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as if they were a stonewith you 
dropped into the sea.”

“And Roy, Roy, my dear lad, you 
are far happier for telling Will?"

“Of course I am happier, because it 
puts you and me all right. The letter 
didn't trouble me, but I could not 
thole your feelings about it."

Then she went to him and lifted the
cap from his head, and ho took her 
to his breast, anh their reconciliation 
was complete.

“We will never name. the unlucky 
bit of paper again.” he said, and Hel
en was willing it should pass into ob
livion. A sweet content followed her 
anxiety, and she told herself that her 
influehcc for good on Roy’s character 
was proved and certain. An exceed
ingly happy evening followed, Never 
had Roy been so charming and lov
ing, and never had. Helen been so af
fectionate and beautiful. For three 
hours they sat looking into the fu
ture together and seeing there only 
lifelong happiness and love everlast
ing.

The next afternoon the elder return
ed, and Helen noticed even before he 
reached the house, an angry air and 
attitude about him. The man’s mas
sive form seemed instinct with wrath 
his staff struck out as if the little 
weeds and stones were troubling him, 
and when he came close to her, she 
saw plainly the stormy look in his 
eves and the suppressed passion in his 
lips and lowering brow. He looked 
at her with an angry pity and passed 
through the door without a word. 
She turned m after him, her heart 
suddenly sick with fear, and looked 
in his face with a silence full of en
quiry. but as it produced no answer 
she Risked:

“Have I done aught to anger you, 
father? Why don’t you speak to me?”

“Sit down, Helen," he reolied. “I 
have some bad news for you. I am 
not angry, àt you in particular, but 
I am angry at you in general, for you 
have brought this sorrow on yourself 
by your ain free choice and will, and 
against the choice and will of a father 
that was wiser than you and who 
loved you with a love that had no 
selfishness in it."

“I'm thinking all these words mean 
something against poor Roy. Folks 
won't let the lad alone."

“He won’t let alone what he has 
naething to do with. Let me tell you 
that there is more trouble in the vil
lage than words can sort. I have had 
to put my ain body between Will and 
Roy Abderson or Will would have 
thrashed his cousin within an inch of 
his lefe—and weel he deserved it."

Helen did not utter a word. Her 
eyes were dropped, she seated herself 
in a chair beside the table, and her 
father noticed that she grasped the 
edge for support. Ho watched her a 
moment and then continued:

“What do you think of a man that 
opens a letter that is not 
keeps it a’ of ten days without say
ing a word or witten about it? That 
is what Roy Anderson has done."

“How does anyone know the like of 
that?"

“Lucky Bishop gave it to him. It 
was from the McBrines of Glasgow, 
and was closed wi’ a big seal, with a 
ship in full sail on it. Lucky knew 
that Roy had once been in their ser
vice. and he saw that name Anderson 
and Roy happened to be in that min
ute, and she gave it to him, and he 
said:, ‘Thank you, Lucky; that is all 
right,’ and went away with it. And it 
was all wrong, for the letter was for 
Will, and Roy must have known that 
as soon as he opened it, if not before. 
But he never said a word, and Will 
has lost the trade ho was see' ing, 
and it is a big loss to his thinking."

“How did Will find it out?"
For a moment the elder did not an

swer. His eyes were fixed on his child 
w'hoso face was white as death. Indeed 
the few words that formed his ques
tion were shivered from between her 
lips rather than spoken. He laid his 
hand on the trembling one, which had 
fallen from its grasp of tho table, and 
asked, “Do you want me to stop tell
ing you, Helen?"

“No, no, she cried, with a sudden 
passionate sob. “Let me hear of it 
anti the worst of it."
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“He is far better in a boat. A pul
pit would soon spoil the lad. You 
ken yourself, good man, that my Alex 
antler is just a miricle of vanity since 
he got to talking to people from 
above their heads. It is an unbeliev
able temptation to have the power of 
laying down the law to a crowd of 
men and women wno cannot aîid dare 
not talk back to him. Ministers get 
beyond everybody and everything, 
and their mothers and wives and 
bairns should hae prayers offered up 
for them. 1 am uncommon glad Will 
isn’t a minister—one in a family ia 
enough—and a good sailor or fisher 
makes the best of husbands. I ought 
to know." And she sent the words 
home with a smile that went like 
sunshine to the elder's heart. “I wish 
you could think of any way whateij- ' 
er, elder, to -make the lad and lassie 
happy. The least little thing might 
do it."

“It will take the whole of an earth
quake, I'm thinking," said the cider, 
“special if anyone interferes. I will 
tell, you this Mattie; They who are to 
be man and wife get to be man and 
wife sonic way some day, and they 
who are not to be man and wife, are 
never man and wife—no, not even if 
the minister ties them together."

It was not an earthquake, but it 
was a great storm, that after many 
months of silent courtship finally 
broke down the wall of separation 
between Will and Helen. One cold, 
blowy night in January Will pushed 
open the door and said: “There is a 
boat on the reef outside. I can hear 
the men calling for help, and, oh, 
that is a fearful sound in the dark 
ami the storm! I am going to them.
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Are you ready, elder?"
Will!" cried the elder. 

“There's nae use, whatever. You can’t i
get near by, and, saying you could, 
how in God's name could you help 
them,* -and- rt'~&s~1jîaèlr' as TopEct? 
Wait, till morning, and I wi' go with 
you then."
^iiRlder, it is in my very soul 

to go now. 1 know not why, but 
I be to go.” He said the words with 
a clear, positive voice, and Helen 
looked at him with a new admiration., r 
His lionlike face, firm as a rock; his 
steady gleaming eyes; his great form 
clad in its stôrm clothing; his voice 
at once so gentle and firm—all about 
the man had the semblance, and the 
reality of everything that appeals to 
a woman's best nature—power, beauty 
strength, nobility of character, hero
ism facing death, not recklessly, but ^ 
with grandeur of purpose and con- . J 
fidence of result. , •; .

Brodick rose as Will spoke, put on 
his oils and boots, and the two men 
went out together. And the two wom
en prayed, all through the dark, cold 
stormy night, talking a little, adding 
fuel to the fire and trembling at the 
blasts of wind that came thundering 
down the chimrtby.
And this is what the men must do 

Who work in .wind and foam 
And this is what the women bear 

Who watch for them at home.
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When the cold dawning broke, they 
went to the door and stood looking , 
over the moaning, tossing waves, Sea 
and sky were ghostly and terrible; 
the sky full of snaky t'nts of yellow 
and livid giay, the sea saturnine, 
passionate, dark with fate, and the 
gale still whistled wild and shrill, with 
that peculiar iron ring that meaita 
mis hief. But they could see tho life
boat coming to the shore, with short 
plunges; she was often hid behind the 
great wall of waxes or else, out of 
sight in the trough of the sea, but 
yet advancing and advancing until 
the measured beat of her oars was 
audible. It was soon evident that 
some one was dead or injured, and 
as the men approached with their 
burden Helen said with a gasp of

:
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Messrs. C. C, Richards & Co.

Dear Sirs:— While in the country 
last summer L was badly bitten by 
mosquitoes—so V-adlv that^thought I 
would be disfigured for a couple of 
weeks. 1 was advised to try your lin
iment to allax- the irritation, and did 

than I
|jected—a few applications completely 
curing the iiritation, preventing the 
bites from becoming sore. Minard’s 
Liniment is also a good article to 
keep off the mosquitoes.

The effect was more

Yours truly. 
W. A. OKE

Harbor Grace, Nfid., Jan. S. 1898.

WHAT WE GIVE WE GET.

In the main we must of necessity 
get from humanity what we give it. 
Jf we question our ability to win 
friends or love, people will also ques
tion it. if we doubt our own judg- 

. ment in business, others \vill doubt 
it. and the shrewd and unprincipled 
will take the opportunity given by 
our doubts of ourselves to spring up
on us. If in consequence we distrust 
every person we meet, we create an 

nwholesome and unfortunate atmôs- 
1-here about ourselves, which will 
[’ring to us the unworthy and deceit
ful. Stand firm in the universe. Be
lieve in others.

(Boob Stock,
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prompt jEyecutfon, 

■Reasonable prices,

H ia! of Queen St., Bridgetown

Money to Loan on l*lret-01aee 
Real Estate.

O. S. MILLER,

BARBISTSB, NOTARY PÜBLIC,
Real Estate Agent, etc.

RANDOLPH’S BLOCK,

BRIDGETOWN, N. S.
Prompt and satisfactory attention given 

to the collection of claims, and all other 
professional business.

JOHN ERVIN,
BARRISTER AND SOLICITOR.

NOTARY PUBLIC.
Commissioner and Master Supreme Court. 
Solicitor International Brick and Tile Co.

OFFICE:
Cox Building, - Bridgetown, N. 8.

| ■

DENTISTRY!
D^. R J3.

Graduate of the University flaryland. 
Crown and Bridge Work a Specialty.
Office next door to Union Bank.
Hours: 9 to 5.

FRED W. HARRIS,
Solicitor,Barrister,

Notary Public, etc.
ANNAPOLIS ROYAL, NOVA SCOTIA.

Fire, Life and Marine Insurance, Agent.

James Primrose, D. D. S.
Office in Drag Store, corner Queen and 

Granville streets, formerly occupied by Dr. 
Fred Primrose. Dentistry in all its 
branches carefully and promptly attended 
to. Office days at BridgetoNvn, Monday 
and Tuesday of each week.

Bridgetown, Sept. 23rd. 1891.

Bui- alas! I 
fled.

Ho|>e is far spent, and youth so long
The fire has gore out, tho ashes are 

gray,
And “r

But why this sad and weak little 
wail?

God’s love, God's promises cannot 
fail.

And “sometime" and soon, perhaps, I 
shall know.

How kind he was when he led me so.

years aro

sometime" is never, I know
36 tf

J. B. WHITMAN,
Land Surveyor.

ROUND HILL, N. S.
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DIRECTORS:
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CHAPTER III
And Helen was wretched. She hail 

satisfied her conscience, but her heart 
bled. And for three days Roy made 
no sign, and she was tormented by 
two alternate fears—either he had not 
returned the letter, in which case she 
would feel compelled to herself tell 
Will of the wrong done him, or else 
ho had obeyed her injunction, but aft
erward set down against her the hu
miliation of the confession. Alas, dur
ing those days she had many hours 
of that cold temptation which comes 
to the noblest hearts when virtue has 
failed to reward and they are half in
clined to regret having served her, 
when they say with the great seer- 
singer: “In vain have 1 washed my 
hands in innocency."

On the third night, however, when 
the elder had gone to Loch Ranza on 
some business, Roy stepped swiftly in
to the cottage: He saw the swift 
change in Helen’s, face, the splendid 
wave of color like the sunlight over 
her nale cheeks, the smile that chang
ed her as the sea is changed by the 
day spring, and ho knew that this 
added splendor had been called forth 
by his presence.

“Weel, Helen?" he said.
“My dear lad!"
“Will vou give your dear lad a wel

come tonight? You sent him away in 
a fine blaze of temper."

Her soul was instantly on guard. 
The beating of her heart she could al
most hear, but she was not to be be
trayed by its entreaties. Yet Roy saw 
in her outstretched hands, her eager 
looks, her tender eyes, the great af
fection with which ho had been met 
as she answered:

“You are dearly welcome, welcome 
as life to me, for I know you would 
not be here if you hadn’t put the 
wrong right and come to tell me so."

“Of course."
“What did Will say?"
“Ho just made a laugh of the whole 

business. I told you he would. He 
said I wasn’t to speak of thé matter. 
He does not want his plans made free 
to the rest of the lads, and I said I 
hadn’t named it to a single soul but 
you."

“Well then?"
“Ho said that w-ords were es safe

J. H. Symons. 
E. G. Smith.
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OYSTER aid LUNCH COUNTER t t

OYSTER STEWS AND LUNCHES 
SERVED AT ALL HOURS.

sold by the peck or half peck, or on
t «

Oysters 
half shell.

BREAD. CAKES and BISCUIT fresh from 
first-class bakery always on hand. t *T. J. EAGLKSON, 

Queen St., Bbigdetown36 if
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Va-liable Advice to Rheumatics.

Eat meat sparingly, and take very 
little sugar. Avoid intoxicants, keep 
away from dampness, drink water 
abundantly, and always rely on Ner
vi line as a quick reliever of rheumatic 
pains. Being five times stronger than 
ordinary remedies. Nerviline’s pdwer 
over pain is simply beyond belief. It 
al.-o cures sciatica lumbago, neuralgia 
ami all pain, whether internal 
terhal. Large bottles, price 25c.

—Money judiciously spent to create 
and encourage in our children a love 
of home and country life is a thous
and-fold investment. I would rather 
have that love in the hearts of my 
children when I die than to be able 
to leave them thousands in stocks 
and bonds.

A pipeful of “Amber" Plug Smoking 
Tobacco will burn. 75 minutes.

“Test it!"
Save the tags, they arc valuable.

Jtfinard’s .Liniment cures diphtheria*.

Satisfaction to patrons. foetrg.
SOMETIME.

“Sometime,” I said, as 1 looked 
abroad,

From the narrow path I so long 
had trod.

So I kept my heart, I kept my cheer,
For “sometime” was conyng som% 

other year.

“Sometime” I said to the oft request
That 1 be found with tho fa-ored 

guest,
“My place is now in a quiet room.

But days are many; sometime I'll 
comeiX

And “sometane” while from care let

I may find çweet fields, the woods, 
the sea,

Or halls of learning, and art and

“Sometime,” I whispered—'twill not 
be long."

And “sometime” Oh! yes, iny name I 
will write

In letters aglow in love and light.
Where the lone, and the sick, and 

needy live—
Sometime I’ll not only take but 

give.
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letter or received one. He was evi
dently happy, and yet ho had hardly 
a word Vo say to eer. She understood 
when too late, that she had lost her 
influence over him. He came no longer 
to her with his little troubles- and 
hopes and plans, and she asked her
self sadly if Roy's love had been 
worth what she had lost for it. 
as she sat knitting by tho door, her 

One night in the following spring, 
father said to her: “Helen, my dear 
lassie, you be to buy some new dress
es. There’s going to be a wedding in 

She looked at himthe family." 
sharply, and he nodded his "head and 
continued, “I am goin^ to be married 
myseV next month.”

“Father! Never, never!”
“Why not?”
“Ilyw will I bear the like of that!”
“What?”
“A strange woman in the house— 

mistress, you ken—and where will I 
be! It’s a sair trial, father. I'm not 
able to face it. Hbwevcr could you 
think of such a thing?”

“It was you put the thought and 
the need in my mind yoursel’, Helen. 
You taught me, with Roy Anderson, 
that I must give you up and live my 
lane, or else have a strange inaruthat 
1 disliked and distrusted always at 
my fireside. If it please God. I may 
live a quarter of a century yet, and 
I want a friend and companion, Be
cause you love, must I be without 
love?”

“1 ain always your daughter.”
“Till you are married. Then you arc 

some man's wife, first of all. I am not 
complaining. I am only looking for
ward a bit to the years that may 
come to me.”

“Who are you going to marry?’ 
“The Rev. Mr. Sharp’s mother—a 

douce, sensible woman, not very much 
younger than yoursel’. Her husband 

first captain. S££_tninds himwas my 
speaking of me."

“Wei1, father, I have nothing to 
say. You be to do your own pleas
ure."’.

“She is a good , woman, and you
will be the better of some one to talk 
wi h. I make no question but that 
we shall all of us be the happier for 
lev* in the house, it has been sad and
lonely the past year.”

: hat was ell.

CHAPTER V
In thr c wc’ks the new wife came 

home and proved herself to be more 
than had been promised.

» Helen did not find it hard to give 
her respect, then to loxe and make a 
confidant of her. She had all a good 
woman s sympathies, and she encour
aged Helen to talk away her trouble 
about Roy to its very last thought. 
And in these conversations many a 
pleasant word was incidentally said 
n r Will Anderson—for his patient 
love, his forbearance and the injus
tice done by those who still persist
ed in 1 elle, ing Roy badly use 1 and 
convicted <n the barest circumstan
tial ex iden e.

woman to be obviously Will's chain - 
Mrs. Brodick however, was too wise 

pion. Her tactics were in a line fur 
:nore natural and far less suspicious, 
xerv pretty dusses, and in one of 
them—a dark blue merino with trim
mings of blue velvet—the girl looke 1 
so jL^-olutely lovely that she would 
have been less than a woman if she 
had not desired to give others the 
joy of her beauty. So she was pleas
ed to go with her step mother to one 
of th se musical reunions Brod'ck had 
declared to be ‘ incredibly miserable” 
and wonderfully pleased to hear Will. 
who was unconscious of her presence 
and therefore at his ease, sing in a 
voice clear and sweet as a silver bell;

1 learned to walk to the sound of the

The shingly I,each along;
The salt spray dashed against the

That was my cradle song.

The sea bird’s sing was far before 
The thrush's song to me;

Oh, my heart still longs and listens 
for

The music of the sea!

To dragnets full of gleaming fish 
Under the silver moon;

To watch ships on the far blue line 
Grow nearer in the noon;

To make friends with the storm in
stead

Of a city’s din for me;
Mv heart still longs and listens for 

The music of the sea!

These words, sung as YYill could sing 
them, went straight to Helen’s heart, 
and it was worth something to sec 
his wonder and delight when she stood 
in all her beauty and with sweet 
smiles praised his singing, 
just incredible joy to one heart, that 
musical re union, and perhaps to more 
than one.

This happy experience Nvas not diffi
cult to renew, and so gradually the 
intimacy grew, for, as the elder pre
ferred his almanac and his pipe to 
the kirk sociables and readings and 
practicings in the little village hall, 
YYill had many opportunities of con- 
heying his wife and daughter home 
and of lingering afterward for the ex
ercise and a bit of supper. But he was 
far too shy to make the advances he 
longed to make, and Helen waà not 
only shy, but proud and retiring. 
The humiliation of Roy,s desertion 
was still unforgotten, and she sur
rounded herself with an atmosphere 
which repelled the jokes and the sym
pathy she feared and which the ele- 
mfcn^al race around her wrere always 
ready to express.

“Will is a good man,” said Mrs. 
Brodick to her husband one night as 
they were having their confidential 
chat by the fireside after Will had 
left and Helen had gone to her room— 
“a good man, but he hasn't the spunk 
to ask Helen. Shy, both of them— 
wonderfully shy! I can’t, with all my 
planning and forbearing, bring them 
to question and answer. A pity! A 
pity! He is such a brave, true-heart
ed lad!”

“Good to the core,” said Brodick. 
“Be ought to hae been a minister.”

“Naething of the kind,” answered 
the elder's wife, wdth some warmth.

It was

i
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“You have not. Tho lawe of the 
body, its health and happiness, are 
as much God’s laws as any other. 
Forby, if you ever hud the right to in 
jure and make yourself miserable, and 
you have turned my happy homo in
to a house of mourning, and all for 
a man reprobate and not worth a 
good woman's thought or care.”

“1 loved Roy. I love him yet.”
“Then you had bettor be praying 

for him than crying after him. I loved 
your mother. YVo lived twenty-two 
years together in peace and joy, but 
when it pleased God to take her from 
me, I did not make the house a valley 
of gloom and never end repining. 1 
will have no-more of it. Put the man 
out of your mind. It is ashame to 
give sue)} a scoundrel heart room.”

“Father there aro many that think 
Roy was pre-judged, and the evidence 
against him wras—’’

“Ho w-as his ain accuser to you.”
“Aye, about that weary letter. But 

ho tolr* me positive and offered to 
swear to it that he did not black our 
name on his cousin Will’s boat, and 1 
believe that he spoke the truth.”

“1 know that he lied, and it seems 
then that he was ready to swear to 
tho lie. I have the most positive evi
dence that he did black the name of 
Helen Brodick. I did not tell you of 
it, for you yere weeping enough, and 
1 would not add- a straw's weight to 
your trouble.” >

“Aye, but having said so much, you 
be to tell me all you know, father.”

“Y ery weel. Maybe it is 'light to 
do so. There is little good in saying 
smooth, gentle things when it is the 
surgeon’s knife that is required. This, 
then is the very truth, Helen. One 
day last autumn I met the widow 
Forsyth coining to the house for me. 
She said her little Andrew was dying

'‘Weel, then, Willie got a letter from 
McBrino this morning saying that, ns 
ho had not closed wi’ the trade on no
tice, they had made it elsewhere an' 
the like of that. And Willie went in 
a passion to Lucky, and she told him 
that she had gi’en that letter toeRoy 
ten days syne, and just then Roy 
came by, and she called him and re
minded him of it, but Roy wotfld not 
remember aught of the circumstances, 
and tho lads got to words and then to 
blows, and there was like to be red 
murder done when Providence sent me 
that way, and I put myself between 
them and got a blow on my head 
that has given mo a sair pain. The 
village is just boiling like a sea with 
a school of herring fry, and some say 
Will has been o’erhasty, and others 
say he did what was xvell and right.”

“Do you tell me that Will did net 
know about the letter till this after
noon?”

“Not until an hour ago."
Then Helen’s face flushed scarlet. 

Shaken, confused, lifted off her feet bv 
this revelation of tho lying treachery 
of her lover, she did not shrink or 
compromise away from tho truth. A 
moment or two she hesitated, while 
she looked unswervingly on the fact. 
Then she asked her father if he 
thought that Roy had been guilty of 
taking and keeping his cousin’s letter.

“You may give him tho benefit of 
the doubt, if you wish to," he said, 
“but I am sure tho lad is guilty,"

“I have no doubt," she said., “He 
told me that he took the letter. He 
told me last night that he had given 
it to Willie and thit Willie sai I it 
was of no consequence. Ho lied to me. 
The man is as bad as you think him.
I am a sorrowful woman this day. 
Maybe I do deserve the sorrow. I do 
not just rightly know, but I do know 
that I have a bitter, shameful heart
ache.” And she laid her head on her 
arms and wept bitterly.

Her father bent tenderly over her. 
“My_ dear lass,” ho said, “my dear 
lass, the eternal God is thy refuge 
and underneath are the everlasting 
arms- If Moses could rise to this 
height, surely thou, with Christ to 
help thee, can also roach it.”

With these words he left her—left 
her alone in one of those dreary 
wastes made by tho loved ones who 
have deceived or deserted vs; vacant 
places watered by the bitterest tears 
human creatures ever slu#d. She felt 
that all was over. Her love had turn
ed to ashes, and the wind had carried 
it away. Up and down the past her 
soul wandered, finding little comfort 
for in this hour her conscience told 
her plainly that she had been deceived 
because she wished to be deceived.

The next dav it was known that 
Roy Anderson had gone away in the 
night. No one knew where to, and 
within a month his 1 oat was sold to 
pay the obligations he had left. The 
buyer put the name of his sweetheart 
on her, and that was the end of the 
Bonnie Helen.

and could not win away until he saw 
The poor lad was an ‘innocent

one of God’s bairns, and, though he 
had little sense, everybody loved him. 
I went wi" his mother to his bedside. 
He said he had done a great sin, the 
poor sinless laddie, and he wanted to 
put it right, then he wouldn't be fear
ed that God would be angry wi' him. 
And when 1 asked him what the sin
was and he confessed that he had 
watched Roy Anderson black his cous
in's boat nu|»e and had taken a big 
siller penny from Roy not to tell any 
o"he about it. He said, too, that he 
was feared of Roy, who had threaten
ed him with axxful deaths if he said a 
word. He then told where the big sil
ler penny was laid and asked me to 
bath for the poor. So his mother 
put it in the kirk plate the next Sab- 
went for the penny. It was hid awn" 
in a wee box in the thatch of the cot
tage, and she brought it to the dy
ing lad, ami he put it in my hand wi’ 
fingers that were almost clay. And I 
promised him all he asked and prayed 
wi’ him and he went away smiling, 
and saw that it was a false crown 
piece, not worth a bodle, and when I 
got home I threw it in tho fire, and 
the next Sabbath, 1 put a true hon
est crown in the kirk plate’ for the 
laddie that was in heaven. But I told 
you naething at all, for you were but 
a bruised reed, and 1 did not want to 
hang your head still lower. Do you 
belipve that Roy is innocent?”

“Alas, alas, 1 must believe that wee 
Andrew would not lie on his death-

beA.n
“Then why on God's earth are you 

cixing for such a man, Helen?”
“I am crying, father, because he 

does deserve tears.”
This was a refinement of grief hard 

for Brodick to understand. He an
swered with some anger: “The man is 
dead and buried as far as you are 
concerned. Let the dead bury the 
dead. As for you, follow him that 
died and is alive and living forever. 
Then you will get not only peace, but 
happiness.

After this conversation Brodick wen 
more and more frequently to Glasgow 
and showed an unusual attention to 
his dress and appearance. "He that 
set up with the minister and the big 
folks he meets there,” thought Helen 
a little scornfully. “One would think 
there had never been a minister’s wed1- 
ding before and never would be an
other while the world lasted. I’m fair
ly weary hearing tell of it.”

However, after little Andrew's con
fession Helen gradually got the mas
tery of herself. Every possible excuse 
for the sentimental sorrow was taken

CHAPTER IV
Very sorrowfully to Helen Brodick 

the summer and autumn passed owav. 
She hoped' against hope for some 
word from her lover, but none came. 
At first her father showed a wonder
fully delicate sympathy. He respected 
her desires for solitude and took 
pains to keep from her the numerous 
instances of Roy’s want of honesty 
and principle, which every day for 
some time after his flight came to pub 
lie discussion. But when the herring 
season was over, and his wheat and 
barley fields were reaped, and the win 
ter was closing upon them, he became 
irritated at her nursing grief for a 

ian so unworthy. Her pa'o face, her 
eyes red with weeping and her listless 
melancholy manner were a wrong that 
ho felt it hard to bear.

About tho end of November the min
ister received the call to Glasgow ho 
had been expecting, and Robert Bro
dick went to the city to witness his 
installation. Ho came back much de
lighted with his visit. Tho big kirk, 
tho handsome manse, tho groat con
gregation, the minister’s mother, her 
fine cooking wore constantly referred 
to. Helen believed ho was now trying 
to induce her to marry this man of 
his particular choice, and with all a 
woman’s contradiction she set her 
heart against him. 
show any pleasure in the Rev. Alex
ander Sharp or manse or mother, and 
though she really did enjoy her fath
er’s description of the fine drawing 
room and tho minister's study and 
tho great people whose worship ho 
directed she did not suffer interest to 
be at all manifest in her white hand
some face.

More and more frequently Brodick 
went to Glasgow, and on his return 
from one of these visits ho said to 
Helen: “The minister is going to be 
married, and you are bid to the wed
ding."

She was certainly a little annoyed. 
She had been for three years so sure 
of this man's affection, and perhaps 
there was deep in her consciousness a 
gpought that some day she would lis
ten to his wooing. And he had forgot
ten her! She laughed a little scorn
fully and said:

“What kind of a lassie is toJwear 
my old shoes?"

“I have not seen her," answered Bro 
dick, “but his mother was saying to 

that she was fair and bonny- She 
is but a young thing, not eighteen 
years auld, and her father has given 
her £5,0C0 as a setoff. They are to I.* 
married in three weeks, and if you 
aro going to the wedding you aro to 
have a suitable dress."

“I am not going. My heart is too 
heavy for a bride guest in any house.’

Therq was a moment’s pause, and 
then Brodick said with some stern
ness: “Helen, week after week and 
month after month I have seen you 
making yours'11' sick and auld lookin 
for a worthless, wicked man. I am not 
liking it."

“He was my promised husband. 1 
have a right to make myself sick and 
ugly for him if I want to."

Sho refused to

away, and, whether wc will it or not 
time—appointed of God for the conso
lation of grief—docs obliterate and 
heal. And as soon as Helen knowing
ly and consciously turned her face to 
“tho hills from whence cometh our 
help" she was comforted—comforted 
in prayer, in sleep, in work, in all her 
household ways, until her sorrow was 
very nearly a tale of old, unhappy 
far off things. Then she realized how 
foolish it had been and how utterly 
useless, since all her tears could never 
make “the grass to grow, on the 
trampled meadows of long ago."

Some change also that she could 
not define had come into the home. 
Her father, thoûgh affectionate as ever 

not the same. His comings and
goings had lost their regularity. He 

always wearing for post time, he 
who scarce ever before had xvritten^a
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