
THE PORTY-NINER

moved by some infernal magneti6m; my eyes
aeemed to start f rom my head, s0 fearful was
the sudden strain to which they were sub-
jected.

For once again 1 saw the iivid face, the
staring, glassy eyes of the inurdered woman-
once more I beheld with horror th6 fragile
formi lyîng, wher e h ad left it, stiff and
stark in the shadow of the old lych-gate.

And even as 1 looked it disappeared!

Shall 1 confess it ? Why not i Man is but
mortal, after ail, and 1 had looked on that
-which miglit have appalled the devil: I turne-d
and fled-fied from the spot as fast as.my
lep~ and the heavy snow would enable me,
-and neyer paused until, faint and. trembling,
I stood beneath iny mother's roof.

111.-THE HAND 0F HEAVEN.

It is Christmas morning. We are in
church, Amy and 1, with our good inother
and many of our neighbours and well-wishers.
We are early-by at Ieast a full haif-hour,
somebody says-but the time passesl
pleasantiy enougli in lively but stibdued eoii-
versation and the soft cracking of jokes
appropriate to the occasion. The f act of niy
being a globe-trotter of ten years' experi-
ence is sufficient to make me the principal
theme of conversation, and helps, I arn
.afraid, to divert oome of 'the femnale atten-
tion which, in the circumstances, should have
been wholly absorbed in the glories of the
bridaI frock.

1 feel proud of =ny darling-bless hier !

as I stand chatting -with a neighbour and
watching lier bonny face the whiie; and I
have gooýd reason to be, for, look you, it isn't
every girl that'll wait ten long weary yea.rs
tili a teilow is in a position to marry hier.
And Amy, I know, has had offers by the
score-aye, and refused them*every one for
iny saïe. Weli, well 1

Three couples are Vo be united this morn-
ing-Amy and I, fariner Buxton and the
widow Smith, and George Stanton and Kitty
Ma.rsden. The latter hadl corne together
after much vicissitude. Originally sweet-
hearta as children, they had, as they grew
up, drifted apart. George, like myseif, had
been abroad; whilst Kitty, being fancy free,
had heome engaged to Fhilip Lester, the
organist of the churdli, who loved hier, Amy

told me, to, distraction. Alas!1 Philip's dis-
solute habits and mad outhursts of ternper
had proved too mucli for the girl, the match
had heen broken off, and George, the sweet-
heart of yore, lad been restored to f avour
again.

The organ begins Vo play. One by one
more neighbours drop in and sit down to, a
seasonable but dubdued gossip.

Farmer Buxton, fat and scant of breath,
enVers, bearing on his arin lis elderly widow-
,bride, who, xnethinks, glances with malicîous
triumph at the single ladies present, who,
in turn (or somne of thern), I hear, sotto
voce, express their views of the match in
termes anything but ooiplimentary to the
unsuspecting widow.

George Stanton cornes in, too, with bis
best man. H1e is surprised, and noV agree-
ably o, to learn that lis fiancée bas not yet
made an appearance. Sýhe was Vo drive over,
George says, with hier father and an aunt,
and it wants but ten minutes Vo, Vhe hour
fixed for the ceremocny.

We go to the door together, George
and 1, and look anxiousiy down VIe.road.
We can s»e but a short distance, for the snow
is again falling steadily, and the sky is
gloomy with heavy clouds. I glance uneasily
at the «lych-gate in front-weigbted, and
shapeless now almnost with heavy masses of
srow-and for a moment an awful suspicion
crosses iny mnd . No sign, no sound of the
carrîage. Shivering with coid, we re-enter
the dhurcI, and'the, next moment the vicar
(a stranger teo me) enters with the curate.
And stili th~e organ pIays grandi - on.

A whispered consultation is Keld, and
presently, when tIe music kas died away,
Amy and myseif and the eider couple take
our places before tIe altar rail Vo, be ma.rried.

Gerg hais begged that the cereiony shail
Proce without Kitty and huxnself, and with
an anxious look once again turcs to VIe door
Vo watch for the coming of his bride.

My darling and I have pligyhted our troth
to eadh other and ame mairîed. So with tIe
ot'her two. W. ail four withdraw Vo sign
the regoister in Vhe vestry,' and are presently
emerging Vherefrom, smiling and happy,whtns
1 become conscons, as do we ail, that sorne-
Vhing unusual is occurring outside the church.
Those nearest the door, I see, have a scared
look on their faces, and as I and my wife
inake our way througli VIe bewiidered throng,
once again a nameleas dread takes posses-
sion of me.


