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the dancer suddenly stopped short. Sho
gavoa cry, threw up herarmns to the Lieavens
abovo as i appeal, then hid her faco in hor
hands, and sinking slowly, exhausted on the
Fmtmd, stretehed lwrscﬂ' thero with her
icad buried in the grass.

She had remembered, by a flash of veturn-
od veason, where and what she was, The
boy and girl watching knew it; vo hutan
sonl wonld have fmled to understand the
deapair of that lnst pitiful gesture. = Thoy
shrank back, awed by their youny, intenso
pity for this disordered intellect, and thomy-
stery and horror of why such suffering
should be, hen both shivered, as low
moans came from that prostrate form, those
of o soul in agony. The moans grow quick-
er, sharper; then followed a storm of gobs,
blinding weeping choking crics upon cries.

The womun fying thero knew herself at
that moment, siill young, passionate, with
her life  wasted, lier brain wrecked by the
cruelty of man:and ** God had permitted it !
No hope, nong, in the days stmwhing parren
before her; but the dreadful certainty in-
stead of moro black tunnels of time, down
wadch her spirt  must wander, groping and
weeping fcr light and company, or clso tast-
ing n fearful, delirious joy, to be atterwards
bitterly scorned, like that from which sho
had just awakened. And still her crics
cchoed from the cliff-sides of the lonely };lcn.
and rang up to the still bluo strip of sky
overhead, through which no angcl-fuccs
could bo scen looking down in pitying con-
solation. They pierced the cars and wrung
the hearts of tb  children, who felt
weak to the marron, ¢ their boues, hear.
ing them,

These dreadful cries against man ; to God
against God! Would they never cease?
1Yightened and heavtsick, the boy and girl
stole away down the glen’; Blyth quito pale,
and tears washing down Joy's cheeks
Neither had believed grown persons could
Lo so miserable. Loung after thoy had left
the glen those shricks still scemed to
haunt their cars, and they would stop and
listen to any faint sounds borne on the
breeze. They only breethed freely—both
with o great sigh of relief—when they saw
the cheerful Red House Farm windows.

CHAPTER XIX.

« Tac bajmics they were talking,

Aud we listenod to what thoy'd say ;
Says one : ‘I saw a strange thing,

Asg I played in tho wood one day.
1 saw—and 1 raw~" go it chatted on,

And all wondered in Innocent stule
Butwelooked at cach other, paletothe lips—

“Twas tho sceret of alile!”

Biyth held his peace about the late scene
in the glen, when both children returned to
the farm.  But little Joy who was strangely

ale and silent all evening, could not refrain

rom mysterious answers when Hannah made
affectionate and solicitous inqriries of her.
And so the matter was told to Berrington.

He spoke to both of the children seriously
that night, explaining the herrors which
oven the most harmnless poor souls, who
suffered from occasional dark periods of ob-
scured reason, had endured in asylums; so
hie and his neighbors and their fathers had
heard tell.  Of being chained to o wall, half
naked, half starved, with less straw thana
dog for miscrable bedding ; of indignitics ;
of broken limbs and ribs ; and the last glim-
mer of intelleet suffocated, till Joy trembled
and wept, suddenly stirred, poor child, by a
storm of passionate emotion inexplicable to
herself. At which Blyth, watching her,
felt moved {oo, in aninward way ; so that
he was half ashamed of himseif, though
with little cause for that cither.

Then the farmer lifed his pet on his knee,
and consoled her, Nay, there was no cause
for such fears. While he lived, no onc
should hurt a hair of tho heads of those poor
women-souls up the valley ; and afterwards,
please God he could trust his boy to guard
them. Which Blyth, in his heart, there and
then swore to do; outwardly he nodded. So
Joy, who had hidden her faccin his old
velveteen coat, listened to Bertington—her
sobis lessening--who hinted how she herself,
ay, and Blyth tooin future, might help
Miss Rnchc{ in her good and great work.
Especially he bade her, howaver, bo careful
now she was growing such a mortal big girl,
to hield her peace on this matter, which Joy
solemnly promised, -

“And Blyth,” cager for her comrade to
bo sworn likewise; **Why don't you telt
him to o silent, too ¥

Yo is o boy; it matters moro to thee,”
said Bcrriu§ton. oracularly.

So both children forobore to speak oy what
they had learned, except to cach other,

¢ So that is why Miss Rachel end Miss
Magdalen livo always alone. 1z you not
often thought, Blyth—no, felt, their lives
woro strange? And this is their secrot,”
whispered Joy, in an awed volce, as sho and
Blyth sat on o branch of thefr favorite old
1cur-tyco,lou L rh among the whito blossoms,
.'m¥lmg their legs. l

Blyth nodded, and said, dlawly,
s¢ 1 suppose 80,”

Ho hoad a way of bejug curt an?! oracular
now, at times, like his father, which Joy
found provoking, even unfair, when wishiug
to open her heart in a full disburdening, wud,
of courso, .nterchango of confidences.  Joy
was 80 ¢, aick in apprecintion, she was almost
Blyth's companion in intelligenco; for girls

* Grow upon tho sunny sido o' the aall,”

and ripen sconest.  Still, Blyth was four
years older, and conld recall many wander-
ing comuients and guesses in scraps between
Dick and the shephierds, when the child first
came to the farm. That sho bore his
mother’s name of Haythorn signitied littlo ;
for onco, when he had a.  If Joy was his
cousin, his father had to, * him no, with a
kindly aJmonition not to talk or trouble his
own head et on tho subject.  Blyth, too,
belioved in tho scapegrace futherinvented
for the child by the gossips, the moroe so us
his father, ho noticc«f, had nover contradict-
cd any chanco allusions thereto, whilo
Hannah's portentous sighs were as go many
blasts of -~Mirmation, But ho knew, of
course, and often wondercd over, Joy’s
visits to Cold-home, and puzzled himself
much thereat. Theso visits wore kept as
carcfully sceret as could well bLe by
Hannah from thoe few farm-laborers and tbe
maids.  Otherwise, what with the child's
swarthy looks, not unlike Rachel herself,
Berrington might not havo escaped tho
gossipings tongues of tho boor village-folk,
who talked, often with cruel candor, of all
the doiugs of their cinployers round the
fagot-fires at night.

Counntry gossip is perhaps the worst gossip
there is; for open.ziv hfe, wiile it keeps
most who live far apart from cach other
innocent and kindly as dwellers in solitary
tents, tends to make some brutish in thought,
tao, asg their own-herds of peaceful cows and
sillK shep, So, when the poorer of this last
said kind of out-doorliving folk swarm
together in littlo villages at night and talk
little do thoy heed of tll;w complex motives,
the small ambitions, and moro refined

leasures familiay, perhaps, to even as mean

wellers in cities.  All is good or bad to
them ; what thoi do not understand thoy
attribute to tho blackest causes, and that
without much malice, know'mF no Lottex,
They feel so simply but strongly, and w' >,
told thoy have a divinoe spark within them,
know themselves so earthily,

Blythsolemnly believed .{oy knew nothing
of theso surmises.  But sho was very sharp
to hecar and note, and could kcep her
thoughts secret, too, Also he supposed,
feeling as grave as a young owl, she gacssed
nothing now of what was in his heart as they
sat among the branches. Did sho not,
though; a something ? For thought strange.
ly communicates with thought, cspccia%ly
among thoso who live together and are in
sympathy. And the littlo maid’s faco grew
grave, too.

CHAPTER XX.

* Weep niot, tny wanton—smile upon my knce;

When thou art old, thero's grief cuough for thee”

GreeNg

*“Thou litte child, yct glorious in the night.,

Of heaven-horn freedom on thy being's helght,
\\'hf with such carncst pains dost thou provoke

The ycars to bring tho incvitablo yoko?®

WonrpswoRrTil.

Next day Rachel Estonia had gone forth
alone towards the village where Joy went to
schoo), hoping to have her cyes blessed by
sight of the child ; her chances for doing so
had been sorare of late,  More bold than
usual, because feeling heart-starved for lack
of love, sho adventured herself down the
steep lauo loading to the village, which lay
in a shadowy coombe.

Tho banks that rosc on cither side wern
nearly thirty feet high, and so steep and
tangled with holly, brier, and a wildly
luxuriaut growth of flowers bushes and
crecpers, that any escapo up them from the
curious gazo of peering villagers was im-
possible,  Still the men wero at work in the
ficlds ; tho women were, oxr should havo beon
at their houschold labors, for it was three of
tho afternoon.

Rachel went s!owlf', therefere, down the
narrow stony road, hollowed by so many
winter rains, and generation of travellers

~

wending from the wooded xich valloys below
or the wildor moors above,

She feastod hor oyes with artistic ap.
preciation of beauty on tho banke on cither
sido; the linchened out-cropping rocks, or
raineslips oxposing red soil, tho waving
fringes and banvors of forns and briony, the
glory of broom, growing far uy, and yed
campion and bluebells mingling 1 startling
contrast; tho proud hollics, like a
acrzied rank  of soldiers, mcoting tho sharp
wind of winter highest aloft of all, and giving
its namo of Holne Coombo to the dingle.
By tho roadside,  crystal streamlet hurried
from tho hills above, It winter it poured
over the road, rinking tho lane dangerous in
times of frost. But now it onl{ sang and
tumbled in its & my chaunel, till, reaching
tho villago below, 1t poured so clean anﬁ
awift through tho oll moor.stono ruuncd
down tho streot that tho gossiping houso-
wives all washed their potatocs therein bo-
foro cooking-time.  Rachel could sco :ho
villaﬁo lying dcop below her now as sho
gazed down o bend of the road.

Tho thatched cottage straggled pictu.
resquely in tho valloy among tho apple-trees,
their cob walls of mud and_ pobbles leaning
at all angles, and washed either white, buil,
or a favorite warm |{pink, Noisy children,
hens, ducks, and domestic animals scrambled
and swarmed about the doors, with cheerful
noises that camo up the hill.  How untidy,
Yet clean and happy, tho village looked to

tachel’s dark oyes as sho gazed. It did her

good to see other human homes ovon from
afar ; and she thought, with a pauyg, of their
own bare, silent cottage, whose brown cob
walls, tho botter to escape obscrvation, were
never washed of any cheerful color ; and
whero tho child, their one joy, only came at
times, What a contrast |

But wherewas Juy 1 Somoother children
who lived on an upland farm, too, camo
tripping by, lwshing their chatter and steal-
ing curious glances as they passed Rachel.
“Jave I the evil eyo, do they think ¥” she
sighed to herself, and went on depressed,
with slow, hesitating steps.  She would so
gladly havo blessed their suny heads and
clear'eyes. 'The lauo temed sharply round
somo nigh rocks now, behind which Rachel
heard a little voico singing, or, or, rather,
trying to sing.  She listencd, then cropt
nearer—

““Taza bo taza,

No be not*
sang the little voico again and again, likea
young bird repeating the first parent-
notes it can mimic.

There was an ancient stono crossraised on
two worn steps at one side of the hollow lane,
and little Joy was sitting at its foot, swing-
irg her sun-bonnet and humiming with a de-
fiant air to herself.

“Who taught you to sing that dear, ¥
The child started, and looking up saw
Rachel's deep eyes bent uponher. Shegave
one qnick, frightened glanco round, then
secing no Magdalen near was reassured.
Rachel's look had a light to her, like love
shining through darkness. At first sho did
not answer, but as tho gentle woman sat
down beside her, drawing the small form
caressingly to herside. Joy nestled closer of
her own accord; aud presently o few
questions clicited all,

*“And so you want to sing, and to
play tho guitar?” said Rachel, dreamfly,

*“Yes, yes; teachme!  The other child.
ren atschool can't do that, if they do laugh
at me and ask questions—why I have no
father or mothierY” ¢ried the little girl

ionately,

* What #* said Rachel, breathing the
question low as if much moved, ¢ Do they
ask yon about that, Joy ? Tell me, dear.
Yes, I must know ; this isimportant.”

Joy's face floushed a decp, hot red; but
she turned it in sudden impulse up to tho
speaker, who now noticed recent tear-stains
upon her checks.

“They do. Thatis why I would not go
back with them to-day; 1 pretended uot to
care, and 8at here, but— Oh! tell me, wh
does no one speak to me of my mother ?
havo agked Hannah about my father, and
sho said he was a wicked and cruel rman ; so
I suppose hoisdead. But sho neversays that
of my my mother. Sho only sighs and says
sho wishes I may only grow up worthy of
her, but that I must ask no guestions.

“Wicked and crucl,” replied Rachel, mur-
muring to herself, whilo 2 spasm_she could
not control crossed hor features, the outcome
of a sharp pain in her soul, and her lips were
dry as gho went on, huskily, *“Child, child,

ou must not judge your father. le may
iave been all that, and yet—and yet— Oh!?

nervea meant to work suchill, What can %
of your age, what can oven wemen, guess of
n man’s temptations and trials ? Noverapeak
of it, Joy, nover think of him - unless in your
prayors: yes, yes; pray, pray hand that ho
may bo forgiven,”

“Then ho {3 not dead 1" sald the childf
slowly,

“We do not know—no one doea, 3o waa
alive, wo heand, two years ago, but then we
lost qll nows of him: dead to us, ut leaat,”

*To us,"” repeated littlo Joy, whoso luat.
rous dark eyeballs wero fixed with thogently
merciless seruting of her innocentago ?nﬂ on
her companion, whose emotion she pereelvod;
whilo a dawning thought gave a strange,
slow tono of happiness to her vaivo as she
added, “You liked him, dul you uot? I
kuow that, beeauso your face looka sv sorry,
as if you wanted to cry. Rut why don't
you tell mo of er?”

Rachol started back, pierced to tho heart,
yot powerless Leforo the child's worls; look
g at her with hopeless, miserablo eyes, an
if found guilty of a deadly sin, done, nover-
theloss, without her own' knowledge-

(TOo DX CONTINURD.)

Tho Voico as an Instrument of Musio,
She who taught the nightingale to sing,
sho whose carly hymn tho sweet lark warbles
to tho morning, she who pours forth the full
melody from the deep throat of tho thrush,
and gives tho litt'v sparrow the pleasant, the
articulated harmony, shealso, when she gave
to man o throat and breath, taught him to
modulate,  This i3 the work of natwre, in
harwony with the laws of nature’s Ged. ‘U'hus
far music is her gift. None of tho “sweot-
tuned instruments” known to human inven-
tion cquals the natural voico in sweotness ;
thoy aro all hawsh or they are rovgh, when
compared with the puro tone, the mellow
softness of tho throat. What was the great
Br.xisc of Martiui, but that ho mado tho haut-
oy cuulate tho sound of thoe human voice?
Nature has given to man tho first and fnest
of all instruments in his own frame; tho an
cients wero employing their timeo uscless®
when thoy endeavored to demonstrate in
what country musio first saw its origin It
in doubtless, coeval with tho huinan fabrie,
and natural to all countrics whete men have
lived.—[Tho Current,

Civing Way to Moods,

1t is unphilosophical and wrong toyicld to
moods. They rob lifo of much of its onjoy-
ment.  The mind i3 as amenablo to tho will
as i3 the body. The most productivemental
workers in all departments, ave thoso who
have theie faculties under discipline, and
who go regularly to theiv mental tusk and
compel the obedinco of tho mind. To thoso
who habituate themselves to this, and hold
moods under control, there is no difficulty
in performing preseribed tasks at allotted
times, And such persons endure longest, he-
cause of the regulanty of their habits,
Moodiness is, indeed, o forin of disease. It
draws on the nerves and gradually leads to
nervous ‘)mstmtion. When it controls tho
will, it has gained headway that is very
dangerous. And thus its natural tendency
is to injuro healt and bappiness. To repress
and overcomo it, ia to suppress aform of dis.
case, which in its fuller developments is dis-
tressing and dangerous.—{Pithadelphia Call.

The Advantages of Good Tomper.

There is always good policy in keeping
one's temper,  As often as temper is lost, o
degreo of influence i3 lost with it; and whilQ
the former may be recovered, it will bofound
much more diflicult to recover the latter.
Tho politician who allows himself to get ans
gry in his capacity—whatever may bo gho
provecation—docs his causo an injury which
ris soundest argument will hardly repair.
Just so with men of all })rofc.mona, and with
men of no profession.  If they would beablo
to cxert n sway in their sphcrc,‘ tl_lcy musgt
learn to keep cool.  Who over listencd to o
discussion in which one party went raving
mad, whilo the other maintained his com-
posure, without having his armpnthglhxcs
enlisted with the latter, oven though, in tho
beginning, s prejudico might have been in
favor of the former? It is comonl{ taken
for granted, and with a good sharc of reason,
that he who has tho best share of an argu-

how can we tcll? Perhaps ke rever knew

ment will exhibit the most coolness,




