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She liad neyer heard the wvords, but
they expressed something of lier
mood. Perhaps she dreamed of miglîty
cities and streets tliroîiged witli
brilliant crowds, gay shop windows,
and musie-laden air. Foi' slie lnew
nothing of the world outside Joggins,
and shie hiad ail a clîild's enclîanting
dreams.

«"I'm so tired of everything "slîe

said to hierseif. " I wislî I were a
wave or-or a sea-guil, yonder."

She gazed upward as she spolie, and
the cloudy sky seemed to lay a re-
buking finger upon lier lips-but it
was a finger of lead.

The stili active figure of an aged
woman, clad in quaker-like grey, was
mnounting the slope behind lier. The
iiands were toil-worn, but the face,
wvith its snowy wreath of curls, had
aIl the refinement that years bring to
some natures. It was a face you felt
better for meeting. For what is more
cheerful than sunny, hopeful age ?

" Thou art liaving a liard struggle,
my girl," she said, iaying a hand on
the girl's shoulder. "I1 have
watched thee it goes liard witlî
thee."

Aunt Margaret, in serious moments,
often lapse(l into the sweet Quaker
language of lier early childhood.
" Thee loves Iilm more tlîan tlîee be-
lieves"

«Oh, Aunt Margaret, I do--I do
love lîim, I know, but 1 can't stay
here always, and be a miner's wîf e.
It's s0 dreary, an' the black clothes
an' faces an' aIl the grime ! Oh, if
lie were not a miner. It's enoîîgh to
be a miner's dauglîter, an' be i'aised
liere at the Joggins without to marry
an' stay for ever."

"Thou 'rt looking at the -%vrong
end of life, rny clîild. Thou tliinkest
it a clîcerier thing to be dressed Up
behind a city counter than to have
a bit of a home of your owîi to look
after. But wlhat o' thîy fatiier an'
brother, tlîy mothier lef t to tlîee V"

The girl wvas silent as slie tlîouglît
o! the time, five years ago, whieî lier
motiier liad died, and Ieft hier, a girl
of sixteen, to keep bîouse for lier
rather and oniy brother.

"flDon't leave Fî'ed," slie hiad said.
"«He'hl neyer go wrong, so long as
bis sister is withî him."

It liad flot seemed liard then, but
now-to settle thîcre for ever, to
simply niarry and go througli tue
saine routine of disii-washing, meal-
getting, and gossip of old Joggiîis.

"Aîîd, after ail, Jessie, it isn't a
liumbie place if you fill it royally.
You nîight makie ail the worhd better
if you would, and stili le unknown,
Jessie."

True girl looked up in surprise at the
enthiusiasni in those .wonderfully
briglit eyes.

"Aunt Margaret, I don't see lîow
you caîî always be 50 happy in your
place."

"Ah, I used to have my discon-
tented times wlîen I was young, as
wehl as you, Jessie."

"But wlîat made you grow so differ-
ent, auntie ?"I

"Thou, O Christ, art ail I want,"
slie said, with lier wonderful smile.
"«You've licard nie speak of Jeiînie
Carton-the one, you know, that feul
on the ice and hurt lier hip so slie
lîad to go on crutches tue rest of lier
days. Well, I used to, run in au' sit
with lier, an' talk a bit o' an after-
îîoon. It went liard witli lier at first,
poor soul. But, after awhile, we al
noticed how satisfied she'd grown over
lier knittin' and sewin'. Then we
began to see tlîat everybody that went
in an' talked witli Jennie turned Chris-
tian before long. I saw, too, how
hîappy suie was, an' I counted up the
people I kinew she'd saved, whule I'd
done notlîin' but sit an' dream o'
things I'd do if I were somebody else;
an' then I thouglit if I oniy liad Jeu-
nie's power, I'd le content to be just
myseif where I w'as."I

"Oh, aunt, but we can't ail do the
good you've done since then !"

«''How mucli more ;vill your hea-
venly Fatiier give the Holy Spirit to
them tluat asic Him ?' an' if every
chuld in Southi Joggins were broaglit
to Jesus tiîis winter ! There is an
aim wortli living for, an' the children
ail love you, Jessie, an' who to carry
it out for the dear Lord better than
one of thiselves-a miner's daugli-
ter, an' a mineras wife ? My girl,
thou'ht find few better men than Jack
Payson. Dost tlîee remember what
thy fathuer said-tlîat the men îîever
swear in tue gallery, where Jack
wvorks, an-"

"Ohi, aunt, don't! Don't, please!
It's ail too iate now. I toid him so
iast niiglît. It's ail ended. I told
luini I could neyer marry lîim."

"'Oh, Jessie, after being two years
engaged ! " Tue eider woman looked
sad for a moment. "Welh, there, lass,
douî't say another word about it. I'1l
just leave tlîee liere whule I run
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