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and uncouth love Hevelnp and form a t> to

bind the homely liv.^a together, and warn" juid

brighten them? It may have b:on that hia

own mental londition at this tiuie was suoh
as would tend to soften his heart, for an ni-

noceni; passion, lent!; cherished in its bud, h.id

burst into its full bi'ioming during tlie month.--

he had spent amid the novel beauty and
lonlines^, aad perhaps his new bliss subdut '1

him some^'hat. Always ready with akiudly
word, 'le vfa,H specially rea<iv with it where
Soth was roinierned, He nevt r prised him
without <.!!', and fre(|uently rein i in his

horse t. ^^eak to bun .. :. pv. torleng'-''. Now
and then, on lii.. way '< n:. ;wt night, he stop-

ped at the shanty door, ml t'li vmoiJug t'.

lad detained him for a low r.'.i!*' '\a chattinf,;

in the odot'Ods evening air. 't -a :i'- t.' on^igh-
ly in accordance with th.i 'd. pniROf' '^t his

frank and generous l ituri' t. .i .\e shun id en-

deavour to win ur>on ii'm tru' gain his uonti-

dence. " We aro both L'eepton men," he
would Pay, " and that we si-ould be friends.

We ate both alone an<l a long way from
home.

"

But the lad wu always timid and slow of

speech. His uratitude showed itself in ways
-,' ongh, but it rarely t^ok the form of words.
Only, one nighc as the horse moved awav,
he Laid hie hand upon the bridle and held it

amoj'fiv'it, some powerful emotion showing
itself lii his face, and lowering hia voice

until it was almost a v/hisper. "-Mester,"
he said, " if tiieer's ivver owt to be done as

is hard an' loike to bring pain an' danger,

yo'll—yo'Jl not forget me ?"

Langley looked down at him with a ming-
ed feeling of warm pity and deep bewilder-

ment. " Forget you ? " he echoed.

The dullneasseemed to have dropped away
from the commonplace face as if it had been
a vt il ; the eyes were burning Avith a hungry
pathos ami fireand passiffu ; they were raised

to hi: ;'.;/'! held him with tlie power of an
indescribilble anguish. "Dun not forget as

I'm here," the voice growing .sharp and in-

tense. " ready an' eager an' waitin' fur th'

toitne to come. Let nie do sominat or brave
summat or suffer snnimat, for God's sake !

"

Wlien the young man rode away it was
with a sense of weight and pain "-on him.

He was mystified. People were x grate-

ful to him, but their gratituile w )t such
as this ; this oppressed and disturbed him.

It was suggestive of a mental canditimi

whose existence seemed almost impossible.

What a life tin poor fellow must have
led, since the simplest kindness aroused
within him such emotions as this !

"It is hard to understand," he mur-
mured ;

" it is even a little horrible. One
fancies these duller natures do not reach our
heights and depths of happiness and pain,

bis
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breii.it-

ce upwi.id
he

Voc tnc thinK of

and yet—Caithie, Caithie,

ing oft' suddenly,and turnin.

to the broad free blue of

quickened h;s hors' 'i pace,

yoii ; this hurts ms.'"
But he V ai drawn 'nearer to ihe boy, and

did his hea*. to cheer and help him. His in-

i 'rest in lii 1,1 rew as he saw him ofteuer,

I id there i not only the old i terest, bnt
anew one. >'omething in tho lad's fa.o o

son.ething wl: i 'h h i stincA Inm as faniiliav

e\ ( 11 at first— uegav' to b&iint iiimci 'iitaiitly.

He could not rid hiMse'f :n iihe impreA''iO'! .t

left upon hiir, and yet 'i*; nevei inijud him-
self a shade nearer the sulutiois ui the uiya-

tery.
" Raynor," he said to him on one of the

evenings when he had stopped before the
shanty, " I wish I knevv wihy your face trou-

bles me so.

"

" Does it trouble you, mester?"
"Yes," with a half ; 'igh, "I think I

may say it troubles me. • have tried to re-

collect every lad in Deeutni, and I have no
remeiiibrance of you."

" Happen not, mester," h eekly. ' "I niv-

ver wur much noticed, yo' ss'j ; I'm one o'

them as foak is more loike to pass by."
An early train arriving next morning

brought visitors to the Cresk—a business-

like elderly gentleman and his daughter, a
pretty girl, with large bi'ight eyes and an in-

nocent rosy face, which became rosier and
prettier than ever ',\hen Mr. Edward Lang-
ley advanced from the depot shed with un-
covered head and extended hand. '*Caithie!"
he said, when the first greetings had been
interchanged, " what a delight this is to
me! I did not hope for such happiness as
this."

" Father wanted to see the mines," an-
swered Caithie, sweetly demure, "and I—

I

wanted to. see Black Creek
; your letters

were so enthu.siastic.

"

" A day will sufhce, I suppose?" her pa-
ternal parent was wandering on amiably. "A
man should a! >rays iuveatigato such matters
lor himself. J can see eno tI' to satisfy me
between now and the ti ''>i- the return
train."

" I cannot," wb'opere .

" iigiey toCaitbie;

"a century woula .

''
ce. If the sun

would but stand-s'

The lad Seth wa .
-

and when he enterel .

from her dish-washii -

troubled look. "Aru
asked.

"Nay," he answered,

an' heavy-loike.

"

He sat down upon the door-step with hea-
vily clasped hands, and eye# wandering to-

vards the mountain, whose pine-crowned

for dmner that day,
. louse Bess turned

w^vT him a sharp,
-i again ?" she

, I bnt a bit tired


