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CHAPTER 1.

was a curiaus one. 1r
in the wild Bush countr

de rise tbickly wooded hil
e shanties curling up bei
the trees shows how scarce
Vithin a stone's throw of a
mnt bas been ereczted a st
ig, open ta the northward.
ýs of the surrounding c
nging for tbe past nronth
mortalized by a mysteria
lin its precincts-an anti

The young photographer entered
door leading9 into the front room, t oss
her hat, aun'd took ber seat at tbe la
spreadý for dinner, a noticeable figure
motley group, not by reason of her dre~
was plain even ta shabbiness, but by th
air of repose and refinement, only acq
years of careful education, which wa
in every turn of the well-poised cur

N Nevertheless, she seemed to, have mer
self into the company, for the, men p
Jazy, easy-going fellows in a small far
-teased her a littie in a good-humor
while the women as often as flot called h
Christian name, and she looked up, and i
readily enough. In a few minutes t

naieoccupants of the room finished theirr
yagine departed, the women to the cook hc

Is; the men strolling away in différent directi
re and a new camer sauntered in througb the

is the -a young man wbo looked at that
certain . decidedly dîscontented with his caree
range, He was in bis shirt sleeves, a straw

Here pushe .d to the back of bis bead, and
ountry mapping bis face vigorously witb a
to get white spotted handkerchief. It was
us~ in- a pleasant, good-humored face, beari
aratus likeness ta the girl at the table, but of
Cala- blue-eyed type.

tid the " Feeding, eh? " be remarked, unc
ced s0 ously, sinking into a chair.

The girl nodded, fin ished the pie onh
1-look-_ and leaped back.

*She "Clement," she asked, "do you
witbin white bouse near tbe ruined scbaol h
*esting the Lonerock Rond ?"
ier she "I1 ought to, seeing that it is the on

-ý1of its kind in the township. What of

ýhe ruined school 1
id?ý" she asked.
na," said the youth,
camera.
ýaler in sun pictures

ed, ber c(
nd then r
a-Iivin' the

the open "lN-no, 1 have an engagement to-iiight.'
ed aside The young man looked at ber rather ,
ng table .ously, but asked'no more questions, and

in that parted.
ss, which Rosamond returned to, the scene of ber
e general istic labors. A group had gatbered and
uired by awaiting tbe master toucb. A young man
.s visible plaid shirt, with a 1l'ook o'f patient enduraîic
ly head. bis face, sat on a straight-backed chair.
ged ber- was perspiring freely,' and gripping a
~resent- nervously with eitber band. Two youflg woI
ring line wreathed with artificial forget-mne-nots, s
*ed way, one on each side of him, presumably to
er by ber b,îi the devotion due ta bis sex. Other si
tnswered were looming in the distance along the irreg
he other dusty road. Rosamond worked bard til
neal and o'clock, tben returned ta the Stopping H
~use, the for supper. Thatý finished, she went to
ons, and studio again, reached a small. portable cai
doorway out of the cbest, locked up the larger one
moment 'motre, with al bier chemicals, and starte

r in life. ,walk briskly in the direction of Lone
bat was -Mountain.
be was Over the hill, past the school bouse wheri

red and cousin Clement taught, was a road wtT'
,enerally westward-a picturesque road, but lonely,
ng somne flat, marsby land and cedar swamps oni e:
a fairer, side. It would bave laoked weird in the

lig'ht, but just naw the evening suri was bla
eremani- in Rosamond's eyes. Aftera wbile the swa

land came ta an end, taîl fir trees rose on
îer plate, side of ber, the ruins of a log shanty appe

in the distance. At the same moment, a wa
know a came rumbling along the road, overtook R3
ouse on mond, and came ta a standstill. The dr

who had been singing, stapped, and raiseÈ
ly bouse bat. This was an unusual gesture in the b
it ? Do woods. Rosamond awaited furtber devt

ments.
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