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to be. Say, Molly," lie continued,s
with a kind of pleading earnestness1
in Ilis voice, "yc've done liankerin'
arter tlie city, air't ye? Kind o' get-5
tin' used to the mountings ag'in,1
ain't ye, MOlIY?"i

It was quite dark on the little hili-t
side now, and Molly could turn liert
face 'boldly toward lier liusband.t

,Wliat makes ye keep a-harpin' on
that, Sandy? I ain't liankered after
the city-nlot for a long time," and a
slight sliudder ran j-,er lier. "Just
put that idea out of your head,
Sandy. Nothin' could ever tempt me
to go to tlie city again. I liate itl"

She spoke witli fierce empliasis,
and rose to go in. Sandy, somewhat
puzzled by lier manner, but reassured
by lier words, heaved a sîgli and rose
also.

The stars were out, and from a
little patcli of swamp at the foot of
the hll came the, slirill piping of in-
numerable frogs, and a whip-poor-
wIvll's wild, sad cry pierced the
silence. The baby lad long since
fallen asleep. Tlie mother laid him
în lis cradle, and night and rest set-
tled down over the little cabîn.

Spring had passed into sumnmer,
and summer was already on--tlie
wane; an August morning liad dawn-
ed over the mountains, and, altliough
the sun shone warmly down upontlie
dew-drenclied eartli, the air was de-
licously cool and fresh.

Molly stood in tlie doorway, hold-
ing in lier arms the baby, whose look
of preternatural wisdom liad mergeditself into one of infantile softness
and benignity. She was liolding himn
ùp for the benefit of Sandy, who, as
he went down the red, dusty road,
driving the wliite cow before liim,
turned now and then to bestow a
grimace upon lis son and heir.ý
Mother and clild made a fair pic_-
ture in the twining green frame of
the trumpet-vine, touched up with
flame-like clusters of bloom-a Pic-
ture whicli was not lost upon Sandy,
who, as lie passed out of siglit of the
cabin, shook lis liead, and said to
hirmself again:

"Blest ef 1 see how I ever got up
spunk enough to ax lier!"

Molly watched lier husband out of
sight, ahd then let lier eyes wander
over the summer landscape. There
was a look of deep content in her
face, whicli was no longer pale and
worn. Tlie traces of struggle and.
suffering had disappcdred. Tlie past
inay have liad its anguish, and. its

sins, perbaps; but the present must1
have seemed peaceful andý.secure, for
she turned from the doorway with a
song upon lier lips-a song which
lingered al the morning as she went1
in and out about lier liousehold tasks,
trying to make more trim and briglit1
that whicli was already the perfec-
tion of trimness and briglitness.
When she had finished lier work the
morniùg was far advanced and the
sun glared hotly in at door and win-
dow.

She had rocked the baby to sleep,
and came out of the inner room witli
the happy mother-look upon lier face.
She turned to look back, to see, per-
haps, if the fly-net were drawn care-
fully enougli over the littie sleep-»r.
As slie stood thus slie was conscious
of a human sliadow whicli fell
through tlie outer door and blotted
out the square of sunshine whicli lay
across the floor, and a deep voice
said:

"I'd thank you for a drink of water,
ma'arn."

Molly turned quickly and the eyes,
of the two met. Over the man's face
came a look of utter amazement
whicli ended in an evil smile.

Over the woman's face came a
change so sudden, so terrible, that
the newcomer, base and hardened as
lie looked, seemed struck by it, and
the cruel smile subsided a littie as he-
exclaimed:

"Molly Craigie, by ail tliat's holy!'
The woman did not seem to heir

him. She stood staring at hima with
wild, incredulous eyes and parted
lips, from whicli came in a husky
whisper the' words:

"Dick Staples !"
Then she struck the palms of her

hands together and with a sharp cry
Bilhe sank into a chair. The man
stepped across tlie threshold and
stood in the center of the roomn look-
ing curiously about him. He was a
large, powerfully-built f ellow, and in
a certain way a handsome one. He
was attired in a kind of hunting cos-
tume whicli le wore with a jaunty,
theatrical air.

"I swear 1" he exclaimed, with -a
low, brutal laugh, as lis eyes took in
the details of the neat littie kitchen,
and came at last to rest upon the
woman's white face. "I swearl I do
believe Molly's married 1"

The idea seemed to strike him as a
peculiarly novel and amusing one.

"Molly Craigie married and settled
down! Well, if that isn't a good
one!" and lie burst into another cruel
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tau gl. His mocking words seemed
at last to, sting the woman, wio liad
sat srnitten mute before hlmn, into
action. Slie rose and faced hlm,
t embling, but deflant.

"Dick Staples, what brouglit ye
liere only God knows, but ye mus'n't
stay liere. Ye must go 'way this
minute, d'ye lÈear? Ye must go
'wayl".

She spoke firmly but hurriedly,
glancýng dpwn the road as she did
so. The man stared blankly at lier a
moment.

"WelI, now, if that ain't a nice way.
tô treat an old friendl Wliy, Molly,
you ainet going back on DUc you
aîti't seen for so long, art you? 'd-
no idea of ever seeing you again, but
now I've found you, you don't get
rjd of me so easy. I'm going to
make myseif at home, Molly sec if 1
don't."ý And the man seitecà hiniseif
and crossed lis legs comfortably,
looking about him, with a mockang
air of geniality and friendliness. .

Molly went neattYt to hlm; the é-
fiance in lier.manner had.dis,4 pcared
and a look of alinost abject terror
and appeal lad taken'its place..

"Dick," she cried, imploringly, ,
Dick, for God's sake hear me! If ye
want to sec me, to spéak *ith M,
I won't refuse ye, onI-y flot h4t,
Dick-for God's sake flot here!" and
she glanced desperately around.
"Wliat brouglit ye liere, Dick? Tell
mie that, and wliere are yo-u stayin'."

"Well, then," lie answered, surl.4y,
I "ran up for a little slooting, antd

Fastaying at Digby's."
"At Digby'st That's thre miles

below liere." SIc spoke cagerIý.,
"Dick, you notîced the Eite meetin -
house just below here in the hollow?"

The man nodded.

"cIf ye'll go away now, Dick, rîglit
away, l'Il meet ye in the woods. Fol-
low the patlitliat leads up behind the
meetin'-house tornorrow mornin' be-
tween ten and eleven an' l'Il meet ye
there, but oh, Dick, for God's sa7ke
go away now, beforc--before lie
comes 1',

The desperation linlier voice nd
looks produced Borne effect, upon the
man apparently, for lie rose anId said:

"gWell, MGlly, as ) oli're go p4rtipu-i
lar l'Il do as you gay;- but mmid nàw,,
don't you play me no tricks. If you
ain't there punctual, l'Il be lere;
now see if I don't, my beauty.» i
would have flung his arm about h er1,
but she started back witli fiaming
eyes.

Uha Western home MonthlY
"None o' that, Dick Staples!" she

cried fiercely.
"Spun.ky as ever, and twice

handsomne I swcarl" exccamed thê
fellow, gaing admÈiringly at her.

"Are ye goin> ?»
There was something in lier vic4

and mien whjdli comp~çUled obde -
and the man prepaied to go. Qut
side the -door'lie ffting lis ril oW
lis shoulder and' lot>oiiz, ç al
in the willo6wglen', you know., ýu
tual is thec Wordtl» and'tP lheiý
ing sMile lie sauitered doWn th
*Slope, h xn. .a popula niedy
le went.

The woman. stood 'for a tine
lad l^eft lier, let »ýMs iÙeý' àehglb

doorway. .The, haby tjê'u
on' and outside the llifdsW
terigand ae , i&tqsdthe -vine-tendriIs,. it. '4an window, tlirowing graceftil dn
ing sliadows over the flor glni'acro*her ,whi.t face. and nervelecs handi'
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piping througli the sultry noontid%
stillness. It pierced lier deadene4,
siensea, and shc started, #Kilittï1hu
h1agd 4«oqo hier cyea.

Godl"
ah' tmah

tht mdayyrnea1. When
reached'iht .eabin mIe wats
about witli 'ntrvous haste, $gIeaniin strangel anida red &Dt

follà*èct h& y
t*oke àM' went to bit i

finkéÈs as he*à
perplexed or e,*br e
la cur'us I They's no twto à~
it, tliey la cur'ual ThI~ no
f ur 'cmn no liow, 'deeath

At this point the ba y
an4 after lis , o4$rolié
durlufg whîch. hç i
furtive stutyof oyJ

lUmIdered lis hoe end
*thg'field/ 'As hë adt A ff
turine d u ild,

arosi tué

Molly was atanding* witli h
toward her husWtd,-l 'ttin

«A mail ike that camet
an' atked for a drink," ohé


