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.^o-mon-ow's mom.

"

,.^ Alick and Pat know of this ?
*'

over butXv'II *'^? '^'"^ «« *^7 ^«^^d ^^eovei% but they II not say a word ''

r^iAA i^y returned to the cave, Pat row^dOld Andrew back t Fingal's Notch whSeAhck remained with tht r
""^^"' '^'*"e

give Marie a tuZt^"^ fo^^r^^^h:
cave, and, arranging her couch as comfort-ably as possible, she read her letter Th^n

its\t^ '•'?P"S to sleeprbifit was'^t"

of Lr f^fj.P"*""'"' ?«•" ''"h the sole careof her father u^n her hands, coupled wiS
oundr"Th-''*r* "."•* ^''^' ^he sTe^soundly. This time she could not sleen «t

all, but tossed restlessly for hours iTfast

pressed by an irresistible desire to naddleupon the lake, Marie rose, and noisefetslv

r ui.
h« canoe out into the o^n Sheamid hear the quick breathing of h^ fatherwho fortunately was asleep, Is weU a^ thes ow and stertorous respVation of ^i^

stretched out beside him; bV so .ilenVw^lhe

"woke Sr"'"'-'.*"'?' "^"'••'^ of 'hemawoke. Stepping into the dainty little craft

^ the ISlTr,-'*'^""'
'">' 'l-'^^- h^das the well-tramed pony is to the rein of its

1™/? ^ * wondered why she hadcome? There was no reason that she knew

pressed with a desire to exchange the con-fined atmosphere of the cave for the pS^r


