to
. say he must pay within seven days time. Three |.

stamina wherewith to sustain them.

days of the seven had paesed in dire perplexity,
and on the evening of the third he went to .2

" thing men call fate would have it, the conversi-

tion at desert turned on the subject of the won-

- derful fortunes some acquired 1n business and
- more particularly on ‘that achieved by a’ M,
Green, who lived a qusrter of a mile from
Marston Hall. This gentleman was a retired
vea merchbant and was immensely wealthy and
very accentric. . His chief peculiarity was that

“he poaitively refused, in spite of she advies of all,

his ’friends, o .keep any money in the county
bank, The bulk of nis fortnne was invested in
three per cent. console, bub be always Lept
from two to three thoussnd pcunda in gold and
.. bank notes in hia dressing case, This circum-

stance was well known in the neighborhood, for’
Mr. Green’s housekeeper was a most invetsrate |. .

D8B1P. . . .
£ The morning after Squjre Marston's dinner-
party, the inbabivants of the quiet town were
startled by ‘the news that Mr. Green’s houre
had been broken into the night before, that he
had been found by the butler at6 o'clock that
" morning in o seneeless condition and that £2000
ware missing from his dressing-case, The doc-
tor had been immediately oslled in bus pro-
nounced the case hopeless, Mx. Gresn had been
struck on dhe back of the hend by some heavy
object—ho might linger for some daya but re-
covery was uot to_be looked . for. - 'Wild excite-
ment prevailed all over the district and many
were tte conjectures. as to the perpstrator of
. the deed. Geoffrey Lyndon bad returned to
+ Yrondon that morning by the 8 olclock ex-

. press, baving benrd nothing of ‘the catas-

: .in "his - room
in, -the :Temple the. . following - afternoon

. studying some, intricate legal point when' he

~‘trophe. :MHe was  sitting

was disturbed;by.» hasty knocking. at the. door.

- Before he had time to:dpen. it; threa’ policemen.
-Tenteved;and-ong of 1hem:walked over to where:
:Geoffrey etood, Iaid his hacd on"hie ahoulder,:

" ny'ihfin‘-n" peremptory ‘tone,
don

‘| man, - What & joke?-

: i mily,
- large dinner party at Squire Marston’s. As the replied Jones, gloomily

¢ Geoffroy Lyn’-,
ou in the name of ‘the Queen.
imed Lyndon, ** you arrest me.
that’s wonderful for?
You have mistaksn your
No! no lnnﬁo l; ﬁo“ No.
ioke at all, youtg man, as you will fin your
}eout?. Yo'nya're gharged with mansiaughter and
theft, and I advise yon to come quietly with us,
for the more fuss you make, the worse it will be
for you,” * Manslaughter, theft { * said Lyn-
don, rubbiog hilll eygs, “why, I x;,%nsh be dream-
ing, hat—what do you mean
e N:vvv, nope of that,” interrupted the oﬂiee;r
roughly,. *I know thab little ruse, and it won’t
do with me, Come with us now, or else I shall
have to put these bracelets on you (showing &
air of hond-cuffs) and you won b like that.
Ehere was no help for it ; he bad t0 g
W.—there to await his trial ab the nexs assiza,
which took place three weeks after his arrest..
This now brings us back to the scene at which
my atory opened, Squirs Marston had then
just told Madeline Austin the resnlt of the

trial,

. arresb
“What | ex
What in the pams of
I am not s Nihiliat,

EART IL

i# n windy March morning ; cold and cheer-
lau{b;mn. bitin, yeaah wind blowing over the West-
‘moreland hills ; but in l?_lte of the unpromising
state of the weather the little town of W— s
on the alerd ; for is not a grand weddin, to take
placs to-day ? The bells of St. Agatha's (the
parish church) are ringing out joyfully, and al-
ready (st half-past nine) the village nchool
children are ranged, dressed in white frocks, in
two long rows, stretchiog from the gate to the
church door, tbeir sprons full of flowera to atraw
on the path of the bride. Fer Madeline Austin
is n great favorite with rich and poor, but mare
especially with the lotter class, You will, rer-
hape, not he surpriced to learn that she has con-
sented to sacrifice her own feelings in-order to
save her father and brother, though her heart is
far away in that dreary Portland prison where
Arthwm iyndon is dragging on & most miserable
existence. .

But hueh | thare is a ssir amongad the crowd
of rustics at the gate as Squire Muraton and his
friend, ir Peter Leicester, walk into the
church. Then come the numercus fal.e alarms
and whispers of ‘‘here she comes,” ‘‘now I see
her,” *YJook, Jook,” which are inevitable at every
wedding. However, ab last she does gome, ac-
companied by her father and the vicar's daugh-
ter, who is bridesmsid, and very beaubiful
Madeline Austin looks, .Although very pale,
she is quite self-possessed and .carries her head
well up. Juat as she enters the churcn door the
sun peeps through the clonds and lights up her
auburp hair gleaming bhrough the lacy folds of
ber veil, Then the ceremony begins, and
Madeline goes through ib with & berotsm worthy
of a batter cause. At length all isover, the
register is signed, the Wedding March peals out
triumphantly, and Sgquire snd Mrs, Marsson
walk down the path through the rows of village
children, who make pretty speaches and ecatter
choice flowers right und left. So the sacrifice ig
completed : and few even dream that it i3 a
sacrifice, ' .

——en

THE SECOND CHRISTMAS EVE.

Again it is Cbristmas Eve, kul three yeary
lntaf, and Time, with its levelling hand, has
goftenad somewhatold grievances and explained
away. mistakes. Madsline Marston has baun
laid in her grave for nearly a year. Ivan Austin
had died two years hefore, and on his death bed,
filled with » bardy remorse, he had confrssed to
the thefs of £2,000 from Mr. Green. e said
he had no intention of killing the old man, but
while stooping over the dressing caso ke heard 2
movement, and looking up saw the tea merchant
coming towards him. Withont caleulating the
strength of his blow he caught up a thick walk-
ing abick be had brought with him and siruck
hiin on the head, instantly knocking him down,
then caught up the money and rushed home with
all possible speed. While going down stairs be
tack out a pocket-handkerchief, which be had
borrowed from Arthur Lyndon st the dinner
party that night, and in his excitement dropped
iton the stairs. 'This handkerchief was found
by the polics pext morning and, combined with
Lyndon's hurried departure to Londan, helped
to fasten the guilt rm him. So he (Liyndon)
woe tried and convicted, Ivan Austin all the
whils making no sign.

And Chris‘émas-tide is here once more and the
bells of Sv. Agntha's are rioging out & joylul
peal for midnight service to erald the day of
peace and good will, The church 18 brilliantly
lighted and faint rays_of nightnessare thrown
aven to a distant snd gloomy corner of the
churchyard known as the Marston lot. A beam
of moonlight touches & plain white marble cross
staading therein and revenls on it ths words :—

MADELINE DMARSTON,
Aged 25.
“ Blegsed are the Dead which die in the Liord.’

But see ! a dark shadow intercepts the light
sndugquiie Marston advances and stands with
bent head and Grooping shoulders clege to the
tamb of his wife. Hus honds are clenched and
has frame is shaken by deep ob3, and h? muz-
murs brokenly, “0h that 1 could atone! Uh
that ahe knew ! O, Madeline, Madeline, how I
repent the courae}ﬁ{[ took 3 5 Jt,xldged him harshly ;

d make amends. L.
wcgll}gdle:?;,l as if in mnewer to his wish, there
stands before bim, like an apparition, Arthur
Lyndon,—but so changed, 8o ha gard and worn,
that he is only & shadow of his tormer self, for
two years of penal servitude. But the soul of
the man is uncganged s the same upright, honess
glance shinea from his clear eyes, 83 ha stretches
out his hand across the grave of his lost love ahd
saye.to Marston, * You were her husband ; I
forgive.” And just then, as if in glad anawer to
the words, the Christmas peals agala ring out
and the white-robed choristera of St. Agatha's
‘chant these glorious old words of the angelic
20Dg :—

“ 1 the Highest and on Earth,
gégg,i;goggivim towuﬁs men.» o.M

Montreal, 1888.

AN OLD FAVORITE o for 50
opular with the people lor
;};ﬂa hi:s B:.e nFc?wRar’s Extract of Wild Straw-
berry for all varieties of summer complaints
of children or adults, Iv seldom or ever fails
to cure cholera morbus, diarchea and dysgn-
tory Y
% Dress,” said Smith, with all the force PE an

Pkt T t wmake a man.’’ “No,
origiual idea, * G0 O as he fingered his wife’a

dresa-maker's bill he had just received, ‘‘but it
often hreaks a man.”

-
FROM MANITOBA. roen
4 cured of chronic disrrbcea by
bhe'{:xsl;a;'fa I;):eﬁow]er’s Extract of Wild Straw-
berry. I used aboud twelve bottles of it and am
pow entirely free §rom the disease, William

McLaren, Clearwater, Man.

. r segvecy is the only mystery of
nbﬁ p!;:[:le; myatazv ia -the only secrecy of
weak and cunniog ones, —[Chesterfeld.

. A DOZEN YEARS.
s irs,~TFor twelve yesrs I muffered
fronln) S:Epgpsi'a and liver complaint and was a0
weale I could not leave my bed for sight months,
and had ittle bope of ever being cured. Threa
yeara ago I tried Bnrdock Bl'_\od Bitters, and
2m thapkful to say .l mow enjoy good health,
and I advise all who are affiioted to try B. B,
B  Mrs. Herriest Hobbs, Muir Avenue,

Brocktor, Onﬁ. . .

here is hardly ever & complete gileaca in our
so:ﬁs.e eGoi is w{ispering to us well nigh inoces-.
gantle. Whenever the sounds of the world di¢
ous in the soul,*or sink low, then we hear ,Hld:B
whirperings of God. He is alwayn wlusperz'l%ig'1 h0
us. only we do not always hear, baogw;@ g ne
noise snd hurry, snd distraction Wwhich Lie
causes as ib hurries on,—F, W. Fa0tr,

ara s dy. hings, con-

To character:and suogssdy. two & s
tra?:i‘;u:o:;“” thay 8y .80em, mnst ?o' to-
gether—hnmbla , dépendence. aud manly- in-
'gﬂpé'ﬁdehéh‘j,hﬂmbla depandence on God and

manly rellance os gelf.—L Wordawerth,

e

GODFRRY, Tt

go back to |

} PENIAN.

L
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XX VI-{Continued) .

+And,’ pursued Gertrudé impatiently, ‘thab i
will take a1l her fine fortune to keep her in
“fadders”——feathers, I mean ; 1'zha.t was what
'Kitty said she heard in the town.’ .

This addition was received in stony silence
by ber elders, She returned to her ocqupation
of poking the hedges with a long wand, which
she had brokep from s hazel bush for the pur-
pose, the aimof which was to discover bird’s
nests by frightening their occupants off.

Before long, however, she threw away the rod
and put on her gloves. They were in aight of
the yard door, which stood wide open. 'hree
or four strange vehicles, a queer old covered
ear, and two side cars were drawn up by onme
wall of the great yard, which was unusually
clean and tidy. The korses had been taken out

.

r

locked up out of the way, The house door was

seamed to come out a8 they approached.

The Mauleverers atood for a moment befors
the door a8 if uncertain whether to enter’or not,
Marion hung back unwilliog, bub their presence
was soon observed, and Mre. Ahearne came out
in baste to welcome them and lead them in.

The kitchen was fgll, and bs: tv;aa the passage,
of people coming and going e inner room.
Iut?oe ﬁlis Masrion and Gertrude were speedily
conveyed, to find themaelyes ab_once the ceantre
of all oyes. Although 1t was daylight still, a
great pazaflin lamp filled the room with ita bot
Jigbt nnd swell, this last all but drowniog the
fumes ofthe whisky punch; caudles burned on
the chimpey-piece and on the top of the piano.

* Mies Delsnty * hailed Mrs. Ahearns in a
loud voigs, ‘this is Miss Maulever, who pays

ou the honor to call, and her sister Miss

erirude.’ . .

Peter Quin, dressed in a blue body coat with
beass - butsons, moved to_ one ride with an
obsequious bow, thus allowing to be seen a tall
youngish woman of twenty-seven or more, who
rose from her chair snd equaring her elgow 1n
the most approved fashion, offered her hand
boldly to boch the newcomera, She was not ill-
looking, but her face was hard and at the same
time foolish. She wore a costly alk drees,
elaborately frilled and trimmed ; a gold watch-
chain hung clogely over ber shoulders; a huge
gilver-gilt locket, and massive-looking fringed
earringe—these last the gifs of her bebrothed—
completed the liat of her decorations, unless a
pair of kid gloves, the same colour of her dress,
which she carsied in her bhands, bs accounted
such.

Marion shrank away, awed by her buld
scrubiny, and made her way to Mary Abearne,
who was sitting in the window near Mra, Quin
snd ber daughter. Honor Quin was fully con-
gcious of a much etiffer silk and finec gold watch
chain, although hera was nob o obtrusively dis-
played as the bride-eloct’s ornaments, She sat
very stiflly and decoronsly, limiting her conver
gation to replying shortly to the salutations of
the young males amnong the company,

Poter Quin’s face were his customary fixed
smile, and bis cuaning little eyes were wskiog
an inventory of everythicg while he exchanged
the most complimentary ‘and amiebla speaches
with Delanty, a ehopkeeper in the seme
live of business as himeel{, Lake avemed
rather pleased than otherwise. He was a
central fizure, and playing an important part,
which. circumstanca slons pus him in good-
bumor. Mizsas Delanty was not mush to boast 0§
in the way of looks, true; but she had o for-
tune of fifteen hnndred pounds. Ie chose to
call it s0: in reality the sum amounted to
only twelvo hundred, which the town talk had
magnified into two thouspnd. Hia staunch
friend Mnt had declsred his intended to bea
fine clever (big) gir], and had during the sourse
of the day, cut of pure good-nature, reported &
variety of complimentary remarks which he
alleged that he had overbeard at masa, Luke,
io his own mind, was persuaded that he had
good looks enough for two. He was hand-
gomo ; his blus satin tie seemed to repeat the
color of his eyes and loud golden reflections to
his blonde curls.  His mother gazed saon av
himn with pride, and then let her glance turn
with something of discontent to the swarthy
countenance of her intended daughter-in-law.
But o this would succeed o mental picture too
often before her mind’s eye of late—the horrible
cabin in River Lane and Helen Talbol's fate—
and she choked down her incipient dislike, and
murmuzed a prayer of thankinlness that her
future was secuared.

Conversation among the young people was
very stilted and ditficult. ‘The air, which
seemed to grow thicker and thicker every mo-
ment, bad perhaps something to do with ths
dull constraint which lay upon them, It was
time mnow for the Delantys (o leave,
'Ishe car was ab the door, and
profuse and elaborate len\‘e-hﬁkmga. be-
came general, Marion and Gertrude sliyped
out unnoticed, and made their way nto the
garden. Godfrey had long ago preceded them,
and was strolling under the beeches with Jim
Oadogan and a couple 9[ young farmers, Their
figurea could just be discerned among the tree
stems, for she twilight was now falling. Thegirls,
who did not wish to be seen by them, slipped
into the shadow of the greab yew-tree, and
looked over the broken wall into the yard.
Father Paul's housekeeper, Mies Johnstos, had
just arrived with & message that hia reverecce
was coming along the road and bringing & youog
gentleman, sud the departing guesta were de-
layed in order to be dul{ presented to him.

Miss Delanty gave herself some addifional
airs and graces, which sat very ill upon her,
for she bad by nature a brusque, rcg:rgh manner,

Miss Johaston, as usual, imitating Miss D’Arcy,
attonpted to patronize her. Like Marion,
however, she was put out o countenance by the

tres t discomtited,

bravado or calculation Luke had, as the evening
advanced, assumed & most love-like bearipg to-
words his batrothed—Miss Delanty departed
with her father, whom a conversation with Peter

uin had dessined to benefit by ot least a couple

to convey to Delanty an impression that he
was being over-generous in she mattee of the
‘fortune.’ The fins to be exacted by ’O'Mallgy
for remewing the leass of Lambert's Castle
would not be so large as was ‘atated by the
Ahenrnes, Peter hinted that he had gowd
reason to know this, and made it apparent to
the rather bemused mind of his brother-trader
that he held his information from better au-
thority thau that of the Ahesrnes,

*You know, Mr. Delanly, sir, we are not
always 80 poor as we atate to be’ A dig 1n
the ribe carried this innuendo home with
effect, It wos eaid openly before old Ahearne
and his wife, who believed Quin to be
speakmg in their interests and on their side.
He intended them to think so, but Delanty
and he, attached a very different mgmﬁc_ntmu to

orde. .

th’}l?e car with the Waterford partr was rolling
away down the boreen now, sngd 1?‘91‘ Quin was
standing & littla apert by _l-v‘f?%e .,ﬂlbmmlucly
surveying the old walls oSA““" erh’s 1dﬂt a vy
the .ead of the faraiy#¢- M““"“h“.“ A
trude could see him g inctly from their coien
of vantagsamon %8 dark branches of the yew,
His perpetual ,«ﬁe expand-d to a broad prio
that was ool

jaABnds togetier, .
rabbed hllN vhat Pe:g-—r Qum thinking of,” whis-

;,‘gthertrudﬂ :+ ‘lavghicg 21! Yo himself ?
ook, Matisn | Horrid old man 1*

To was impossible for him to hear ter, bub he

started as shough he haa, pullsd up his_coné
¢ollne suddenly, and takiog o pinch of souff re-
gained the ¢ mpany in the kitchen, Luke
‘Ahearoe was receiving the congratulations of his
friands, and stood with a sheepish foolish face,
the centre of & noisy thrqni, Mat was promic-
enb among these, both his hand full of candler,
for they were zolng o dance in the barn, Now
thot the formidable visivors bad left, all tongues
and hearts sesmned brisker and -lighter. ias
Delsnty, althouzh abe .had.imposed jon no one,
‘hud awed everybody. Jer aira and pretensious,
finery and jewellery, bad bad all thejffect in

the way of creating a‘harrier between herself

'ing twilight.

apd were stabled. Soms old hens and chickens
were running aboub excitedly, the rest were

wide open, and = great stream of heat and noise

bold black eyes of the stranger, and beat a re-
After some clumasy minsu-
deries with her intended, who told her to expect
him the next day—whether it was done out of

?f bundred pounds. That wortky had managed |

nctly pleasans to bebold, and he-

;nd the Ahearnes’ friends that she wished and,
_intended, bub every ons knew that in poinb of

‘family,’ notto mention ‘old stock of the country
side’ or ‘blood, she was nobody and nothing.

* Betty Delanty, wisha |’ sneered -2 Oapel,
¢ Mrs. Akearne was 3 Fitzmaurice, and had
a cousin & bishopin Amerioa, and Luke Ahearns
—sure, everybody knew Ahearnes of Fiddlers-
town—they were as old, God keep ye, as the
fields itself.’ )

More whiskey punch was made, A fiddle
began to make iteelf heard from tbe barn, and
one by one the company -straggled scross the
yard, to where a great fitful glare of light began
to grow yellower and yellower in the thicken-
More neighbours came in, and
awaong them appeared a guest whom Luks
Ahearne had little welcome for, and whos face
appeared to him now likesome not quite pleasant
surprise—his ola- flame, Essie %ooney 1 A
sprightly, rosy-cheeked little girl, scarcely
twenby yesra of age, sbepped info the kitchen,
followed by & tall constabulary man. When
Luke saw hia mother shake hands with this
man he guessed at once what had bappened.
Ersie was married, or going to he. All the
blood in his body seemed $o rush up to hia hesd,
and stifling with difficnlty the execration which
rose to his lips, he flung out into the yard, not
dariog to remain, In the yard he found him-
self suddenly face to fage with Father Paul and
s gentleman, whom in the half light be did not
firsy recognise. Luke held oub his hand to
Father Paul, who expressad his regrets at mot
being able to came sooner, adding,~~—

‘T hope to make Miss lbelan'ty s acquaintance
this day week, and, Luke, this young gentle-
man has come with me to drink a glass of wine
to your good health and your young lady.
Mr. Anadale, this is8 Luke Ahearne—a fina pro-
duct of the county Cork, is nobt he ? I baptized
him, sir—and I deem it a great hardship thas I
am nop to marry him, sir,’ .

* Gorra | your reverence,’ replied Luke with
greatseeming _heartiness, *you must share a
good thing sometimes, A turn about is only
fairness, you know, I'll promise you the jub of
burying me, sir.’

Chichele turned away ; he had recognised in
Lulke the man who had #old him that *a com-
man name would not anawer the Mauleverers.’
He remembered the day well, wandering by the
mill-house, which lay all shrouded in apple
blossoms, hungering 8o keenly for news of its
inhabitnnts that he envied the very bird that
might fly across it 198 roof, that he felt forced to
speak her name aloud to any chance comer,
were it on{f hhe:aEFrnnm, the beggars, or the hipds
on the road. He must say 1t aloud even to
them. so did it poasess him like & charm. - His
eyes wandered now hungrily from Luke’s face
to those of the byatandera in mearch, hardly of
Marion herself—long and hope as he did, he
scarcely dared so much—but of some token
of her presence, some guide or indication, Nor
was he disappointed for long ; Gertrude’s lovely
brown ourls caught aud reflected the light from
the open door, as she ran forward So meet
Father Panl.

‘Why are you solate? Oh !and you, Mr.
Ang ~-,’ghe had forgotten hiz name, or was
too excited to say it.  * Miss Delanty is gone,
and oh ! Father Paul, she was so grand and
tine—you ought to have been here, I aay,1
want to dance in the barn, Come and look at
the dancing. And, do you know, there arc (i
brides—really two—a Mra. Morinrity, such a
pretty nice gixl. They are all admiring her ;
and she dances a jig on a door. I hear nubody
caa beat her or tirs her. Don’s you like a iig
on o door, Mr. Andale? Oh ! Ialways missny

that strange English word—your name, Ido
beg your pardon.’
Chichele scarcely heard Gertrude. He held

out his hand amicably to her, but she never
noticed ib. She was hanging on Father Paul's
arm and pulling bim towards the barn, whenge
the scraping of the fiddle and the rhythmic
moverent of ohe ¢ step dances’ could be dis-
tinctly beard. He divined that Marion was not
there, aud began to pace up and down the yard
impatiently, watching every .figure that came
und went, listening vainly for a sound of her
oresence, At last he spied in the half light a
thick-set figure, which he recognised as that of
the ¢ girl from the village,’ Miss Quin, passing
throngh s tomble-down door at dhe far end of
the yard, Impelled by some instinct he fol-
lowed her guickly, and found himself in the
garden among a tticket of heavy overgrown
laurels, He stood still for an instant, and
allowed her to go on before bhim into a dusky
weed-grown alley that opsned smovg the trees.
Precently she called a'ond, ‘Mary Abearne,
Mary ! where areyou? ‘The utterance was
harsh and coarse—he remembered it at once.

¢ Here !’ answered a plaintive wenk voice, It
sounded far away among the bree stems on the
other side of the old lawn, Chichele watched,
and saw presently a black-hooded shadowy figrure
cross the ploughed portion of the lawn. This,
as it came nearer, proved to be Mary Abearne.

* Where is Miss Maulever ?' questioned Honor
Quio ; ‘and why are you out here, Mary
Ahearne ? My mother wants to see you.’

* Well,’ answered Mary Ahearne reluctantly,
¢ T suppose I must go in.  I'll go back for Miae
Mauleverer—she is beyond. She turned and
retraced her stepa,

Chichele turned also on hearine this, and ran
as _fast as he could round the garden %o the
poiny from which she bad come, and plunged
among ‘he trees on the drive. = He came up
with Mis. Mauleversr before Mary Ahearne
arcived,

*You here V! she cried, rising startled from
he!: Sa[ea&; B i

es,” he sald, seizing both her hands ; “1tis
I, Maron, Marion, they wanb you to go.
Don't, I beg ! I must~—musb asy something to
you ! Here she is,’ )

Mary Ahearne’s pale face enshrouded in he
black shawl wae now before them,

¢ Mies Manhver,f she hegan trembling, for
she eaw and rectgnized Chichele, * Honor Quin
is wauting me In thg house, Would you be
pleased —maybe—you vould rather—whatever
you would like to do, miss.!

‘I willl come directly,” waturned. ;
spenkingi]wibb Chichele's eyes agon bgf“;;%‘;j

* Tell her— in & minute, Mary. II am going
home with Father Paul. I sball folltw yoy, 1p
a moment. That will do ! This last wag «yyey.
ed with a tone befitting Miss D’Arcy herses
imperial almoab.

* * * #* *

Father Paul and Gertrude entered the barn
together, she pulled him by the sleeve. She
wanted tojes the dancing, and, child-like, enjoy-
iog it herself, wished him to see it also, A
dance was just over, Jury Foote, the famous
blind fiddler from Newmarkeb, was screwing up
his violin_preparatory to makink a fresh stars.

* Yissie Rooney ia going to dance a jig, Here
comes Essie I shouted Harry Capel,

¢ Manners, Harry ! said Father Paul reprov-
ingly, °‘Give the decenb woman her name,
if you pleare, youog man ! 3he iz Mra Moriarity
this very day.

* Hurroo !’ eried Haxry ;¢ mord power to you, -

Father Pault! Luke Ahesrne, the door, the
half doar, till we has Essie’s jiz. Esaie ! Essie !
who will stand up toyon? Sayms! Essie,ah
do ! be pleaded, *nowdo ! I

¢ Go loog wit.! you, Harry Capel. The impi.
dencs of you_indeed !’ _rapilyed Mrd, Moriari!?y.
advaucing with great dignity inte the middle of
she room, . s L

Eusia had an established kenown &9 a daucer,
She wa+ & trimly-built, brighb-looking girl, and
w-iked with o springing light step.” She had in
*ruth been misrried. that morning’ by Father
P, who had made up the match himself with
Tom Moriarity, sod bad made mabbers straight
fL ths coanbabalary man with the sub-inspactor,
Sl wun exceedingly pratty, bright, rosy, and
smey, with & curly mass of yellow hair “Pd
heilinnt ] ght blue eyes, There was a gleam'of
mi=niiel 1u the said eyes now, as she wabched
Luki Ahear-e, her old admirer, lift down the
balf door «f the barn, and ocarry it in for her
to dmae lier famous jig Polthogue on, She
uoketull rovad the barn & wicked glint in her
eyes nyshe utep}:ed up on the 'hal%:\door and
marchA with & funny semi-sedate air all round
it, as itio p'ck oub the best position;” Jury
Foot p'ded o few preliminary bars, , The word

had guaesbroad that Essie Rooney: ‘was up,’

snd Mre) Ahearne, Miss Johnation; old’ Mra, |

‘Capel, ev6_to Judy, all thronged ‘in; as]with.

Tom Mor¢jty. himeelt 'an accomplished artis,
Fssie took \s floor. - Lnke iA'H'e:i‘ﬂa;’wﬁé :g-
membe:ed be prowess but too well, was leaning

¢
'

A

Jing for him remained.. Her constabul

on the wall just where’ the light 'of a hoop of
candlésfell oa his face. .
. Easie, to do her.jussics, knew nothing of poor
Luke’s financial embarrassments, of the terrible
necessity laid upon him to marry money, - She
had been in love with him, and she thought him
a our tied.bo his mother’s apron-strings because
be ceased to ftalk ' to her, and became engagsd
to 8 Waterford woman clder than 'himself, all
for the sake of money. - -
She thought herself jilted for the sake of Miss
Delanty’s: fortune, and she: despised” Luke
thoroughly therefor ; not a trace of her old feel-
; ary man
was handsomer, bigger, better-looking, a sober
man, too, she reflected, and well come ; and he
had married her for pure love of her, having
seen her dance at a wake up in Newmarket.
She wouid show Luke how little she cared for
him, 80 brimful ot this laudable intention, she

encasedin smart shoes which Tom Moriarity
had gob her as a present from .Cork, -and she
kilted her neat frock in-such a way as showed
them properly. ~Tom Moriarity, no mean pre-
former, began his step. He wan a fine straight-
built young feliow, and murmura of approbavion
made themselves heard ali round,

¢ That's what I call a real fit mateh,’ said a
neighbour farmer to old Ahearne ; ‘a fine hand-
some boy and girl.« .

 Father Paul, sir, dab is the best-looking pair
I see dis long time.’ 8aid an old woman to his
reverence, ‘It reminds of de good old times
when we had real handsome psople in dis coun-
H1y, your reverence. I donot like ayall to see
a fair young boy lose himeelf wit’ a girl dat is
not his equals, Such a skin as she have—aud
de hair ot her—she is like & young kid, so she is,
to see her dance,”

¢ Just go, ma’am, just so, indeed,' repeated
Father Paul, justly proud of his own dcings
‘ Well done to you, Tom? Well done to you,
Essie ! It would have been a sin to spoil two
houses with you, )

* Hurroo ! whooped old Abearne, balf crazed
with excitement as Essie began the double
shuffle and sidled round the half door with the
grace and lissomeness for which she had earned
ber reputation. .

¢ It 1a lovely—beautiful ! Luke !’ said a by-
stander ; * ia she not & grand girl ?’

. Luke was gazing at her with eyes in which a
light not uclike that of madness was shining,
He had cared for Essie Booney with all the
feeling such a nature as his, poor and shallow,
was capable of, and now she added to her old
power of fascination a hew one—the most potend
of all to such men as he. He looked round the
assemblage ; every eye was strained on her ;
every face wore the same expression of admira-
tion ; from all lips burst forth enconragement
and applause. Even his father stood there open
mouthed, balf drupken with delight, following
every movement with rapture, Whnat a woman |
envied by all, applauded by all ! *That was
the wife for me,” thought Luke in his heart,
raging with biterness. ‘That was the wife I
ought to bave had.’

KEsgaie was trinmphanb—ehe saw Luke’s face—
the other faces—Jury
and she was doing him justice. The wicked
spark glistened brighter than ever in her pretty
eyus, a8 she capered and skipped round her
! peeler,” and when that particular ¢ step > came
in its due time,.she threw her arms around. Tom
Moriarity, and instead of slipping her head
down past his face, or on to his shoulder, or
tuckiog it under his arm, as the other girls did
in the jig, she kiesad her husband full on the
mouth with a smack that mnde the rafters of
the barn ring and raised & responsive yell of
sympathetic delight from the impressionable
audience,

Old Ahearne forgob everything. Ha stood
and gazed at her with a feeling of intense enjoy-
ment. It was as delightlul to him as the Curk
Park racsr, Even ¥ather Paul’s Mileeair blood
worked up and stirred in him, Gertrude stood
as if entranced, mnking mental vows to coax
somnebody to teach her that particular jig.
Mrs, Ahearne’s eyes were fixed on her son’s
face, which was now ghasily whiteand now red,
with a lock of anxiety which she felt to be
nezdless. Tlssie was married, and was going to
Galway with Tom Moriarity the very next day.
Had she nob known that she could not have
asked them to the festivity. Luke’s face had a
serrible wild look. Luke indeed was in his
heart wishing it were poasible to utterly annihi-
late Tom Moziarity and Betty Delanty at one
stroke. No one could admire Betty ; she was
o coarse-looking thing, nod she was swarthy,
nnd she ¥as, if not old, ‘retting on,’--she was
five years older than he was—she could not
dance. All these thoughts ran through poor
Luke's dazed brain a8 he watched Essie,

Tbe dance ended, old Ahearre ran forward
and lifted her right off ber fess,

* By the Lord Harry,’” he shouted, oblivious
of Father Paul and Miss Gertrude, ¢ you are a
grand little girl, Egcie, you ave] Tom Moriarity,
are you not proud of your wite ? Come wit’ me
dis minute till I dzink both your henlths. Luke,
where are yon ?'

‘ Luke, man ! why Luke ! he began. Bub
Luke struck at aad cursed him savagely, and
buried his head in straw. Mat sighed aund
whistled, then he got up and shook himeelt, and
made straight for the kitchen, Here he found
without trouble that of which he was in search,
and suszing a tumbler, be half-filled a jug with
whiskey, and once more on consolation beab,
repaired to his unhappy master, Thia time he
was welcome, and pefore long Luke was in a
state of blessed oblivion, covered comfuitable in
the litter, forgetting and forgotter, but nob al-
together alone, for from the next stall, and
divided from him by a thin wcoden partition
oply, came 3 regular and mouotonous trumpet
note, the professed cook soi disant—Juggy
O’Leary berself. She had roasted the last chick-
en and baked the last pie, claimed her due, and
got ivungrudgingly, and thereshe was, her only
companions tne melancholy turkeys, whose
domains she hed invaded, all perched above
her head staring &b her in wakefulness and re-
pining.

Esnie's daunce over, and the excitement caused
by it having somewhat subsided, people seemed
to have a consciousnees of some gagging in the
entertainment. Luke was missed, and some
othera of the young men seemed to have aleo de-
parted covertly, There was not the same go
sud spirit among the dancers, upon whom the
ehadow of Mrs, Moriarity's superior perfurm-
ance seemed to rest. By degrees the greater
Butnbts moved back into bhe house again.
A lorge taple was_ covered with fond,
and some & the visitora who had come
a long way helped themselves toc some re.
freahment in the wuy Yf solid food, But sweeb
biscuite and currant loaves were the staple at-
sractions, and ¢sherry wine’ for the women
and girls, with porter and whiskey for their
male rolatives, were lavishly provided. The
mors select fuauts sat in the inner xnom, Mies
Johaston of Chapel House, Mras, Quin, Mra,
Cadogap, of the E‘osh-ofﬁce, and some strango
farmers’ wives. ather Paul walked about at
large from she kitchen to she room and thencs
out into the garden and yard, He talked to
every one, and especially to the people who
came from the ouslying portiona of the parish.
It was growing late, and was now almost com-
pletely dark, . .

* * S * '

Mary Abearne left Chichele and Miss
Mauleverer standing - together under the lime-
trees, and ratracad her steps to where she -had
left Mies Quin.

‘Well ¥ queationed the labter, without moving

from her poat, . -
* ‘She will came presently —directly,’ said Mary.
‘Toab young gentleman is_over there speakiog

with her. Sure, we can wait,’

‘Yag,’ returned Miss Qin: ‘T saw him coix:e

hel:: with Kathé Pavl, [t is more than strange,
8o it s, .

She had suspucted the motive of Ohichele’al
presence, and had determumed, pare from envy,
pard from inquikitivences i
meddling, . to watch Marion that evening,
Knowing her to be in the garden ghe hag repair-
ed thither, shrewdly guessing that Okictele.
.would make hig' way therenlic Nor was she
dieappointed ; " in faot her expaclasionn were no
.quickly gratified as to confirm hor h
BuBpici s into cextainty.

aad natural Jove uf

alf-form.d

* I will not go in,’ she continued, rai-i:g her

hand to" ker eyes, and ueeriug fron under s
agrots the g .rden, T

LIt i8 & pitty, Futher Pani

_dosen’s know ‘this,. He listls thivks what . s
: fomg oD, or por old*Mies DAroy vither. Ther-,

began her jig. Sae had prétty tiny little fees,

oot was doing his best,-

thém against the 1 ' -

18m against ghs.  Mary Al o\
-brning sin, a - Shearne, iy i
.thaia,g%ﬁelﬁ&:g snyhow th_”‘ s & Prcegeahg‘.
Well now, Honar, - g %
all, whab barin ? - Don't mng 0 b2t aigh
Bure, he i a friend of Fath‘er,PEull'? €6 chagiy
bes 16 down here,’ eaid Honor, = ¢ Will &

uﬁh hold ! No ; hero is a stons,” gpon. i
t‘z%v er black silk skirt carcfully ag she !:t“‘“'ﬂld
see . T thing e e 25 80ty oot

e s, ey have go :
Listan $0 me, M ary Ahearrﬁa.neloﬂgc?:vbagw :

. ,ntlemaz.l i8. Fliom, that is houce.atg 0 thyy

Malley's, told my mother that be isnggr a &
somb old lord that bas no children au; Phewis
tuccaed him. Ha will bave an estato g Be s
and do you imagine he wonld drear
ing the likes of those Mauleverers »
Ah‘The l:k&lﬂ of those  Maulevers P echoed My,
Ahearne, ‘ Oh Lord ! Ob, Honor Quing 1w
181t you mean by talkiug that way ¥ what

What do I mean? arsgh Bneered ‘
Quinn contemptuoyaly, ¢ ure, you wauﬂon“
;h:r they are | Wgat is the good of Fhm'
ol talking of that ald lady? I gpi?)
T'mll:lleve'ﬁ they are, and they should be <%

ighe O'Malley is, and if they are not, u'; hay,
not, and no more abong them, 1t is all hng 2
and well you know it ; and $o think :mb‘!i!.
gentleman is going to b a lord could mg; youy;
ﬁ];ti“e o'fJ :ei:. ik kliit aref you looking sy 7 e
g of an ¥
Afte all, maybe she bas the aog o {00 o,
hl?hh—"' father and mother, "OF in by
18 wad pure malignity, aith, g7
worldly wizdom t i sugh it wy
e ‘i’tgi' N .003 and Mary Aheare ::
b is you that have a bad i
heart, Hunor Quin, angd lgngb}“i!:vt:r? 10 yonr
Yourea A jealous creature in your mingd %’p 1
not cne in  Barrettatown would BRY wh oreis
have said here to-niphu, Take carg iy dml i
come home %0 you. You should be ash oon .
leb such words crosa your lips, Tam amed to
leave such & world of deceip and tareucimeful k
She rose from her seat, and shogy ' 5
drees, as if to shake off the contact of 110“t her
panion. Miss Qnin rose also, She efr Foa-
ened and s little ashamed, for ghe wumd" bt
seized with the notion that Mary Ahem-w dealy
#o,to Father Paul. fie mighy
18 not deceit,” she ret ¢
’ood right o make a renfuggad.WhUI' bave s
here that would see what we have 8een e Jhere
eay as much and more ? Every ons i B"d oot
town will eay it to-morrow or next dg. ot
no&tn&feﬁ they ha.:e cause 7’ ¥ Why

. at moment the g ;
voices and steps fell on tb:il:naits?f ﬁ:olﬁ'::eh i
seized her companion’s arm and dra; Eden
behind the laurel clump, whers bothgg:oo(}lg!
silence. They heard a firm light step breakitlln
the twigs and dead laurel leaves on the nthg
then tha result shat foliowed Marion’s mgli .
 dress as it passed over these. A sort of bren:n
moved the dark damp air, a branch of the bi
tres thab sheltered the two spectators Btirred
his shoalder touched it : then & double ahado:

lided by.—.,a shadow to Mary Ahenine but

onor Quin’s,sharp eyes eaw more than her
Hia hands were clasped behind him ; he wa
leaning elightly forward, closa beside ’Mnri'.m
Shewas & little 1n advance, half a step per.
ha{ara. " P

ou will—you will write {o=——’ Epe
no more. The two vorces died awsy o};l,e:ﬂ
night air. Tha rustleof their footsteps ceased
zmdlgll wlaalixgau}: stil ; for & minute or twogbé
could only hear her onn and Mar g
bn‘a.:llizging- y Abearge’s §
ere now !’ she said, vicious and exult;

'Will you behieve me ?' What bn\‘:\;;&nﬁ;
gay ? :

Mary
quietly.

*You are a fool ' observed Honor, whose
voice had now a perceptible ring of complacency,
* What is the use of erying 2 But she is a preas
one—n_gront deal indeed. Led us goin. Come
along, Mary ; leave them here,’

. ‘1 will not, then,' retorted Mary sngrily.

Go in yourself, Honor Quin ; I'l} do nothing s
dlsreapecbt‘ul,. You are forgetting yourselr al.
together. I'll wait here until Miss Maulgver
chooses.’

She sat down again on the beach, and Honx
resumed her place sulkily beside her: yoAlter
half an nour had elapsed Marion anty A,
Chichele passed again, baving oncs more made
the circuit of the gorden, and this time Min
Mlmlevarer took cognirznance of their presence,

Oh !'—she stopped so suddenly thab ber
companion had to turn back,—* Mary, I bae
kept you waiting, I am sorry ; we had better

Ahearne for sole suswer began to ery

0 in.

Chichele had stepped on in advance.

* Not yet—a moment,” he pleaded, ignoring
the presence of the two giris, * You donb waat
to go in yet. Father Couroy is nob going before
ten* W are all going home together. Dont go
in. T shall tell him I kept you here.’ !

‘Oh ! Tmust. I think, Mary, I am keeping 1%
you—hoth of you,” ehe added, noticice Mies
Quin's presence,

* Oh ! not at all, Mias Mauleverer,’ added this
laet, in her moet subservient amiable tone.
We will wait for you as long as you like. Itis
sorice oubhere in the air, I would rather be
her:s than inside.’

. INeither of the people addressed took any bo-
tice of this sincere declaration, Chichele burried
Marion away impatiently, and o few steps tcok
tbemn out of sight now in the gloom,

? You dun’t want to go? You cannot goiato
that crowd. Stay here,” he whispered to her
*Stay with me a minute longer.’

The bitter aweeb of tha cherry-laure! blossoms
filled the nir ; the drowsy chirp of some dream-
ing birds made itself heard from the thicketss
they brushed acainst the boughs of ths ever-
greens, and the little bloosoma of the spikes of
tlowers drooped on their path, carpeted as it was
by velvety moms and lichens, Chicrels took
Marion's hand in his, and led her onward,
They psesed the front of the old kouse. It
looked like the ghost of a house, The empty
winlows were perfectly black, and through one
or two of them, the ruined wall Lebind having
disappeared, the sky could be seen, Melancholy
by day, at night it was sepulchral-looking, sud
the great lonly yew-tres with its drooping trunk
and long trailing branches, that stood ab oneend
of the deserted front, was like some golitary watch-
er mounring and faithful to the Jasy, It wasclear,
though dark, end the night air thab sweptacros
the fresh ploughed land, and through the bud-
diog trees and Ledges, was full f the very
breath and essence of thespring. A far-off ccho
of Jury Foote’s violin seemed to float overhend,
a mere vibration, just audible now and agai,
as the night wind that sighed at intervs
through the trees brought it $o ther, He wss
playing a wild plantive air. Some onews
singing—only o faint echo of the voice reach
them, Ilow and again they both stopped to
listen. Floating thus on the wind the qoaint
weird nobes bad the dreamy indistinctness of so
Eoiian barp, full of aweetness and some unde-
fined sadness, :

Presently the music ceased, and through the
open yard to whioh they were now close came s
hn?ua cry of applanss, clapping, and atampiss.

* You don’t want to go there? he eaidums
voice which plainly evinced disgust and imps-
tience, ‘Come, take on¢ turn more witbme
How end why are you here ? he asked her
abruptly, ' -

¢ I came with my brother and sister,’ answered
Marion simply, ¢ bacause it was the lash eveu:
ing that Mary Ahearne was to ba at home.
She is to enter the £0DVeD}, L0-INDITOW, and her
brother’s intended wife wag, here, and—'

‘ But what have you to do with these people
aud their affairs ¥ Does your aund ' He

“Bairettatown, Fivg ot th o gw on of O Malley¥:

can jusy see them walking up aad cowi, wen’.

you?l Liook between the breca-and you will see

o
Vo

stopped. ‘The mention of Juliet D'Arcy brought
before hia mind’s sye the picture of that queer
rom'in the Quaker'a house; snd the crippled
tiaure of that atrange old wowan appeared be:
fora tim in all i3 melancholy quainboes:

Puor -old broken-winged brd ' he choughh |
*What cunsbe do for thess creatures?” Thes
he' thoaeht of Tigha and Lody B enche, sod
their sbare in the watter of the Jleulevert'
poverty snd degeadstion. But ogain; whed |
cou d thry avail?  Farher Paul wus excellent,
and did his beay according to his lights,  HoW
way it wll to eud ? what & world this' pas! He
thuught or London and its eno mouy whirl end
then the co:ﬂ:mu beowedn 1t aw: chis qurioM:
forgotidn: nduk tecween b g ant river “vall
touse.and living ics own life far aw sy ind »pusé .
feean nityhs wood ‘benide.  He bad oevi bal
stbougns ot B rimitiie n savs-ab o ulsgrpvhe
Que Lusted |nlbc\ln Bl @uve CuP, era tu thio bER
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