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character stands ont on their faces. Oh! It's fine to live near to Nature's

heart as they (Io, and( let ler 'chasten andi subdue' at wili. Their faces show it."'

"Tut! M\ac, this is some more of your fine rnoonshine philosophy. Corne

into the stores now and listen to these men driving bargains. And just notice

how rnany of these salne pennies, for which th ey fouglit so long, wiii go for

chewing tobacco. What have you to say to that ?"

'It's flot a very savoury habit, I agree; but after ail, it's oniy externai. We

see too mnucli of the other sort; I mean that polish which is put on to cover up

faults of character. As for haggling for pennies, a man's often worse engaged,

that's rny opinion. ln olden (lays, men fought in war for spoils and were called

heroes. In mnodern society the fight is stili for spoils, and it is a more direct

one. And. as fornierly, the battie is to the strong. 1 amn certain, too, that in Our

(iay there is inucl iss 1 )hysicai death in the scuffle, and less spiritual death, too,

I believe. Now, if you want anl argument, corne on, missie.-"

The words were hardiy spoken when she started, seemed to hesitate, then

gave a quick step forward.
'M\r. Moore, is it you ?"

Miss White cauglit the thrill of gladciss in the voice and marveiied sulent-

iy. Miss McLaren, the stateiy blue-stocking, had seized in both hers the great

hand of a strauge-Iooking old man weariug black goggles : aud her face shone

with deliglit like the face of a child. This tait, powerful man would have been

a marked figure in any town, how nmuch more, then, standing alone in the

sleepy streets of quiet Ted ford. His ciothes were faded and ai but threadbare;

the great stroug framne seemied to be growing too large for the tight short coat.

Thli rtisty biack liat was shovcd hack andl showed a high, intelligent brow. His

snow-white liair and the fair skin caused thc ugly black goggles, which hid the'

deep pits where once the eyes hiad been, to stand out in painful contrast. But

every feature of the face bespoke calm strength. Even at the quick, giad cry

of the wornau as she seized biis hand, he showed no sudden emotion; but a

huniorous sniile piayed roundi( bis 1-outh as if he were rnerely an oulooker at

this scelle, N%îhere a stately wolUail, obiivious of appearances, rushes impettuously

for\ward to grasp the hand of an oid biind man and that, too, in a towu where

gossip went iii the air.
"Mr. Moore, (Io y0tt know ie ?" she cried.

"W/cil, no, I don't, iny ducar."

The hearty rich toues of his Irish brogue reached the ear of ber friend,

who had sauintered on.
"Don't you know the voice ?"

"Jndeed, 1 nmust say I (ion't: but if you'd tell ime l'cl know." This with a

chuckie.
"You remienber Chrissie -\I cLaren ?"

"Oh, i-y child, andl ho\v do you corne to be away up in this out-of-the-

worl(l place ?"

"I arn just oue of those pieces of driftwood kuown as a substitute, Mr.

Moore. The Principal is iii, and I arn filiing his place. But, how is it I find

you standing quite cali-nly an(i peaceftully in front of this store as if you had


