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:::;n the square all the time, and’taint bin no

“";Drluk !” sald another, ocontemptuously ;
. € alu’t drunk rauch, whatever they may say,
o eat neither. Why she ain’t nothing but a
Adle o’ bones,”
“hobsman had left the court who tried to pass
but erved by the group that surrounded Mary,
» Without a word spoken, every one seemed
N:’!:ake way for him, till he was hustied and
ed to the front. He looked uneasily round
m‘yn &nd in a whining tone began, I give you
v (;'Ord of honor, gentlemen—-"
ny, B, d—n you,” said a big fellow, turning
9gely upon him; “shut up, and get out o’
dong We'll make it hot for you before we've
that "With you. You may take your oath of
Nevme turned and made his way to a small
Standing by the roadside. He heard angry
W15 on all sides of him, and thought he would
'.uGO back to Cheam just at once, but would
“Negu nightfall and enter the village unob.

u Me&nwhﬂe with many moaus and long-drawn

ary was regaining oonsclousness. She

mh“P and opened her eyes, and with strangely
"ti?d Pupils began to look around her.

“ m {0 have my money back,” she said,

]0:“‘,‘ my time, and my journeys. Lor, what a

O’ times I've bin here. That'll make a deal

tay Money, that will; and compensation, he

bog. And what did he say I was ? ” and she

o od round with wide, pathetic eyes,

Well ’e said you was a ill-used 'ooman,

blo and that’s just about what yoo are. I'm
“Wecl ifever I sin a wuss,” .

Te Yes, he sald I was a ill-used woman,” she
Peated, rising slowly, and saying the words
:' and over again.

of ou come along of me, dear, and have a cup

b"“-” 8aid the woman who had been kneeling

Ty her side, « and then I’ll g0 & bit o the way
:"e with you.”

bar Why, I'm going to Cheam myself,” said a

‘Olul.y farmer, in a tone that implied some as.

tiog, hment at the discovery of his own inten.

8, “ and if you jump up in the cart I'll put
down at your own door.”

0&’?:-‘: Mary walked on, unobservant of these

:She‘s a bit crazy-live, poor soul,” sald another

Oman, « Better let her be-—she’ll go straight
h‘«‘lm-). ’
“Well, sho shan’t go empty-handed,” ‘ex-

Wmed the farmer, and diving down Into his
h'l:"hel pocket for a shilling, he laid it upon
t Open palm, and said, ¢ Who'll marrow me
hat 2 »

Two or three shillings, & few smaller coins,
Ad gome halfpence were speedily lald upon his
h‘lld. and with them he hurried after Mary.

“ Here, missis, we’ve put a trifie together for
You, and we'll see what we can do for you be.
ﬁ" long, Tell your husband I hope I shall see
N: about agalin soon, and if he wants a job let
of G>me to me; or you either, for the matter

that.”

v Y stood for a moment with the same unob-

Tvant face, but as the kind tones fell upon her
he &nd the money was put into her palm, and
fl‘l: fingers pressed down upon it by a large
h‘ndl! hand, a smile lighted up her face. Look.

Up with something of her own old frank ex-
l""'l“ ion, she ocourtisied and said,
And I thank you kindly, sir,”

e hours later a laborer, who was passing
W the woods, saw a motionless figure in
ttrg t by the side of the little jetty that
a p¥ebed ont into the pond. He watched it for
o W minutes, and then turning aside he went

W the narrow path leading to the water's
;:”- There in the prow of.the boat, leaning

°r and looking fxedly into the water, sat Mary
tye: He spoke to her, but she did not an.
"h.ir; and as he had just come from Brenchley,
,,ro:h was resounding with the story of her
u’ g8, he dld not pass on as he would proba-
hhﬁve done otherwise, but stepped into the
ln‘t’ and, touching her on the shoulder, asked

Was not time for her to be going home ?
Wiy looked up at him, and then, pointing to a

“te glimmer in the water beneath her, said :

What's that? »

th: That 17 he replied, looking over the edge of
"t::?’t. ¢ Why that’s your own image in the

wNo it ain't,” she said ; ’tis the child.”
« ot it 1” he exclaimed.
But I tell you’tis the child. My lady she
up there on the bank, and she pointed to
the " 2ter an’ I come and looked, and there was
Py chijq.»
ho.nl tell you ’tain’t no such thing. Come away
%‘- 'Tain’t no good thinkin’ about things
thyg them. Why my Lady’s bin dead and burled
’01:'::0 months, So just see what nonsense
H talking, Come home, do!”
hip, 'OOK her by the arm and she followed
wi ' ‘“Glad enough I was,” he said afterward,
%'3" her away, for she looked as mad as a
Iy Jame.” :
freyy Was dusk before she reached home, and
the llh‘- was gleaming through the window of
ang Ong unuged parlor. Bhe opened the door,
* husband’s voice fell upon her ears.

“
%Wh , my lass, I've bin fairly moped ahout
Ang nli thowt thou was [to settle ma toysel’.

He Ou ga’s aff and says nowt at a’.'’ .
D‘“‘e:“ t0o weak to speak without frequent
b"‘lt i and the feeble voice, the catch in his
w n;’ and the painfal effort which it cost him
teny; oVen a few words, attracted his wife’s at-

« A":‘ 2nd excited her fears,

%“ t you so well, father t” she asked anx-
Plag O\i wiing near the mattrass, which was
on a low wooden bedstead.

“ Better lass, much better. Miss Stokes
brought somebody wi’ her, and they fastened
up t’ bed and gat ma in and med ma a drop o’
broth. I'm as reet as reet mow. An’ there’s
teapot ready for thee, and a bit o’ summit on t’
hob.”

Mary was watching him keenly. ¢ If I tell
him all at once,” she thought, ¢ it will kill him.
‘Why, 1t very near killed me.” So shesat down
by bLis side and took his hand and streked it.
¢ Thare ain’t much of it left, is there ? "’ gaid he.

« But I think your gettin' better, father,” said
she, in a tone that sounded almest like entrea-
vy.

“ Na, na, nor nivershall I’ this warld. Things
is a’ wrong togither, and aw don’t see what's to
be done. But we mum ha’ patience, we mum
ha' patience.”

¢ Look 'ere now. I couldn't never bring my-
self to ask you afore, but yowll tell me true,
John, won't you ? Did you ever think as I'd
done anything with that money, or made away
with 1t 27

He started and turned upon her with such sud-
den angry eyes that she knelt by his side, and
began to say :

« I didn’t mean to put you out. You know I
didn’t, but everybody’s bin against me, and
you've never sald as you was sure I'd pald it.
You've only kep’ on sayin’ if I’d paid it I'd got
the receipt. Andthensometimes I've u thought
you was llke all the others, and didn’t belleve
as I'd paid it at alL.” Allan’s anger faded out as
he saw her trembling by his side.

‘““ You've na reet to say sfc & thing,” he oon-
tinued gravely; ¢ but there, thou’s had a hard
time on’t, poor lass. But I niver thowt thowd
turned on ma. What I allus said I 8aY noo.
Thou'lt ind the bill some day.”

She laid her head beside him on the pillow,
and sald : « You always was such a clever old
chap, Your words 'Ll come true, you see if they
don't. Aud look ’ere what I've got; " and she
untled a corner of her shawl and took out the
ooins in it one by one. ¢« Master Barnett glive
’em me; an’’e says when you're ready for a
Job you've ouly got to go to 'im.”

Allan raised himself with difficulty, and sat
}wglng at her, his breath coming thick and

as

“Thou’s found it; I knaw thou has. That's
whar thou’s bin allday, Whar is it, lass, whar
is 1t? Show it ma. Show it ma.”

She put it into his trembling hands, and he
smoothed it out upon the bedolothes, and spelt
out the words and went over the figures. And
Mary began the story of how she found it, and
all that had happened since. As she talked on
every other feeling sank before her desire of
vengeance upon Neville. S8he attributed to him
not only their poverty and suffering, but her
husband’s illness and the child's death.

“I'll se6 him huug for it,” she exclaimed,
“and I'll walk fifty miles to see him swing!*’

“ Na, na, lass, they’'ll never hang him. 'Tisn't
80 bad as all that. I'vethowt about it agen and
agen. I knaw he’s a rogue, and he’s been divil-
ish hard. But somehow it don’t seem all wrang
a8 it did to begin with. Thou sees there’s Yan
that knaws reet from wrang, an’ if we're reet
we're aslde o’ Him. I seem to see it as clearas
clear, and thou'll see it, too, some day; butI'm
fairly towed wi’ talking.”

He leaned back exhausted, and Mary sat si-
lent by his side. Before long shouts frond men
and boy in the village street fell upon their ears,
a rattling and beating and shaking of tin pots
and pans; songs and whistling, and an indes-
oribable babel of sound.

“ What's that ? ” said Allan,

“Why that must be rough music,” said Mary.
“I ain’t heard it since I were a child. They
glve old Tommy Gils rough music for turning
his wife out 0’ doors one night, and then they
broke the ice on the horse-pond here at the end
of the road, and give him & good duckin’, He
died the next day, so it’s been put down ever
sinoce.”

« That'll be what we ca’ ridin’ stang in our
own” country. ¢« I'se tell tha’ about it, some
day.

Suddenly there was a great shout of ¢ There
he is: that's him!” and all other noises were
replaced by the heavy tramp of hob-nailled
boots and cries of ¢ Hold un, stop un! Dang it,
don’t let un go! That ain’t ’im! This way;
this way. That's 'im behind the haystack!”

The footsteps and voices had been drawing
nearer, but now they seemed to take another
direction, and the cottuge was stlent again.

Preseatly they heard the click of the garden.-
gate and stealthy steps on the garden.path. The
cottage door was cautiously opencd and oare-
fully shut again, and locked and bolted by some
who had entered,

¢ Who's there ?” exclaimed Mary,

i Git a leet,” said Allan.

“ No, no !” was uttered In a tremulous whis-
per. ¢ For God's sake be quiet. Don'’t stir:
it’s as much as my life is worth if they get hold
of me.”

A thrill of recognition shot through Allan and
his wife.

“ Git a leet," said Allan, sternly, let him see
whar he is.”

It was Neville. He was wild with terror, and
as Mary held a candle to the fire he sprang to
the window-shutters and oclosed and barred
them. Then, by the dim light of the tallow
ocandle, as he looked round he saw the white
faces that were turned towards him. He fell
upon his knees, and implored them to have
mercy apon him,

«1didn’t know where I was ocoming to, nor
where I was. I was creeping along under the
hedge when I got away from them, and I saw
a bit of firelight through the window. But I

didn’t know where it was, Don’t give me up,
for God’s sake. It’s as much as my life is worth,
There aln’t nothing as you can name that I
won't give for my life. And I've a wife and
seven children at home.”

Mary listened intently. There came into her
face a savage, eager look whilst he pleaded for
his life, as of a wild animal waiting for his prey,
and her hands worked convulsively.

At length she gald, in & hoarse whisper—

“ You can’t stir, father, but I can drag’'im
along. I'll stick to ’im and keep on hollerin’,
and they'll seon come.” And she went towards
the door.

Neville threw himself on his knees before her,
and implored her to spare him. Butit was in
vain. She spurned him with her foot, and tried
to pass. He was desperate, his life was at stake,
and he seized and tried to hold her back. Then,
filled with sudden strength and fury, she dashed
bim from her, and he fell, stunned and bruised,
against the wall, and lay there insensible.

“I'll get a stick,” she salid, turning to her
husband with glaring eyes, ¢and quiet him
till they comes up.”

“Thou'll stop whar thou is,” said he, sternly.
#Does ta’ mean to murder ’im, and me here a
deeing’? Thow'll stop wi’ me.”

“ Look here, father—-you ain't a goin’'to let
'im off, not if you've the ’eart of a man, I
needn’t hit’im again, I’ll just open the door and
holler out as ’e’s here.”

¢« Mary,” said Allan, raising himself slowly in
the bed and sitting up as he looked at her with
great arpealing eyes, “ocome here my lass and
8it down wi’ me. I'se not lang for this warld,
lass, and thow'll see it plain enough if thou looks
at ma. Somehow I can’t bide to see tha bother-
in’ and fechten’, not though its for me and child.
Seems as if it had nowt to dowi’t’ churchyard
I'm gawin’ to, nor wi't’ time as we’'ve bin to-
gither and bin so happy, and had lile 1ad wi’ us
an'aw. And now I'se gawin' down to him, and
I shall be a thinkin’ and thinkin’ o’ tha, like I
is now. And eh, lass, but I'd like tha to do som-
mut real grand, like as if thou was to forgie the
man and let him ga. Why it’ud be like partin’
wi’ your life to do it, and seems to me as if I
could lie there and think of it o’er and o’er again,
and niver git tired of 1t tilli thou comes to ma.
And I couldn’t bide to think o’ that fella’s death
lyin’ at my dooer like as it wad. Mind tha, it
wad part us, it wad part us {'t’ grave; and
we niver hev been parted sen we come togit-
her. Let him ga, lass—let him ga. Poor mee-
serable beggar ! and ex the Lord to forgie him,
as I do,”

Long before this speech, interrupted by many
pauses and broken by his incessant cough, was
finished, Allan had sunik on his bed. As he
pleaded, bis voice grew more and more feeble,
and the words came in gasps, Mary stood in
silence by his side; the candle was burning low
in the socket, it spluttered and went out. Ne-
ville, who had recovened, was afraid to move or
speak. The feeble spark of red in the fire gave
no light in the room, and the voioe of the dying
maa came like a sob to startle the listeners at
long intervals. Then there was a silenoce,
broken by hasty steps upon the gruvel, the sound
of many voloces, and aloud knocking at the
door.

Mary turned slowly and opened 1it, and a volos
out of the darkness said—

s Misais, that old raskil’s got away from us
somehow; but we’ll tar and feather ’im afore the
night's over, and duck ’'im in the horse.pond
and all. Jemmey Higgs bas just bin to tell us
that a8 e was a ocomin’ from Brenchley au
hour ago, he see the old bloke aneakin' up
this path. Just give us alight, and we’ll ’ave a
look round and see if he’s a hidin’ anywheres
about the place.”

Mary heard a breath drawn fast and sharp in
the darkness behind her, like some hunted
oreature in the woods panting with fear, and
werheart gave one wild leap for joy. Then she
olenched her hands and pressed them together,
a8 if to keep back something with whioh she
was struggling, as she sald, slowly—

¢ My husband’s very bad, as bad a&'e can be;
an I'd thank you kindly if youw’d not make a
noise and come about the place just now.”

¢ Beg your pardon, missis, and very sorry fur
to hear it; but we thought as how he shouldn't
sneak away and get ofl.”

«Thank you kindly,” she said; ¢ but please
don't make no noise.” And she shut the door
and turned the key.

There was a whispered consultation outside,
ayd then a sound of retreating footsteps along
the pebbly path. Mary went back to the bed
and laid her head down on the pillow. The
tears which had so long forsaken her eyes be-
gan to flow, and her frame was shaken by sobs.
Her husband turned, and put one hand upon her
head, and said—

«#'Tis a fine lass, and a bonny lass, God bless
thee, Mary!”

An hour later, all the sounds in the village
were hushed. Neville’s friends had spread a re-
port that he had got home and was in his own
house. The one policeman from 8trood had ar-
rived, and peace was restored.

Mary left the bedside, and feeling her way to
the back door, called out in a oold and cons—
trained tone—

« Come along!”

And Neville groped his way to the gleam of
moonlight which the open door admitted.

« Go down the garden and over the style into
the forty-acre. Youcan get to your house then
by the back way.”

The man had crouched 8o long in that room
in deadly terror that he was oompletely un-

nerved. Holding by the door, trembling and

crying he iried to utter some words of thanks,

and some promises for the futura. But at the
sound of bis voice Mary, with an expression of
disgust, turned away. She could not trust her-
self to listen to him, for she felt as if she must
seize some weapon and strike him to the earth,
8he went back to her husband’s side, and in the
night he dled.

She seemed to have known it all before. She
sat by his side, when all was over and her last
offices fulfilled, not thinking, but waiting. Thege
was something else to come; she did not know
what it was, but something that she walited for.
Perhaps it was the day, for when long rays of
Hght stole through chinks in the shutter and
cracks in the door she watched them. Then the
volces of the birds fell upon her ear; the black-
bird’s whistle was like a oall, and the thrush
sang his loud clear notes over and over again,
as if to make her understand. She rose from
the bedside, opened the door, and stood in the
oottage poroch. How pitiless the day was; bright
sun and oclear sky, soft woods and springing
flowers; nothing felt for her in heaven or
earth; nothing was len to her. The day and
the sunshine and the fullness of life fell like a
veil between her and the dead, and spoke of
eternal separation. In the desolate room with
her dying husband little Jack had seemed very
near to them, Now, father and child were to-
gether, and she was alone, Everything was
changed. It was not death, but lite, that sha
dreaded; life which was to part her from all she
loved; life which would surround her and shut
her tn, and keepgroices and hands from reach-
ing her.

She looked toward the village. Here and
there a thin thread of smoke tol of cottage
fires already kindled. The neighbors would
have heard the truth about her the previous
evening, and would be coming before long.
Where should she hide herself? How could
she escape ? Her eyes wandered over the trees
toward Brenchley, and there came back to ber
the sweet scent of violets, which she had pass-
ed unnoticed at the time—violets covered with
greenleaves and wet with dew. How fond he
was of them! He used to gather them on his
way home from work, and bring them to her
for & posy, as he ocalled it. She would fetch
some now, and placv a bunch between he hands
that she had folded on his breast. And with this
thought she left the house, and passed unnoticed
to the woods,

Early that day, women from the village, and
& messenger from the Hall, visited the cottage.
After some delay they entered. The dead man
had been tenderly and ocarefully stretched out
on his wretched bed, but there was no sign of
Mary. She had goné to 8trood, they thought,
to buy food, as she had long been in the habit
of doing, so as to escape unfriendly remarks,
Then, as the day wore on, they imagined that
she had walked to Brenchley to see the undecr-
taker who bad buried her ohild. But in the after-
noon it was known that she had not been seen in
either place, and then a vision of the poor crea-
ture, wild with despair, made frantic by the in-
Justice of her suffering and her solitude, began
to appal them. Where was she? what had she
done to herself?

#You had better go down to the ponds,” said
the man who told the story of how he had
brought her home the previous evening. And
they went. Looking over the side of the boat,
they saw a glimmer as of light clothing, and
drew up a heavy form, still and white, which
they oarried back and laid on the bed beside
her husband. In her hand she still clasped a
bunch of violets, and the expression of her face
was tranquil,

Beneath the lime trees in the old churchyard
there are three grassy graves, and thatin the
middle is a child’s. ¢ Litlle Jack, he du lie
there,” say the village children; but the eiders
whom they address pass on in silence, not in-
sensible to the mute reproach of those green
mounds.

e

A WIFE'S HAPPINESS,

——

No married woman can be happy if her hus-
band does not appear to regard and honor her as
well as actually to do so. The order of flirts
have a certain artiole of faith which comforts
them mightily—this is, that & man’s wife 18 al-
ways the least interesting woman in the room
to him, If he does not know this, she does;
and some act of graceful courtesy, some little
word or motion, nothing in itself, perhaps, but
indicative of the tenderness he feels for her,
gives the good wife & moment of triumph s0 in-
nooent and sweet that no one should begrudge
it to her.

A careless word, a little forgetfulness, quite
pardonable or even unnoticed when they ars
alone, gives pain when watohful eyes, anxious
to find a flaw in their wedded happiness, are
upon the two who are bound for life to each
other.

But men are’singular oreatures. Generally, it
is at exactly such a moment that & husband
chooses to give her the only sharp word he utters
on the ocoasion ; or to saysomething, quite un-
consciously, which would lead any one to accre-
dit them with a multitnde of quarrels and
bickerings. He does not know what he has
done, and it does not improve her temper. Yet
men generally love thelr wives better than all
the other women they know put together.
Those who have the grace to show this delicacy

to others, are loved the best by women,



