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'II ]lae done that, Chiristine. Plenty o' masters, but nane o'
thein liae Margaret for a daughtc'.-. Christine, I love Margaret,
an' shie loves me wecl. Thou hast loved theesci', my sister."

III ken that, Johin," she said tcndcrly; IlI liac loved, therefore
1 hae got beyont doots, ail' learned something holier thail my ai
way. Thou trust Margaret nowv. Thou say ' Yes' to thy mother,
ail' fear flot."

"Christine thou speaks hard words."
IlWas it to speakz easy anes thou broughit me here ? An' if 1

said, , I counsci thee to tak thy ain wvill l' the matter,' wad în
counsel makz bad gude, or wrang right? Paul Caldcr's fleet salis
F' twa days; seek a place i' his boats."

"lThen I shall see next to nauglit o' Margaret, an' lagon wiIi
sec lier every day."

"If Màargaret loves thece, tlîat can do thee nae harm."
"But lier father favours Ragron, an' of nie lic thinks nae miair

thian o' thé nets, or auglit cisc that finds bis boats for sea."
IlWell an' good; but no talking ean alter facts. Thou inusf

now ehioose atwbcn tlîy mother an' Margaret Fac, atwecn righit
an' wrang. God doesna leave that thoice i' the dark; thy waN
inay bc narrow an' uiipleasant, but it Js clear enough. Dost thoit
fear to walk V' it? "

"Thiere bac been wordsnmair tlian plcnty, Christine. Let us.,go
haine."

Silently the littie boat drifted aeross the smnoothi bay, andl
silcntly the brother and sister stood a moment looking up the
empty, flagged street of the sleeping town. The strange liglît,
whici wvas neitiier gloa.ming nor dawnîng, but a mixture of bothi,
the waving boreal banners, the queer houses, gray with Mie storms
of centuries, the brown undulating heaths, and thc phosphorescent
sea, made a strangely solemn picture wlîich sank deep into their-
hiearts. After a pause, Christine wvent into the house, but Johni
sat down on the stone bencli to think over the alternatives befoi-<'
him.

Now the power of training up a ehild in the way it should go
a.sscrted itsclf. It became at once a fortification against self-wilI.
Johin neyer had positivcly disobcyed lis mothcr's explicit coi-
mands; hce found it impossible to do so. Hie must offer his services
to Paul Calder in the morning, and try to trust Margaret Pac's
love for him.

Hec had determincd now to do rig-lit, but lic did flot do it verv
pleasantly-it is a rare soul that grows swecter in disappoint-
ments. Both mother and sister knewv frorn John's stcrn, sileiit
wa.ys that lie had chosen thc pathi of duty, and thcy cxjpected thalt
le would make it a valley of Baca. This Dame Alison accepte(d
as in some sort lier descrt. ,I ouglit to bac foi bld the, lad thrc
years syne," she, said rcgretfully; "aft i11 an' sorrow corne o' sicli
sinfu' putting aif. There's nae lialf-way bouse atwccn riglit anl'
wrang."

Certainly thc deterînination involved some unpleasant explan;i-
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