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CILAPTER V.

SAROLD NVESTALL won golden
Jopinions at Abeïmawr during

the sad days thjat followed
g o Jonas's deatb, lie had been

toucbed by Jonas IIalliwell's clinging fond-
ncss, and bis generous confidence in the
goodness of those lie loved almost made the
young man resolve to deserve that apprecia..
tion, ay, thougli the trusting heart beat no
longer in this îvorld.

So lie exerted himself and tricd to spare
HTope as mucli as lie could during the ' death
wcek,' as Olci Mari called it. lIe put him-
self between the sorrowing girl, and the
haif-curious, haîf-pitiful, outer world, and
ivas what is called 'la great comfort ' in the
bouse of mourning. Hie managed the shop,
too, and iras early and late at ivork. Very
carefully lie pioncercd poor bewildered, stu-
pefied Hope up the mountain patb on the
burial day, fol.lowing ln thiat most mournful
of processions led by the dead.

The churchyard iras in thant state of con-
fusion which alterations and building mate-
rial create, but Harold had seen tbat the
IIalliîvell corner iras clear of workmen's
tools, the green turf only nmai-lied by Jonas's
newly-dug grave, alongside that of his wife
and baby Charity.

Faith could not corne to the funexal, a
tiny baby, ber second, keeping lier prisoner

to thc bouse ; but bier liuisbaud iras Lbere,
and reported young Westall as biaving ' corne
out' iveil at the sad time. Faith had once
seen the youing mian, and ivitli a quick, in-
tuition, peculiar to ,iome natures, liad fêlt a
certain discomfort crecp into bier heart as
-lie loolied at him. 1ILi beautiful grey cýe-
bad fallen before lier quiet glance. She
miade him uncomf'ortable too.

Yet shie could say nothing; lie iras good to
bier father, savcd Hope mucli labour un-
suiited to lier, iras well spokcen of in the
village-why should shie doubt him ?

A fcw words of caution îvhich Iie spoikf
to Hope w'ere received ligbItly-of cource
H[arold %vas a stranger, but lie pretviidud tu
nothing(r, so they could not be takien in, and
bie was but a boy, and an orphan! Faith
bad gone home unsatisfied; but what more
could she do ?

'1 suppose 1 shial have to cicar out no-ýs,'
Hlarold mused to bimseli', the afternoon
of the funeral, as, the shop being clozud, Le
took a solitary îvalkc and smoke on the stony
beach. '\Vcll, one can't live ail one', life
in Abermawr îvith a couple of ivomen. And
yet I shouldn't be so comifortable anywlîere
else!1 They can't get ria of me yet, thougbi,
and I don't believe Hopewiants to get rid of
me. Any dog the old inan liked she'd %wish
to kcep about lier, putting aside the fact
that 1 believe she bas a soft corner in lier
heart for me inysele. 'Vell, ive shail see. 1


