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TRUTH.

THE LIGHT OF COLD-HOME FORD.

CHAPTER XLIV.

We aroas clouds that vell the midmght moon,  §

How reatleasis they epocd and glesm wid quiver,
Streaking tho datkness rdiantly 1 et acon

Night closes round, and they anc lost fyrever™

[AISAR A

As they went back to tho cottageover the
sun-kis:ed hilly, winle the valleys lay in
shadow, going alung the very track tho
tivo sisture from the cottaze over yonder had
haced 80 oftea on Sundayr, Juy leaned moro

oavily than usuulon Blyth’s arm, She had
sat up the last three nights with Rachel,
ageinst Hannal's entreaticay unable to sleep
with thoughts of her wother's fato,  Her
springy step was vanished. For tho tiret
time 1n_her Iifo tho fult tirdd out in mind
and body.

Both were stiunt, their thoughts opprezsed
by the latu scenc they had left. Then Joy's
cyes began to wauder; gazing over the
swells of moorland to where, in tho beart of
these, lay the dangerous quagwires and
bopyy srouuds she had only heard of as im-
pas~iblo to human footstep.

“Blyth | could my mother havo atrayed | pa

up there?” she asked pointing and draw-
ing nearer to him, with horror of the
thought. *“‘Ifvelasif I would like to go
away yonder with you now, and search, a* *
scarch till I dropped down, unable to stir—
or till I had found her.”

 Joy, my dearest, you would not find
her there. Our men are still searching;
bat, if ulive, she must have wandered
farther. It not—"

He broke off ; but the peor girl under-
stood the remainder.

1f dead, thoze greenly trecherous bogs up
yonder never gave up their prey 3 but the
suadew would blossom, and the cotton grass
wave over their I,it,falla as if no hurm to
apy creaturcs of God's earth lay hidden
under the treacherous surface.

She began ngain Euzcn:l_v.

**“Chero is gomething on my mind to tell
you, dear Blyth. 1t may be nothing, and
yet—1 wonder cuuld Steessic Hawkshaw havo
secn my mother after sho left me at the
farm?*

Blyth started violently, almost guiltily;
then controlling b msaclf asked.

s What makes you think that?”

¢ Think it, no; not that cxactly, But
there is o curious feeling on my mind that it
might beso. To cxplain it a little, forit
is only o fancy, I must tcll you something
that happenod, Blyth the night of the siv..
after you lefe us.”

Then Joy, falterihg, with 2 modest
country maideu's fechng, who docs ~ot
think it right o Joast her conquests, told of
young Hawk vww's words to her in the hut,
and his anger at tho revclation of who her
mother was.

*“Exactly. I thought as mmnch,” =as
scated Blyth, with a curious reluctance to
cnter further into tho subjcct ; and as if
that ended all to be s2id.

¢ But stay, you don't 3co; you can't
understand,” pursaed Joy. *Itold yous
1itlc of what s/i¢ £3id to mo that dreadful
morniog when I saw her last, but not all,
There was somcthing more; but all that
day I could not tell you for it did not scem
to matter, and you were 8o busy at the
farm v .vu—with tho police. And ever sinco
you have beea scarching thess threo nights
and two long days. Oh, what ycars those
hours have acemed ! Sho was very angry,
as I told you, to heatr of our engagement,
and cricd oat sho had always meant me for
young Hawkshaw, aad urged and ordered
mo to have him insteal of listening to what
Isaid. I did not Lhe ULcfore to tell youall
her ravings, poor dcar.”

Tell me now,” said Blyth, in a sup

ressed, deeper voivo than usual.  “J have
Ymd something to &Il you also, but it will
keep a while.

To abbreviate the questioning and an-
swers with which theas two lovers natur-
ally broke Joy’s discourse, it may now bo
told without these interuptions, which anc
invited and tho other gave, not necessarily,
but in proof of matusl sympathy and
affection.

On thst sunny morning, then, when all
natare scemed rejoicing, and the hay-making
was in full swing in tho meadows, Joy, find.
ing Blythan cven old Hannah unaccountably
abscut (about their various werk, no doubt,
sho thought,) had betakea harself to o

ing gloricy, in the gardes, As sho gayly
hammered her own protty nails often’enough,
instead of the iron ones, sho was singing at
tho top of her voice, while standing on
o stop-ladder.

Thus, being deaf to all around her, Joy
©ll at once felt the ladder violently shaken,
aad looking down alurmwd, whilo catching
at the creepors for support, saw with in.
tinite amazement, her mother.

Magdalen had nover Leen insido the farm.
ates all these years, Sho was no longer
oohtug reund atliighted for fear of any
stranger, however, ﬁut exclaimed, as if in
extreme hasto and impaticence,

**Come down at on.e, Joy, como down.

You niade such a nowa I could not get you
tohear me. Iwant to speak to youim-

mediately ! Immediatcly '

‘*Seemg the glitter of her mother'seye,
and fecling the strangencas of this visit, Joy

got quickly down, and, quictly taking her
ﬁ:m]( » endeavored tolead Magdalen into the
rior.

“ Wao shall bealone there,” she said, *‘the
farm-zervants often come by here, and you
won't wish them to hear and you won't
wish them to licar us.”

But Magdalen resisted.

“Letall tho world hear mo; the world,
ar.d all that is thercin ! I fear nobody and
nothing r w," sho exclaimed in a loud voice
looking dofiautly, although wrapping her
cloak about her with a seciet air. ** The
dovil is dead, child; he was drowned last
night in the Chaa. I went to get somo
water for poor Ruchel this morniag, and
3aw him lying thero in the Deadman's Pool.
Then I took to m3 Louis, aud ran dowvn here
to tell you,”

“*Oh, corao into the house, mother, dear,”
iriplored Joy, tu whom it was dreadtul that
this frenzied talk, as she believed it, shonld
be uverheard ; and luoking round in ageny

**Ha! you arc cunning, I sce.  Yes, yes,
as you aro his chld, it is swiscr of you. I
can bo carcful, too  said Magdalen, whisp-
ering now, aud sittirg down on  the bench
in the porch, drawing Joy close beside her,
with a tenacious grusp, wonderful iu thosc
slim fingers, *¢ You think mo mad, child,
but 'm not. See, here is the littlo canl
took, aud this some of the water ho was
baptized in.  Was Lo  washed from
his sins, do you think? I hope he was, but
still I don't—oh, I donr’¢ want to mecet him
in heaven !

With difficulty Joy persuaded her
mother to allow her arm to be relieved of
the can's weight, while still Magdalea kept
her cloak closely huddled about her.  Dut
sho went on more coherently, telling how
that, as Joy knew, DaSilva, her father,
was a convict ; nay, mere that ho had
been only some fouttecn miles away all these
years, in the moor-prison. $ho acted, uan-
cousciously, tho sceae of his cntoring the
cottage with such vividness, givingeven the
smallest details of her own and slachels
behavior at firat 50 naturally, that a sudden
reyclation that here waa no insainfty camo
upon J:j » and, clasping her hands, sbo
exclaimed.

+Merciful heavens ! it is truc, then. Go
on, go on, mather! Tell me all.”

¢ \What is thero 50 much moro to tell ¥*
returned Magdalen, pausing suspiciously at
onco ou Ueing urged. ““Ye mistook tho
ford last night, and is drowned ; and we are
{reo, froe aa tho birds, now 1

Then sho went on, rubbing the palm of
her hand restlessly to and fro on her kace,

I didn't kill him; no, I didn't, though
I thought I would. Aund then he tried to
kill us instcad, Js that divine justice?
Rachel is very ill aow—sho saved o from
being etabbed by him. He always liked her
best. There, now, be calm; do bo quict,
Joy ¢ for tho girl sprang up, horritied, with
cntreatics to koow tho worst about her
aunt Rachel.

**Sho had to stay very quict yesterday,
aad the fog made her worso; but uow you
shall nuraoher. 1 was good at that.,”

“But him—thobody ! I must find Blyth
at once, and he will help us,” cried out Joy
distracted,

¢ Blyth, indoedl.  No, you shall not tell
him, I don't liko him ; from this time
forth you shall not =peak to him. A mere
farmer’s son and not fit company for you.”

favorite: occopation of mailing up somo
creepers, cverlrsting sweet.pea and morn-

¢ Ob,{mother 1 I am going tomarry him—
I have promised him,” burst from Joy's lips,

who folt painod aud voxed, oven while
suffering so much greator ngony, to hear her
Blyth underated.

“Marry him! now—now that wo aro
freo ) shricked Dlagdalen, atretebing out her
arm and shaking her clenched hand against
her chud in violent denuuciation. ** You
shall not do it—nuver) never! you will not
daro to brave my curse by crossing o,
tnean you to marry young Hawkshaw, and

a lady, and mistress of the Jarton,  Xcan
come and vikit you thero, and wo will travel
and be gay and rich, and visit Londen and
Paris agun ; but I could not condescerd to
enter a mere farm like this,”

T'ho poor soul looked round with a lofty

air at Sxo protty Rod House in ita homely
sarden, nnd tho fair view heforo her of tho
t‘hm! valley and the fair bills arcund.
“ Aunt Rtachel had always wished it
Ob, mother, he and I have grown up to.
gether as if meant for each other,” faltered
Joy feeling cold with the dread of another
derk cloud of ovil drawing over her.  “*And
as to Stecnio Hawkshaw, denr, don’t think
of hitn. Ho docsnot waut mo for a wife,
13iyth Bernogton is too noble to mind my—~
my }mrcnuxgu; young Hawkshaw would.’

Magdales doubled herself up, rocking
back and forward with 2 whimpering cry.

* All against me to thwart my wishus, yov
aud Rachcy, and even this young fellow,
But uo, he did want you ; it must_ bo sonao
mismanagement. Go and tell him your
father is no more, child, Say you will be
rich, you will have o fortunc. Mcu love
gold ; gold-mines is what they all want.”
b Joy pleaded, soothed, tried to rcason with
er,
‘““How can I bey o young man to marry
me, dear mother? Ycu love ing, you love
Aunt Rachel ; do not make us both un-
happy even to pleaso yourself.”
*“Yeg, ycs, poor hachel—of course. Bat
still—oh, I do want to have iny own way at
last 1* Magdulen returned, weeping in a low
hysterical way, ];itifully, like a vexed child.
“Such o miscrablo lifo as Lhave led, chained
all theso years under that great rock in the
glen, fettered by fears. Rachel is a saint of
goodness, but she always liked being dull.
Aund now, if you marry your country clown,
sho will want me to scttle down liko her-
self into feeling o grandmother, I know ;
and will only be happy knitting socks for
your babics, with no mora caunge of lifo
then an old tree.  No, trees put off their
leaves in winter, that’s their change ; we
are moro like sheep ; just a woolly shawl on
and a little miscrable weather in winter—
10 other differenco botween the the scasons.”
¢ Mother, mother~only think that all
this time w= are leaving Aunt Rachel alone,
andshesoill! Wo can talk of all'this
later ; therc is uo hurry,” implored Joy, in
nccents of the must agonized haste and dis-
dress, only controlledgby fears of exciting
her mother too much, cvenin o right
direction, N

‘“\Would you give up your Blith {f youn
Hawkshaw did still ask you to be his wife?’
Magdalen reiterated, only partly heeding
her davghiter.

“ What docs it matter whether I say yes
or not ? Ho will never ask me. Oh, mother,
mother, let mo go ! Como yourself. Re:
member how often sho has nuraed you."”

Tho last wordsieemed to restore Mag-
dalen to some scasa of tho real situation of
matters about her, Sherosc too, and said
in a ncrvous, hurried voico.

¢ Don't thiok ill of me, dear child, Thero
is ro anc like Rachel ; but I do 8o hate aick-
roou.s. 1was with her all yesterday, and
did my best, indeed” (that was troe), “*but
now 1 feel so tired of beiog mewed upin tho
cottagre, 1 want a little fresh air and
liberty. Do yon go to your aunt ; promisc
nie not to lcave her till I come hack, for I
will only just ramble for a little way, and
tuen retarn.  Promisc mne.”

So Joy promised, with hurried besecching
to her mother not to bo late; then sought
Blyth and Hannah with vainly flying foots
stcps till she heard from the servant-maid
they hadjgonoup theglen. Thither shosped
aftcr then, supposing they had heard tho
newa ; and Javoiding the Chad and the
sight of any human being on the farm, for
sho fclt branded as a conviet's daughter, 1t
washer own father whobad twico attempted
cscape, and who lay somowhero near—if
not commitied, marder in his drowned.

** Do you think sho could possibly havl
tried to sco Stecnie Hawkshaw ? Is it any
clue?” asked poorJoy of Blyth, with anxious
lm}lf-zhnmc ot her own idea, when she had
ended,

Blyth, slowly and heavily, Ho felt him.
8ol a brute, well-nigh, in his inability to
break tho truth to her eo gently as he could
have wished.

Novortheless, sho was dimly aware of
somo of tho great kindncss and pity in his
bosom as ehe grasped his arm closcly now,
trembling.

*We found sho was seen goingto tho
Barton, wliero she asked to speak to
Steenio. Doun't bo hurt, dearest ; but, what-
over passed between them, ho seoms to hiave
been rude, and insuitlng.” (Blyth had some
udo to say this qulctly, though his faco took
o grim, sternly set oxpression.)  “‘JAnyhow,
sho was next scen hurrying out of the Bar
ton gate, and taking her way up tho hills
as fust as possible, and over tho moor  Nte
may have paascd acrosa the Moortown road,
and gone higher stilk No one has scen her
since,” .

“Is that all you have to tell mo?” asked
JO{, with supgmsscd passion that made
lightnings of her eycs, while her threat
tightened and her heart heat violently,

* Thatis all T need tell you.”

“ Then it is Ais fault—young Ifawkshaw's
fault,” zaid tho girl ficrecly, her quick
Southern blood asserting itsclf.

“Blyth, for an answer, passed hizarm
round her waist and imprisoncd both her
hands in his, as if to keop her still  Then,
looking down closcly at her, ho said,

‘“ Romember your battlesare mine, dear,
0 far aca man can rightly aud lawfully fight
them for you. Steenio Hawkshaw is
oshamed enough now of his conduct, you may
be fairly aure.”

¢ But that is not caough, Ashamed ]
I want him to bo hurt too, remorscful pun.
ithed as ke deserves I breathod tho girl,
passionately, stamping her foot.

*¢ That vengence is not ours; wait!”
said the young man. witn a stern inuce
belicf that what sins are not otherwue
righted surely avengo themselves by natural
laws of causc and cttest. Then, in a changed
tono of sudden surprise, he exclaimed,
‘“ Look ! see ! what i3 that "

They had reached the brow of the moors
immediately .bove Cold-liome, and down in
the glen they now perceived a crowd of
littlo beings darting round the cottuge
hither and thither. A'school scemed brohen
looso and run'. ag riot in play-hours.

Not pausing to ask each other what such
an unusual event might mean, only know-
ing it portended gomo ncws, whether good
orill, both ran down tho path towards
Cold-home at their utmost speed.

CHAPIER XLV.
“Ewinna I-hy at stane-chucking,
Nor will I play at ba’,
Lut I willgae up to yon bonule green hill,
And there wo'll warsell a fa’
They warslod up, they wanded down,
Titl John fell to the ground ;
A dirk tell out of Willle's pouch
Aud gave bim a deadly wound.”
Old Ballad

¥f Blyth had not told Joy all the details
of acr mother’s visit to Barton, it was a
pious fraud. Tbho truth ho kept back was
ag follows:

‘When ho heard the rumors of Poor Mag-
dalen having been seen at Hawkshaw's it
was the sccond day of the puinful quest,
and Blyth was then on the moor with onc
of tho scattered scarch-parties. Ho gallopead
off on good Brownberry in hot Lasto to the
Barton, cager to ascertain more, and sus-
pecting no ill there.

“Blyth saw old Hawkshaw, distinctly,
shambling behind the close clipped chorry-
laured hedges, in what ho was pleas~d to
call his littlo pleasurc ground (wn cunop

-plot.) The old man must have o
coguized Blyth also, but disappcared into
tho house. Tho Barton had bien rebult,
and was now o pretentious sort of smaull
villa, with whitowashed walls and n sickly
¢ puzzlo monkey” shrub or two udgingaits
curving gravelled watk, or a few yardsin
length, in a forlorn raonner.  Tying Brown-
bcn?v to tho gato, Flyth palled the Lellat
tho frout-door for somo minutes without
sccing or hearing a sign of life oa the pre-
miscs, Provoked at thus losing time, he
strodo round to tho ya=d behind, cqually
cmpty, and thero hammmercd so soundly at
fastened kitchen.door that the cchocsre:
sounded. A inongrel sort of maatiff rnda
lurcher hercupon toro at their chains ab
howled at him, till their throats must have
been sore.

At last camo a rasping sound in answer

Arusty window was opened overhead,
and & crone put her head ount to ask what

* Yes, dear, wo found that clue,” said

ho wanted, But hardly waiting for
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