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TRUTH. -

Farmer Berrington, though a man of such
calm moul, was a good deal moved by the
intelligence, owinﬁ to his ago and stato of
health. Blyth did not like to put seeing
after what was ncedful uponthe old man
atone, by goiug up the glen himaclf again
ke a love-sick swain,  Besides, in anothor
lour or 8o, his messago had reached the
searchers, and the farm-yard was presently
full o1 a small gaping ciowd of the cuttagurs
arotund whom he had some ado to keep from
pettng into tho apple-room after the prison-
warders to stare at the sight; failing this,
they began wussiplug with the scrvaut
mards anid farniemen, till Blyth turned all
tin intrudas out, nock and crup, and locked
the road-zato npon every onte of themn,

Oac big dler, who did odd jobsat the
Barton for the Hawkshaws, tried to resist
sutherity. tll Blyth, suddenly catehung him
by a nat hittle wrestling trick, laid lim low
1 the swine trongh ; after which, the re
el s determmation and that of his fellows
vanened  speedily., Murmurs reaclied
piytnscars.  that yoang Berrington was
not U v crossed since he had come back
from sustralia;” ¢ that ho was strongor
than any two men, and for very littlo would
up wi s it and knock any man's two
eyesas vlach s a marnin cvach ¥

- lurkor nv lurh, respondued @ matronly
female admirer, ** he was twico the man
his father was, although old George Ber-
ungton had been no fool neither in his

ay.

Wihcicupon, the tido of opinion turning
tespecially swelled by the farm-men, who
were bung sent back to work by their stern
young master, after having descrted the
day without lcave), the latter found him-
self looked on a3 a sort of Xameon, feared as
mw i as admired ; whose late feats of
strensth were whispered round and mu.h
erggerated,

And thus the houra passed, so that it was
futly cvening before Blyth could again set
forth for tho cottage up hs ford.

He went slowly now for the Iast half-
lour and more had been spent in a diflicult
and long parley, in which he had to use all
his wits and weightiest arguments, both
with lus old father and tho authoritics, in
orde t, carry out poor Rachel's wishes re
specting the convict’s burial.  Old Ber-
nngton s fecling of sontiment stupped short
there . or rather reovolied at his own last
restin g place beiug contaminated by such an
mwished for neighbor, Only Blyth's private
entreattes and the remembrance of Joy had
rductantly prevailed with the old farmer,
afterall. :

It was weary work, but Blyth won tho
day, e believed, at last,  So now it was
a wul carned rest to go steadily, though not
tlowly, and feel the sweet evening air
blow on hiy brow as he trudgad throughthe
ficlds 1 yth was meditating what was
best to we done, bacause there was little
rona tor four women in the Cold-home
cottaze, yet ho could not think of leaving
Juy alune thero with her crazed mother, and
Rachicl »o helpless ; therefore must Hannah
tay till some better counsel came to his
miud, or the farm was freed from the dead
Frestioe thiere
A Lath neared the cottage which lay
hidden uader the shadow of the cliff, a
fizure .ame out from the porch, hesitated,
loohing bk asif divided in mind, then ran
swittly towards him.  He had recognized
Jey, and thy very flutter and lines of her
goun, he thought, before he could really de-
w1y her face o outline ; likowise she had
gucwl why hie was.,

Macame flying up to lim light as a
weoduy i, lushied, but only breathing o
little more quickly than usual.

i, Blyth, Llyth, where is my mother?
Have veu seen et ¥ was her tirst query.

* Thave never seen her all day. qu:\s she

ot came home?” Blyth retorted.
' o, not yet. Her last wonds te
me were that I was to wait for her with
..\.u.z' lawhel tilll she returned.  She was
wearied of yesterday's nuvsing, of staying
in tho mttage, shie sad 3 she must ramble a
alittl, but “she would surcly come back
oo, and she made me promise to stay
with my aunt, and take great eare of her
tmeanwhile,”

I will 2o and scarch for her up the glen
to the waterfull,” said Blyth, dreading evil
in his heart, hut speaking cheerily.

An hour later e returncd—alone.

L Suy mnt Lim again, still moro anxious.
"-gdld was g0 il and faint, sho knew no-
thing of the anxictics, and the poor girl
fared uot leave her. Old Hannah hied gone
saarching down the tiver's bank to the
fatm and back by the fields—in vain,

Magdalen had not returned,

Blyth  Berrington, now thoroughly
alarmed, hurricd back to the Rcdl houso,
FOt all tho fanmemen together as they wero
caving tho work for auqi)er, excepting
Dick, who had gone to Moortown, and,
with liberal promiscs of reward, raised a
scarch party that dispersed in various
directions. .

Somne hours later lic rode up, after mid
night, to the cottage.

3cfore he conld call softly, Joy heraclf
slipped out into the porch and looked at
him in tho swmmer starlight.  Beforo ho
could speak or dismount, sho came and laid
her hiead against good Brownberry’s neck,
who whinned in greeting ; then shio softly
cried. :

“Don’t get off, Blyth,” sho said, laying
her hand on his kace, as he woulld liave
alighited to comfort her, if possible, though
not knowing what to say. ‘I sce you have
no nows. Somecthing tells mo we shall have
nonc. If I could only “go awd search too—
uhi, it would he easicr to bear ! But you will
try your best still, dear, for my sake, if not
hers. [t isall you can do for me.”

Blyth did search hia best that night with
his men.  Ho scarched till the next day's
sun was high, still usclessly.

Magdalen never cune lack to  the
cottage. |

Sho had utterly vanizhed.

CHAPTER XLIIL

* They mado a bier of the broken bough,
Tho saugh and tho aspen gray;

And they bore him to the Lady Chapel,
Aud waked him there all day,

* * L] L2 - L
“* They dug hls grave but a bare foot deep,
By tho cdze of the Ninc-atane Burn,
And they coverd hiin o'er wi' the heather-flower,
The moss and the lady fern." = Scotluh Ballad.

BH‘th Berrington had proved true to his
word,

The evening sun was sinking, three days
later, when a little group stood in a corner
of the moorland churchyard round a fresh-
made grave, beside the sheltered spot under
the leo of the lull where the Berringtons had
been taid to sleep for many generations.

How atill it was!

The servico was over 3 the carthly body
Iaid in the earth ; the grave covered in with
the last sods. Yt old Farmer Berriugton
and his strong son remained standing bare-
headed there and motionless in the golden
low light. They could hear the shee
cropping on the furzy hill rising steep behin
tho little lonely clinrch, while the wild bees
flew droning part them on a last homeward
journey, honcy-laden, to their hives.

Down one of the paths leading through
the yew-darkened old, old wood—that
had long ago hidden the little place of wor-
ship safe in its shelter, when the larger
churches avound were being ruthlessly de-
molished by runtan emissarics—a vehicle
could Lo scen dri\'inzf: away. It held the
two jail oflicials oame from the great convict
prison away up in the heart of the moors.

Down the narrowing perspective of an-
other path n golitary rider was departing.
‘T'hat was the hunting parson, who did hard
work riding to this solitary little moor.
chapel from his own larger church, some
miles away'.

“They'ro all gone safe now, boy, 'Twere
no good to have raised gossip before,” said
old Berrington, quictly, to his son as he
stood leaning on his stall, a massive,
immovable figure. .

Blyth nodded ; then, moving a step or
two, he looked steadfastly up at the hillside
above them, towards which his eyes had
several times stolen unseen glances during
the late solann service for thedead.

There was a clump of yellow, waving
broom thick on the brae, just where the
path sloped most steeply down, Out of this
thicket two tigures now rose, one short and
very stout, the other tall and slender asa
young birch-tree  These were Joy and her
fnith;{ul old nurse. IHand.in.haud, like
spirits  ovoked from the heart of the
hill at Blyth's sigoal, they rose and now
stole down together ; both dressed in decent.
black, but yet in no mourning that would
at'ract nolice,

Joy, peor child, came and knelt lowly by
the fresh-turned cath  with ler hands
clasped in carnest prayer.  Whatover her
erced might tench, whether it was too late
or not for intercession, sho ucver thought,
but, following her feelings, prayed for the
dead 3 the others, in reverence for her filial
devotions, drew a little away.

A strange mingling of shame yet

near her knees, Xct. 80 far away now, Who
knows where? fow feet below this red,
brokcq soil on which her warm tears fell,
only hidden by that and a wooden coffin
from her_gazo, lay the father fwhom sho
could not’remember, whose face after death
the would not let her see, in spite of her
entreatics,

“Bestnot; I can tell you, dearie, how
handsome he once was,’ Hannah had
murmured.

“ Oh,_t!.e pity of it all 1" thought tho girl,
shuddering ~ She was so pale xm%l altered in
tho last fow days that thie chango was start.
ling. Sho seemed not so much suffering
from gricf as looking intinitely older by tho
terriblo expericnces that hud so suddenly as-
sailed her in such a short time, all come like,
thunderbolts fullng from o smiling sky,
when her young happiness was at s
height ' .
ler father an cscaped convict, his chnse,
and Magdalcn'’s wild hints of the terrible
night in tho cottage, that she could not keep
from her child; the horror of his death;
next, and \V(})ll‘lt of ullé her mother's (}is-
appearanco—the agony of suspense as to her
fato ; lastly, that 8R.:u:hcl Eatonia, who wes
dcarest and nearest in heart to her neico of
all women-souls she had known, lay still too
ill oven to guess at the cause of Lﬁgdalen‘s
absence !

Thoy had only dared to tell soothing
ovasions to the sick woman—that her sister
had prumishd to return very shortly; that
sho wishod Joy to do the sick-nursing in her
stead. And this last seemed so natural to
Hoor Rachel, in her long habit of unseclfish

ovotion, which asked and expected no re-
turn, that sho lay dreamily imagining Mag-
dalen at the Red House, well cared for.
But sho roused herself to bid Joy, in o weak
whisper, leave her to atteud the funeral of
tho girl's father. And Hannsh must go toos
all respect must be paid.  (Perhaps the in.
ability to follow Gaspard da Silva to his
grave herself seemed the last bitter expia-
tion to the sorrowful womano of her great
trial of life, which at times, looking back,
scemed so terribly like a sin )

So Joy covered her face with her hands
now, shaken with pity, not so much for her-
self, but imagining the sorrows of those two
women who had 8o long lived up yonder in
the glen. Her mind, with pure daugbter’s
instinct towardsall three, asit wero, glanced
away from thecarly history of their lives
(though guecssing something of that troubled
tale.) But tho Iater ycars rose befere her ;
the unhappy mnadness on ono side, the life
sacrifice on the other. Thefears; the hard,
poor manncr of living; the loneliness, with
80 fow or no other human souls of cultured
mind or kinship in birth ncar—

It was all true. Yet whatever her
sympathy, her own true gricf for them, Joy
could never cqual,or even enter greatly into,
the feelings of tho two elder women for
whomn her young heart mourncd with such
aching pity.

What could she tell, this youny, bright
girl, of the days when they also had been
young, and her father like a strange bright,
i baleful, star on their life-hotizon? What
could she guecss, even with help of love's
imagination, of their sceret pain and sorrow?

So little, it was almost nothing! Each
heart truly knoweth its own bitterness, and
o stranger intermeddleth not with ita joy.

A voice startled Joy., Looking up sho saw
Blyth standing over her, strong and tall,
with the living love in his houest blue cyes
that gave her consolation and the senso of
support cven as her troubled gaze met his,

“My father and Hannah have driven
awny in the gig, dear. She could not walk
back tothe cottage. I will atay with youher
as long as you hke; but—do you not think
the living nceds you now more than can the
dead ¥

“You are right, Blyth; your ars always
right Yes I will go back to Aunt Rachel
now. It was best for Hannah to drive, so I
mear. to walk back mysclf over the moor-

A

I thought you would do that ; and so I
meant to walk with you,” .

Silently Joy rosc, checking a small smile
that half broke on her lips; checking too
an cinbrace that Blyth, suddenly moved by
wtrong pity as holooked down at her bright
baauty, fo dimmed and downcast, would
have hestowed upon her. It was no fit

“ Now I Lay Me Downto Stecp.”
Everything has its literature. Avound
the most proasic duties of life the factors of
civilization, the sports of ancient and mod-
orn times, o literature gathers, as crystals
gather nround acentral star, It may houn
liternturo of prophecies or o literature of
memotics, o litciatuio of solid fucts v o
literuture of airy fancies ; norule of iwron can
be prescribed,  Tho Bohemians, the Green-
landers, **our brothers in black,” primitive
man, the man in the moun, war, peace,
home, skics and oceans have clustered
around them a peculiar literature pre”ound,
puthetic, puzzling and peculiar.  The litera-
turo of cbildren, by which is meant not the
diluted reading matter prepared for the
littlo ones, but the literature of their fivst
loves and friendships, and thoughts and unj
ounventivnal ways, is voluminous.  Litciuy
men dehight to write of thewr carly years,
when the trail of the serpent had not yet
appeared on their hearts,

Perhaps vue of the tenderest 1ecollectivus
any man can have is that of the vynug
prayer at mother’s knce:

*Now 1lay o d wn tosleep;
I pray the Lord miy woul to keep,
111 should die before I wake,
1 pray the Lord my soul to take.”

The literature which has gathered atound
this prayer has its burlesque as well ny ite
pathos.  The following instance has bean
sscribed to too many men for us tosay
positively it was such aone: Twomn
were con\'crsinﬁ, and a freak of mind utter-
ly inexplicable led them to refer toreligion.
Forthwith onec of them began to eculogize
the Lord’s Prayer as most touching and
eloquent in its diction. He concluded by
offering to bet ten  dollars that his brother
could not repeat it. The ten-dollar Lill was
covered, and tho man began: ** Now I lay
me down to sleep, 'and repeated that'pra? cr
to the end. **f{am amazed,” the other
gaid; “I really didu’s think you couldl do
it. Themoney is yours.” Perhaps tho re-
currence of the word Lord is what led to
this ignorance.

A lurie number of pocms have been wiit-
ten on this prayer—from twelve to twenty
lines being taken for cach line of the prayer.
The shortest and one of tho cutest has gone
the rounds anopymously. In the anthlogy
before me no name 1sattached. Hure it
is:

“ Now I lay mo~-say it darling”
0;.:1:)"’“0': lsped l.h't.e tiny llm
o‘cihcr folded fnger e,

' Down to sleep™ *‘to slecp,” she murmitied,
And the curly head dropped low ¢

1 pray the Lord,” I gently added,
“You can say it all, I kuow."”

 Pray the Lord “—the words came fainthy,
Fafnter still—** m)y soul to kcep,”

Then the tired head fately nodded
And the ¢hild was fastaslecp,

But the dewy ey¢s hall opened
When1 °‘“F°d her to m?‘ breart,
And a doar voice softly whisperd,
+ Manina, God knows all tho rest.”

The sketches of the lifc of the Rev. Dr.
Nott relate that hosank into sccond child
hood. The last hour of his lifc was pecu
liarly impressivee He lay on his bed
blind and apparently unconscivus.  His
wifc sat by his bedside, and, upon his re-
quest, sang the songs of his youth, He was
hushed to reposo Ly themn, liko an mifant on
its pillow. Watts' cradlo hymn, **Hush,
My Dear, Liv Still aud Slunber,” scemed
cspecially sootbing. Visions of howme float-
od beforo hitn, and the name of his mother
was often on his lips.  **Let us pray,” he
aaid, and all the family and friends present
kuelt. He clasped his hands and begar,
“Now [ lay mo down toslecp.” They
waited for him to continue. llis wife was
first to discover that hic had fallen into the
sleep that knows no waking,

JEN——
.

YWomen aro the try of the world, in
the samo scnso as the sturs aro the poctry
of heaven,  Clear, light-giving, burmonious,
thoy aro terrestrial plancts that rule the
destinics of mankind.

Nothing hinders tho comstant agre ment

time or place. But she thought forgivingly
to herself that after all a man was not ex-

cted to know better; so she softly nest.
Pccd her hand into his large palm, and they
went away over tho hills together,

qity
filled the young girl’s heart for the dead s0

(T0 DK CONTINUED.)

of proplo who live together but vaaity and
acltishness. Let the sp'rit of humility and
benevolenco provail, and discord and dis-
sgreement would bo lanished frem the
houschold.



