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brief effort, and piorcing the upper stratum
of vapor touched the h?ghcst h?l -tops. Up
ono of theso tho wanderer was now climbx_ng
out of valleys and combs, in which tho mist
was 80 thick and blinding their nature and
death could bo gucssed by no man, whilo ho
faa slipped and beon bruised often on the
clit sudes, Ha ! aloft hore it was pleasant
atlast. A man could feel warm and at
caso almont but for tho cruel hunger-pain
guawing at his vitals. )

Gaspard stood in tho palo sunlight and
looked np at the mild blue sky tlecked with
cloudlots. Around him was a clearly-do-
fined arca of a few squaro yards, but on the
shoulders of the hill tho fog wasa like great
wool-llceces.  He stared hard, with all bis
might, striving to disccrn somo outline of
the new conutry wineh must Lo bolow his
eyry. but m van,

Close behimd rose a tor, as on almost all
theso lulls; but something in the shapo of
theso rocks, liko grunite cheeses piled on
czch othor, struck him as vagucly familiar.
As Le gnzed, a slow flapping of wings
eounded overhead, and two solemn blac
birds roac and sailed slowly away.

It was the Raven's-tor ! Ho had come back
to the very spot ho had left thatearly morn-
g ! Then ho blasphemed.

Thero was a chasm on one side of the hill,
a sheer fall for the few yards he could sec.
He hLad half a mind to fling lumasclf down
there ontho soft gray vapor that hid all
horrors of the descent and have dono with it
all ; Lot tho gold that jingled in his pockets
na he moved restrained him.  He sat down
under a broomn-bush, every twig of which
wascoated with moisture, and  ponring a
ghttening stream of coins throngh his fingors,
gloated over them. Ho would still defy tho
world, buy life, liberty, pleasures—

AA! Raising bis eyes, he saw whits,
curving shapes rising hike spoctres from tho
abyes full of mist below him. Were those
wotnen ? —two women poinding at him with|
wan, long spirit fingare, He trembled, and
cold drops broke out on his heder, “Then ke

laughed at his own Mg g ow
it was only some-faint Il - ere,
that had stirred thevapor below. Butthe

fog wa« risiog surcly—rising to rob him of
lns sunlight and warmth, and choke lim
once more with its cold, death-giving breath.
Tacre were 1vy-trails falling down a wall of
rock that jutted out to onesideof the chasm;
he would watch them as a tido-mark. He
waited ; inch by inch rose the wavering
mist, in slow smoke-wreaths, rising slowly,
touching  tho ivy; fallmg—then rising,
rising, rising creeping apward inch by inch,
with merely o few mocking, deccitful ebbs
sgain.

Night had como.  Thero was no moon,
and the fant twilight of c:\rli' summor only
abowed a ghastly contrast of rifts . deep
blackness in the ‘moor valleys, alternating
with steaming, rolling swaths of white mist.
At lest the man heard the welcome sound of
runming water as ho descended o path that
ledton river'sh~d. Suroly ho knew the
spot : this was the ford of the Chad, and
across there stood the cotttagehe had reach-
od last night—dut this night thers wasno
lanteyn (it there !

It was too dark to guide himself by the
troes: yet he adventored himeelf hardly
czough into tho water, thinking that a
seeend timo he would go to the cottago at
any risks, and sco.  Thewater becam deep-
¢r and deeper at cach step.  Still, surcly he
knew the look of the rocks to right and
leit. Suddenly ho was carricd off his feot ;
hisatrength left him, and thero camoa
strong rush of water singing in his cars.

Striking out against tho forco of the
curnent, dashed in the dark against wet and
tlippery rocks that hemmed in every side,

aspard da Silva found himaclf overcome in
i}m ldrr:th and icy cold of the Deadman's

0ol !

CHAPIER XLI
*Shino!ehino! shine!
Paur down your warmth, greatsaal
W E:lls we bask, wo two together,
Two tegether!
Winda blow scuth, or winds blow north;
Day como white, or night come black,
A L] L - L]
'nidng all Ume, minding no time,
Whils we two keep together,”
The sun shona glorionsly next day on the
lousa  meadows where the hay-
making was in full swing, Tho air was full
of summer scents; thero wero jokes and
wirth and cider passing down tho ranks of
tho mowers, and among the women tossing
® newly-cut

living sends a thrill through the frames of
thoso who can approciato its subtle cssence
of delight; when the pain and sorrow and
death in tho world scein small things com-

and the moro veiled belief in our back-
ground of mind that thus we sh 1l continue
to exist in spirit through cternity,  Blyth
snd Joy stood together, watching tho hay-
makers. In theic new gladnessit scemed
a8 if, while they kept thus side by side, thet
they saw together and thonght together.

I fecl 80 happy to-day, Blyth. It scoms
as if, almost, I had nothuig left to wish for
on carth,” said the girl.

Sho raiscd her hands to scrcen her eyes
from tho sun, lookinﬁ round with a heart
full of love on the hills, somne veiled in hazo,
somo basking in tho moontide heat ; on the
cool, winding Chad among its bushes and
poplars and at the red farm.walls boyond
the meadow, whero the gardon glowed with
flowers,

“I havo the Promiso of all I wish for;
but still I should like to know what day

t;nﬂwill mako it all really mine,” said
yth,

Joy blushed,

‘It is so soon—Oh thore, I think the
fathor wants to spesk to me."”

And on this pretence sho went lightly
over the grass, thus hiding hor alight con-
fusion, to where old Berrington sat under
the hedge, with his hands clasped atop of
his atout stick. He, too, was supposed to
be watching the men at work, but his oyes
rested more often, with twinkles of sly
satisfaction, on the young couple.

When Joy left him, Blyth’s eyes and ears
became freo again to _oversce the mowers ;
and 8o he heard old Dick remark, witha
certain emphais (Dick had already ropeated
the matter once or twico, but his young
maator had not heard him),

“And so hur had no lanternalightat
Cold:l ame last night, do 'cc say ? God gi’

and {90 poo) creature has lost un's life, then, at

the ford—Well, well, now ! And it lit there
for yoars 1"

#*What is that, Dick?” Blyth sharply
asked, understanding that he wasmennt to
take notfce of tho romark.

The men told him that there had been no

sisteis during the past night ; some of the

villagors coming back from a wedding had

noticed it, and being afraid of the forg. be-

cause it was so dark that might, had gone

round by the lower ficlds.

th?lyth became thoughtful as he heard
r.

¢ What is tho matter? YWhat are they
saying ! asked oy, tripping back.

Iyth made a protenso so as to lead her
Away a fow stops out of carshet of tho men ;
then ho eaid, withassumed carclessncss,

# The river was very full Jast night, and
thore was no moonlight. They hepo that
no life was lost ; that is all.”

How silly it scems {0 believo, as they do,
that some onv is saro to bo drowncd in it
every year.  And yet how often it does so
happen : cried Joy, referring to an old moor
supersition Then clasping her hands be-
hind her head, and looking dowa at the
littlo river on whoso bauks they stood, she
sang whimsically tho old conplet,

*Chad ! Chad Iriver cf Chad !
A dead man’s body maketh thee glad.”

Thoe river flowed with a laughing ripple
by the hillock on which they stood, those
two youn%,livcs, full of present and hopes
of future happincss, The clear water was
lit by the aunlight till it scemed pure and
limpid as innocenco ; its little cddies spark-
led liko smiles. Who could have guessed
that only two miles higher up from this
sccne of healthy Iabor and shulight and
innocent gayoty in tho Red Houso Farm
meadows thero was a :tark body lying at
tho cdge of tho Deadman’s Pool, with cyes
turned blindly to tho summer sky ?

Blyth now became somchow 80 ill at case
in his heart on hearing that there had been
no light in Cold-homo window tho past
night, that lic soon made a pretoxt for steal-
ing away from tho hay-field. Hastening to
the farm, ho fouand Mannah, and asked her
to go with him to rcconnoitroif alljwas right
at the cottage.

By good-luck, Hannah, it is the day for
bringiog their basket of provisions. Weo can
leavo it at the Logan-stone; aud if thisisa
falso alarm, you cau say wo shall bo work
ing late in tho hay-ficld, s0 it was oasicr to
como at noon,”

¢“Wo will s0, Mastor Blyth. *“I'll havo
the eggs and butter packed befors you ean

I wavousha doy whon the pure jog of

turn yeursell round.  Oh, dear heart! but

parcd with tho present full senso of being, | )

light set in the cottage window by tho wisht- | 4,

‘ IJ.ngge she’s not taken worae, and poor Miss

Racliel alone thore, too,” sighed old
Hannah with gusty sounds of fearfulness, as
sho bustled about making her utmost

1asto,

Helpod by Blyth's ablo head and useful
hands she was soon ready and »n their way
to tho glen. Arrived at tho Lwgan-stono,
Blyth put down the heavy basket, which he
lightly carried, at the accustomed spot.
Then he advised Hannah to akirt the river-
sido by tho path of the ford till near the
cottage, which would have a less pro-
meditated air of approach should Magaalen
be looking out, and shrink, as usual, from
human faces,

In this way, [Tannah agrecing, they both
passed by the Deadman’s Pool. Blyth
aftorwards could nover rightly explain to
himself what uneasy fecling made nm tako
a fow stops through the bushes tolook at it—
porhaps only somne impreasion or idea left by
the haymakers’ talk. Bat on looking down
at the pool, into which the water poured
white with all tho forco of a mountain
torrent that had been pent between narrow
rocks till it burst out now as from a spout,
and then whirled round and round in'deep
oddies, he started back with horror, for
thoro lay closo to his feet a something jam
med botween two stones.

At his exclamation Hannah hastened also
to tho spot, and both atood gazing in
mutual awed silence till the ol woman
suddenly gavea long cry, and thea clasping
her hands to her hoad, uttered, in a whisper
of surprise and great horror.

**Who, Lord ha’ mercy, it is—it must be
Asm ! Ob, to thiuk of sceing my master liko
that after all theso years—and I that nover
forgave him ! Iloserved thodevil, and thero
arolhis wages. Lord have mercy on his
soul !”

She sank back svbbing, and rocking her-
aclf to and fro.

¢ \What do you mean, Hannah ? This was
a convict, yousce, Surely you don'treally
rccognize hun as—as any onc you know ¥

“ i’cu, yes, but I do. Conviet or no

convict, this i, or—God have merey on his
poor soul !—that was, tho Count Rivello,
Gaspard da Silva.’,
Biyth shuddering at tho news, stood atill
ioking; but theu after a few scconds
stepped down into tko pool, and oxerting all
his strength brouﬁhz tho corpeo out and laid
it on the moss under the alder trecs.

*“ What bas happencd at the cottage—at
Cold-home? Come at once and sce,” said
Riyth, cutting short the old woman’s nceless
lamentations.

Quakicg in her shoes as they reached the
porch, Hanozh knozked, calling out that it
was she, with tho cntreaty that Miss Rachel
would speak to her a moment.

answer, a8 of some ono cndeavoring fecb y
to answer them.

They cntered hastily at that, steppin
lightly and cautiously, and found Rachc
lying on lc scttle, apparently very ill.

Sha rouscd up at their footfall, and raised
her head.

“Whatisit?
she said, faintly.

¢ Oh ! Miss Rachel, aro you so badas
that, and us never to know 1" cried Hannah,
shocked. ““What has happened to you?
What is it

“\What hasbronght you ? Has anything
strange happened ?° returned Rachel,

* Your faco is all bruised and your neck
bandaged,” went on tho ald nurse, ¢ Ob,
poor dear ! Was it Mies Mazdalen?”

‘It twas no! my swster. Taon't ask mo
questions, Hannah—it was all an accident.
What bas bronght yon both ? Tell mq at
once! I know there is some nows—some-
thing. Go on—I desire it.”

Haonah who was hesitating aud attompt.
ing, but failing always to framo words,
thotgh her lips moved, began at .ast.

¢¢Its very terrible. It's the worst, and
yot its the best news for us»i. Al things
arc ordered by Providence, and, if ho had
escaped freo who knows— * I'm speaking of
him, my dear—the count. Well, hy must
have been in the prison ur yonder all these
years, and last night—"

She stopped short, Dut [t was cnough.
With a convulsive cffort Pacuel raised her-
sclf, catching at the sido of the settle, asif
hardly able to support herself,  They then
saw with mute concern that her faco was
deadly pale under her hood ; she had dark
hollows heneath her oycs, and and an ugly
bruise on one cheek.

“Have they eaught him, thon?! Have

Magdalen has gone out,”

thoy taken him back to prison again 1" she
asked, in a hollow voice.

Hannahcould not speak, and looked at
Blyth, who nnswcrc«r moro bravely, not
supposing tho news coulid touch Magdalen's
siater with very deep feeling now, yet with
reveront pity in his manly voico.

¢ He will never be taken to jail any more,
Miss Rachel.  You need not fear that - youn
nced fear nothing now,”

A spasm of pain that darted across
Rachcl’s featurcs startled lum.  Asifaware
of it herself, sho hastily drew her haod
more forward, conccaling lier face.  Thon
strangling a sob inher throat, she breathed,
rathor tban said aloud, rapidly,

‘¢ He is dead ? Teil me, quick, Blyth Ber
rington, how it happened ; toll all, trulg."”

¢+ Ho was drowned last night in the Chad,
down there. 1 have just found the body,
said the young man, unwillingly, yet fuveed
to obey her

(TO BE CONTINUED,)
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Writing a Novel,

Thero are, undoubtedly, men who havo
tha knack of telling storics, and can reol off
every day a certain number of manuseript
pages. When their novel is finishod, they
can on that samoday begin to writoanother,
Anthony Trollope was a representative of
this class.

But men liko Dickens and Thackeray,
who put their lifc into a novel, are exhaust.
ed when they havo comploted it, and re-
quiro weeks of rest_ before resuming their
pen.  Dickons' characters becamo so real
to him that he entered into their lives as if
they had been livieg, and ho was their con-
fidential friond.

Thackeray was seen coming out of his
house one morning, the tears running down
his cheeks.

¢\What’s the mattor, old fellow? Have
you losta dear relative?” askea a friend,

“Yes; I've just killed Col. Newcome !”
answered the novelist, with a sob.

After Mrs, Stowe had described Eva's
deathy, she herself went to bed and was sick
for thrco days. Before a chaplor of the
story was scot to the publishers, it was
read totho family. After thoy had listened
to tho deseription of Eva’s death, the house
was as still and solemn as at a funerel.

There i3 no doing a great work without
paia and exhaustion, and the noveliat who
orcat:s a book which moves the multitude,
must pay the penalty of his genius.

Henry Ward Becclier once said, * I havo
made 1t a rule of my life to read none of tho
writings of my rclatives, and with two or
threo exceptions have adhered to that

”n

The door was ajar. A Joud sopnd cama in {41

One of the exceptions was mado in favor
of “ Unclo Tom's Cobin.” In speaking of
his experience in reading it, he said,—

‘I bad got well into tho sccond volume.
It was Thursday. Saonday was looming up
before,and at the rate at which I was going.
there would not bo time to finish it beforo
Sunday, and I conld never preach till I had
finished it. .

s [ recommended my wife to go to Led.
I didn't want anvbody down there. 1 soon
beganto cry. Then 1 went and shut all the
dnors, for 1 did not want any one to sce me.
‘T'hon I sat down to it and finished ic that
night, for I kne'v that only in that way
should I be ablo to preach on Sunday.”

“Well,” Mrs., Stowo answers, when
persons speak to ber of working up some-
thing as ghe didin “Uncle Tom's Cabin,
¢ that wasn't mine; that was given to me.”

—— g

Disagreeable Candor,

A man who never raninds his friends of
untwwelcomo facts or tells them uunpleasant
truths is sure to bo liked ; and, when a man
of such a turn comes to old age, heis almost
suro to be treated with respect. It is true
indced that wo should not disacmble and
flatter in compaay ; but & mun may be very
agreeable, strictly consistent with truth and
sincerity, by a prudent silence where ho
caanot concur, and a pleasant assent whero
he can. Now and then you meet with a
pereon so exactly formed to pleaso that ho
will gain upnn cvery one that hears or
beholds him : this disposttion is not mnerely
the gift of nature, but frequentiy tho cffect
of much knowlodge of tho world, and a
command over i j ssions. Frequently
that whieh is cailed candor is merely malies,



