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CHAPTER XIL—CoNTINUED.
@ Mes Burram,” faltered the emaci-
atel girl, “ woald yoa kiadly trast vs till

next month for

been 80 bad that sister,” with & glance at

the head bow

# thought if you would, she’d take m? to
We wonldn't touch the money
till wo knew you'd trust us—bat if you

! a doclor.
wonld,”
“Nol"”

coiled.

The girl who
into her picket,
draw it, the gir
from her saab

gereamed, it

oing to take
eft it till late
pight. Do

for rent. I tell

children, Yo!
earth.”
“ No, but I

if you do rot

for that”

or lar,” rej ined
Misg Burram
“ You can do

week, or yon sh

spoken last, an

: l toars flosed te

her, and the i

Barram and he

All the way home

heard the sobs

the mcoraing.
gpeak to, or see

; even when they bal reashed home, and
% wore geated at the dinnsr table.
£ conld eat nothing; the dry bread and

black tea whic

W geemel to come between her and every
moat fal. Sarah, waiting om the table,
the child did not eet, and

noticed tha
ghe had her ow
algo noticed th

nct
Sarah had her

“Would you

for yourself, Rachel
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Miss Borram's reply wa? oue word,
It secmed t)
hissed out, snd involuntarily ste re-

ro.
“Yon shan't give it eh? almost

your life ; do you 838 that 2"
od to another table, bare of cloth or paint
and holding tao cups of tea and two
plates of black-lookinz braad.
«That is cur own dinner—we

gupper unlcss 1 can finish my work to-
you see that—there is no
pugar, nor milk, nor butter, and you come

He inten led ns to live ; to have & home
s ymewhere o1 the earth He made for His

heuss,”’ enswered Miss Barram, in tones
that showed she was not in
movid by the passionate speaker, “ aand

now, and it is not paid by fhe middla cf
next week my agent shall evict you.
There are dispensary coc ors to take your
gigter to, and n> money will be neecel

“ But money will be needed for the
ponrishment the dispensary doctor may

have my money by the m ddle f next

Come, Rachel '
“()n, God 1" moaned the girl who had

geat by the tabie, 1st Ler head fall for-
s ward and buret out crying.

her face, but Miss Barram dil no: look at
drew it fron her pocket, put it hurriedly

in‘o Miis Barram's hand, got her receipt
in return, ard then shutthe door cn Miss

evary time sue tnrced to look at Mies
Barram she saw that lady as grim and
gilent as she was during the journey of

appetite wes pretense,

— —

the rent? My cough hay

ed over the work table,

Rachel as if it were

had #poken put her hanl
bat befire she conld with-
| at the table had eprong
and caught her eister's

is money that may rave
She pointe

were
it when you came. We
because we can have no

oun ‘no’ God made u3;
b

n can't put us off the
cen put you ont of my
the leatt

choose to pay yoar rent

the girl
replied :
a8 you choose, but I must

all be putont of my boase.
’

when there’'s queer goin's on like 1b\l‘
ander her very nose,””  And 8h3 took up
the lamp and went ont.

CHAPTER XIIL

The firat of the next morth falling on
Sunday, the rents, according to Mies Bur-
ram’s latest arrangement, were not col-
lected till the following Satarday, and
Rachel collected all the rent3 of Miss
Burram’s big double decker tenement
house—that is the rents were given into
Rachel's hand efier Miss Burram had
briefly introduced her &8 “ my Charge,”
and exp'a'nad that in fature her Cnarge
would take the place of herself in collect-
ing the rents ; and the renteon this occa-
sion were all paid ; the entire payment
being due poesibly to the fact that it wae
the seventh of the month and ro!the
firet ; and as they all paid Rachel re-
ceived Ler evtire commission, thirteen
dollars, and Miss Burram took the thir-
teen dollars not from the dirty, greasy,
torn money cf the tenants, but from &
supply of new, bright, criep bills in her
pocket-bcok, Rackel in her own rcom
counted the money again and again, and
then laid it in & rustling heap in her
bureau drawer ; ghe could hardly weit for
an opportunity to show it to Hardman,
The next day being SBanday there would
be no chance, for on Sindays his time was
entirely taken up going to the depot for
Miss Barram’s never-a'ling Saundgy comn-
pany, and doing duty in the house as a
kind of butler. Nor on Monday could
ghe see him, for instead of driving her to
tchool he had to drive the company tothe
station—they always remained till Mon-
day morning—and she would have to
walk .to echiol attended by Sarah. On
Monday efternoon she could tell him, and
she hardly waited to be wellin the houso
after her retarn from sctool, t 1l she tiok
her way to Hardman’s qnarters.

“I've got thirteen brand-new dollars,
Jim,” she burst out, the momeant she
canght sight of him, * Miss Barram gave
them to me fir collecting the rents on
Saturday.” She spread them outon his
lirtle table.

«] didn’t feel go bad, Saturday,” she
went on, *‘because there didn’t seem to
te 8o many of them beg off like they did
before, and that girl that had the cough
thet 1 told ycu about that had only tea
and bread for her dinner, she didn’t have
anything to say. Bhbe jast looke 1 when

1 then she returned to her

R.chel's
0; they streamed down

gter who had the money

r Charge.
Rachel fancied she
of the flower-maker, ard

Nor did Miss DBarram
m to look at, her Charge,

Rachel

), she hal seen that day

Miss Burram told her t> give the rent to
me, and I didn’t see what kiad of food
they had. Do you think, Jim, they migkt
have had more than bread and t:aon
Satardav.”

“Iike a8 not no,”’ said Jim gravely;
“ithem kind of fclks ain't likely to have
more one month than another.”

“Tom’'s mosher used to like bread eni
tea most better than anything e's? ba-
cause her teeth was bad; bat theu she
always had plenty of milk and plenty of
batter too.

« Make's a difference,”’ said Hardman,
“for when you an't got neitLer, tea's
purly bitter.”
Rachel s'ghed;
great cheerfulness:
« Next time it'll be better, because Miss
Barram won't be along ; aud you and me,
Jim, ’li just have it (0 ourseives; Miss
Burram said so when she gave me the
money ; .8he said 1 was to have my dic-
per in that hotel—that she left orders for
it—and that yon wa3to go about with me

then she said with

n thonghts about it
at her

; 8he
misirese’ feeming
for that lady did

eat much more than Rachel, and

thonghts ahont that too.

| Whan Rachel wcu'd have said her
) enstomary formal ‘ good n ght,”” Miss
i Jarram detained her,

like t> earn some money

on

The abruptre s of the question ar d the
fact of Migs Burram saying gnythiog at
all except h.r wonted cold * zco 1-night "'

WAS 80 Unexy
looked in wond

“Why don’t
Buarram impati
slowly :

“I don’t kno
¢ Karn mon

a8 yon wish w

yected, that the girl only
er, withont rep ying.

you anewer ' *agked Miss
ontly, Then Rachel said

w what yon mean.”’
y to spend— o buy—to do
i ity do you understar d

now—would yon like it 7"

“To gpend, t
well-n'gh mean

o buy with " they were
ingle sworde tHRR wehel who

had never ad money tospend in the whole

conrte of her life, ' Tom " having bought

; for her the « ceasional candy which other
: ! children botght for themselves. Aud
t for what saould she spend—woas € yuld

| ghe buy, #nl what cculd she do,

! to earn morey? She underatocd

the o uing of the word esin but only

in i menial

genee, 88 Hardman, and

Saroh, and Mrs, Mcl vain earned money.

Wa yparn in Bome euch way as thal

‘ M Barram meant—Rachel canght her

breath with & k nd of involuniary inner

rebellion, feeling that * Tom " would be

3§ agalr ch & proposition ; but in the

) yory same instant “ Tom '’ seemed to

4 pregert himsslf with his shabby cothes

ig and bis pocr home, Money esrned by

¥ her would be money earned for bim, to

A be given to him when he came home. A
& glow came info her face.

“ Yos. I should Jike to earn mort ; O

Migs Burran

L was surprised at the gud-

:

s den energy in her tones.

b “ You e£hall earn it by co leeting my
i renta—as you saw me do e -day. MHard-
’ man will go with you into each apart-

ment 8o that you shall be protected and
if need be, aided.

You shall receive a

cymmisgion on all the rents you collect.

The entire sun

dollarsa.
that, which is
: thus be earain
i Next woek L&l
your oo onnts

have learn
made
leain easily hc
night!”

And Migs B
the roomn leav
wildered, ©Sh

pProgr

d about
s enough in arithmetic to

\ is one hundrad and thirty

I ghall pive you 10 psr cent. on

thirteen dollars. Yon will
¢ thirteen dollars a m mth,
a1 show you how to keep

as 1 do. From what I
you yonseem to have
yw to keep accounts, Good-
arram herself went cut of
ing Rachel completely be-

o was tco tired and she

; had undergone too much that day to be
¥ able now, even were her mind more ma-«
i ture, to comprehend it all—and rerts,
1 commissions, Hardmen, and even the
1‘ promited thirlean dollars, we t swime-
i ming abcut in her brain in a very tantal-
/! izing way while she went up to her
room. In epite of it all, however, she

glept the moment her head toached the

pillow, and when Sarah came up to ox-
nngaish the light that pecaliar woman

nodded Ler
looked at thes

“Yon've bec
herself, ‘

told Jeam, bot
answer, only
comin’, for

head several times as she

ound litt'e sleeper.

while I was co/l:cting the rents.”

“ Yes, that's the plan; I'm to get 8 man
from one of the city livery stables to
mind the horses while I'm in the house
with yov.”

«1 “wigh it was next month now,”
Rachel said, and Hardman, for the sake
of the gratification it would give her,
echoed the wish.

Christmas would intervene before tha
first of the next month, snl Rachel
looked forward to the festival with &
sinking of her heart that no effort of hers
conld control. Caristmas had been
“Tom's” special day for her and with her.
11e had tesn won't t> give up the whole
day to her from the Church gervice in the
morning, to which he took her, to the
Christmas tree at night which he lighted
for her with tapers that he made himself,
His presenta to her were nothing more
than & very cheap toy, and some candy,
because he was so poor, but they were
hie presents, and to her they were more
than all Miss Barram could give her, In-
deed, being 8> absorbed in her sad recol-
lections and fruit'ess longing for *“ Tom,”
she hardly gave a thought to what Christ-
mas gifts Miss Borram might make her
Bat Sarah enlightened her; shortly be-
fore Curistmas, when she was attending
Rachel from school, and on all sides of
them theie wers reminders of the ap-
proach'ng festiva), either in the ivied
decora ions of the s ores or the fragmenta
of converaation they chanced to overhear.
« Mies Barram unever makes no pres
ents, Christmas,” Sarah said suddenly,
“iys agen her principles, thongh how it
can be agen a body's principles to give a
naw dress, or a dollar or two, like every
Cmis ian fem ly does to their help, is
past my comp shention.'”

Racl o! ug usnal made no answer. Sarah
continued:

«Miss Buorram ain’t never give any-
thing any Coristmas to Jeem or me, or
Mrs. McElvain, and ghe don’t keep Christ-
mas like everybody else does; she don't
o to charch #ni she don’t give anythirg
to the Societies that buys things for the
poor and the heathen and she co 't have
a1y compsny only just the same people
she has every SBunday.”

Still Rachel did not answer; but Sarah
was by this time so accustomed to her

silence that it made very little difference
Sirah’'s remarke, however, had given
Rachsl a new disappointment. She had
been encouraging herself to hope that
Miss Darram would take her to church
on Christmas morning ; 8le wanted to go
becange “Tom’ had taken her on the
other Chrigtmas days and she had not
even hinted her hope to Hardman less it
ghould be taken from her, arguing with a
queer kind of child's I gic tuat the dis-
appointment would be easier to bear the
longer it was deferred. Now, however, it
was ruthlessly dashed by Sarah, and
Rachel’s silence turned to a very angry
gilence against Sarah herself, and she
walked on with her eyes on the ground,
She was go angry she would not even
look up, when S rah exclaimed:

«There's Mr. Notner, whateverybody's
talking about.”

There was Mr. Notner on horeehack
approaching them, and, whether by aeci-
dent or design, as soon as he got jaat
across from them in the road he dropped

yn in it to-day,” she said to

5 and yon cou!dn't eat your din-
i ner to-night because you'd been in it, a8 1
Y he wouldn’t give me no |
his bias look,
ain't & woman as gives up

Bat it's a-

his whip 8o that it bocame necessary for
him t> d smount. In preparing to do this
be this he turned his horee to the very
edge of the etore walk and eprang from
the saddle almost at Rachel's feet. Sarah

i
affright at the nearness of the horse, but |

Rache¢l cnly 8 and involuntarily
raised her eyee.
Notner bowed as if in apology for the
slarm be had caused, picked up his whip
end epringing into his sacdle was off at &
rapid canter.
“May 1 never be burned nor drowned
alive 7' said Sirah, “but be juet done
that to have a look at you.”
“w At me?” said Rachel, betrayed into
speech by Ler utler astonishment at such
a remark; it seemed to her a8 if the in-
cident had been quite nataral, and that
the 1[mm.le man had hardly looked at her
at all.
“Yes, at you," repeated Sarah; “ I sup-
yose he's like the 1est of them, wanting
t» know who you are.”
“Who you ere,” {he question that
Rachol herself wanted answered, and that
now, thongh she ueually cared very little
for what Sarah eaid, geemed to strike her
with & new and more bitter significance,
Of course she told Hardman all about it,
and that praciical man said it was all of
a piece with Barah’s telling fortunes out
of teacups—that one thing meant no more
than t'other, and that Rachel was to
think no mcrs about it But Rachel
wanted confirmation of another of Sarah’s
stetaments—did Miss Burram never go to
church on Christmas?
To Hardman's know!edge, never.
#] wanted to go because Tom use to
take me,’ she eaid, and then she sat
down in her usnsl place, the little chair
Hardman had made for her, and she was
wl-nt for a longtime. Hardman went on
polishing t"e harness he had been en-
geged on when ehe eatered, but he could
not keep himself from glaacing at her At
;ntervals, her silence being uansually
;mg.
« Jim,” she said at lergth, “ will you go
to church on Christmss?’
“To be gure, Miss."”
“ What time ?”
#(n, in the mornirg very early: the
same 88 I do on Bundays; becanes after
breakfa t I'll have to drive to the depot
toget Miss Barram's friends; leastwige,
that's what I've done 'most every Christ-
mas since I've been here.”
Thore was auother pauae
part.
Tne ghort Dacember day was going out
with a speed that eeemed to make a light
neceesary all at once, and Hardman went
to get the lamp. Lact e! rose.
% Christmas Day will be just like Sua-
day?” she asked, won't it?"”
@ Just the same, Mise,”
« 1 mean, that 1 gues3 Miss Burram
won't noice me any more than she does
on Sandays when she hes her com-
pany ?”’
« 7 think it will be pretty much the
game,”’ he answered, but she, hardly
waiting to hear him, went rapidly out of
the carriage-house. When he had lit h's
lamp he weat to the docr and looked

on Rachel's

out.

He conld not even ece her flaeing
figure, bot he fancied he could detect the
gound of her steps aloog the hard crisp
ground, even above the monotoro1s wash
f the water on the beach ; but the steps
geemed to be in the directioa of the
baach instead of the house. To assure
himself he weat also in the direction of
the beach, stopping short when he came
insight of Rachsl pianding there. In her
gray far cloak and ber motionless atti-
tude—there wee not wind enovgh even to
fintter her garments—she looked almost
like a part of the gray light that bhad
geitled upon everything. In a moment
she flang the cloak back and stretched
out her arms to the weter Hardmen
fancied he heard Per call “ Tom,” aud
then be saw her kneel ; but the fast gros-
ing darkness wis making her figare in-
distinct #nd giving the gimple-hearted
man no little anxiety as tothe provriety
of Kachel 8o exposirg herself, With a
delicacy above his kind Le was unwilling
to introda npon her, and he tried to con
sole himself with the fact that the weatter
was nnusnally mild—to his own knowl-
odge the mildest at that season for years.
In a foew momants, however, Rachel hear-
self relieved his anxiety by rising quick-
ly and darting homeward, patsing Hard-
man without seeing him,

CHAPTER XIV.

“ Merry Christmas !” The words
geemed spcken into Rachel’s ear as she
awoke; she was posifive she heard them,
and she sprang up in bed ' and looked
about her ; there was no ns in the room
but Lerself, and with & gob she lay down
again, clasping her hands over her
breast and shutting her eyes and her
teo'h hard to keep back her tearg.

“1 muetn’t,” she said to hergelf, * 1
mustn’t ; 1 promised Tom I wonldn’t,
brtivs Chrisimas,” and then the thought
of how cn every Christmas that ghe
could remember, she had been awakened
by “Tom's " * Merry Christmas '’ shout-
ed outgide of her bedroom door, and &
little later, followed by Tom bLimse 1f with
his simp'e Christmag gifte, was more than
ghe could withstand, and she pulled the
qnilt over her head and sobbed violen'ly.

She was sobbing s il when Sarah, at
her usnal hour, knocked at the door, and
patting her head ontride of the quilt
long enough to say, “ Come in,” ¢he 1m-

mediately covered her face so that no
trace of her grief could be seen. DBat
Sarah was fall of a parcel that ehe car-
ried under her apron, and with her eyes3
upon that she said, the moment she en-
tared:

« A merry Christmas to you, M's3;and
I've got something fcr you as meself and
Jeem, snd Mrs. McEivain made up to
give you, Jeem didn’t want anything
to'd about his pert in it, bot I wonldn't
hear to that, Miss, as he was the one that
givethe most toit. Meself and Mrs. Mc-
Flvain had been makin’ it up, seeiu’ a8
you was away from your own folgs and
more like to be lonesome this first
Christmas than any other time—and we
didn’t know a8 how Miss Burram would
make any more of a Christmas for you
than ehe dces for the iestof us;so we
thougl t yon'd ba pleased like to get some
little thing from us, as was given with a
good heart from all of us, Miss ; and when
Jeem came to know wtat me and Mrs.
MeElvan wanted to do, he took a hand
in it tco; but, ag I told you, M s3, he
Jdidn't want nothin' gaid to you about h's
ghare, only I couldn’t have it on my cone
grience to consent to that—sd here it is,
.\“f-,:‘.y);\:\tl a ‘Merry Christmas’ from all
of a8,

As Sarah's speach progressed the quilt
was gradoally disappearing from|Rachel’'s
face, and with Sarah’s lest word Rachel
was ei tingup in the bed, bsholding with
amazemost & large, and gaudily dressed
doll that Sarah was presentirg to her
with every evident pride and delight.

started back with & little screamn of

The child foun1 voice enough to say :
“Thenk you, thank all of yon,” and

taking up the doll, she inclived her head
to look closely at it, but really to hide her
tears that bad begun afresh this time
from sadden joy at haviog been 8o re-
membered.

Sarah's description of Miss Barram's
refusal to celebrate Christmas a8 Chris-
tian people did was not exegeerated—she
did not even meet her Cunarge with a
“merry Christmas,’ and the Charge
could not have said “ merry Christmas,”
to Miss Barram if it were to save her
life. Nor was there any reminder of the
festival in anything about Miss Barram
—the breakfast was like the braakfaet of
any otter day, silent, and withcut 8
ripple of the cheer that enlivened almost
every othembome, After breakfast Hard-
man was sent for the expected guests,
and Rachel was lefi to do as she chcs2.
She chose to walk mpon ths beach, but a
strong desire was drawing her to go out-
gide Miss Burram's gates. The day was
warm and bright esoagh for epring, and
the atmospiere was unusually clear;
Rachel cou!d see much farther across the
bay than she had dore for a week, and
the very water bal a clearnees and
eparkle that seemed to make her spirits
lighter, but at the same time intensified
her Ceaire to go without the gates—!0 g0
to church—Hardmen's churceh.

1t wonld be disobedient, she knew that,
and she gaid o to herself many times a8
she paced the beach ;8he mighi ask Mies
Barram's permistion, but she was suré it
would not be given, and anyhow s"e
would not, could nct, think of asking &
favor from Miss Barram. If she c¢ould
just go to church it would seem like
being with Tom again and Miss Burram
wouldn’t know, and it would make her,
Rachel, very heppy. Tte temptation
grew stronger; 1t actually made her
leave the beach anl made her go to the
part of the grounds most removed from
the house, and where there wa3 an un-
ueed path leading to a small gat? which
opened upon the rcal, bat which gaie
was seldom or never used. Sbe knew
where the key of the gate hong in the
carriaze house, for noticing it one day
and asking ebont it, Hardman had told
her. When she reached the gate she
turned and fled back, fled as if she were
fleeing from & pursuer, back to the beach,
and for ten minutes she forght anew the
temptation. Then the temptation con-
quered ; and frightened end bold at tte
same time, she hurried to the carriage
house, snatched the key from its peg and
fled to the gate. Her hands tremb'ed so
much she could ecarcely lock the gate
‘behind her, and pulling her larze beaver
hat as far over her face as possible, she
walked quickly in the direction of Hard-
man’'s church.  Ste had rot far togo, and
the hour being that of the priccipal ser-
vice atthe churches, ste did not meet
any one till she found herself at the half-
open door of the church.

It seemed to be full of people, bat as
their backs were toward her, Rachel felt
emboldened to go quite within and
wedga herself in an enzle forme 1 by the
jattiog out of & part of thejraer wall. Just
oppo8ita the angle wae the stair that led
to the choir. Her heart beat fariously,
but still she felt assured, becanse no one
saw her, and the clergyman just ascend-
ing the pulpit was too remct s to give her
any uneasiness even if he did notice her.
it was so still ttat she was almost
afraid to breatte, and she wedged herself
against the wall at her back in order to b2
braced sgaivst the making of any unto-
ward sound or motion. Bat, with the
first sentence from the pale, B,Enre men
in the pulpit, she iforgot: every! ing else.
Did he kmow atoat her that he was
preaching abual the virtue and the re-
werd of obedience, and the duty it was to
do kinl things even to those whom we
disliked ?

His eyes, dark, glittering ones, sesmed
to her ag if they were fixed upon her face,
gnd his finger, a8 he raised his srm in
exhortation, seemed actually to point to
her,

She could have cried {rom remorse for
her disobedience when he bai finished,
and she wanted to flae home; bat the
music chained her; it was like the music
ghie had heard with “Tom,” and she
conld not leave it, and, divided between
remorse and rap!ure,she remained wedged
against the wall till the sounl of ecms
one descending the stair just at her right
caused her to look up. It was Notner;
hi3 eyes met hers, but there was notbing
in the expression of his face to show that
he remembered ever having seen her be-
fcra. And, having given that cna brief
glance, he pasted out of the church.
Kashel went ont also, and, ranninz, never
stopped till she was within Miss Buiram’s
grounde,

Had Hardman been in the carriage
house when she went to put the key back,
she would have told him what she had
done, but he was nowheie Lo be seen, and,
utterly miserable, she went oa to the
honee and up to ber own room,

Instead of being summoned to an early
dinner a3 cn Sandaye, she was surprised
by a message from Miss Barram, borne
by Sarah and delivered by that person
with a kind of breathlets amazement.
“You're to have diznar with the cox-
pany, Migs; s> you'rs to have lunch now,
and after that you'ra to pat on ycur blae
velvet drese.’’

« Dipner with the company !” Rachel
was sppalled; in her present etite of
misery she wanted no company but
Harlman, whom she was longing to see
in order to get some relief by telling him
what she had done. Now there would be
no opportunity to see him all day becauge
dinner with the company meant dinaer
at b o'clock in the evening, and Hardman
wonld not be free from his duties befora
that time, which, to-day 8s on Sundaye,
kept him a good deal about the house.
And the companyl those etaid people
who came every Sanday and who were £o
utterly strange to her; it made her almost
gick t) think cf meeting them.

When Sarah came up to hslp her to
dress she was bolder than ever in intrad-
ing ber gossip, presnming upon Rachel's
ohlization for the gift of the morning, and
Rachel, partly for that reason, but more
for tte reason that she was paying hardly
any attention, was forbearing to the ds-
gree of maintaining an absolute silence.
S5 long, however, as tte womaa could
talk without being reproved or awad into
quiey, it make little difference whether
she was answered, and Rachel's patient
gilence, 55 diffsrent from her usua! man-
ner, emboldenad Sarah to lead up to a re-
quest that she had for days been think-
ing about.

“ ] hare, Miss,” she 8aid, agshe finished
buttoning Rachel's drass, * you look like
a litt'e queen.”

Bat the little queen was not;moved by
the flattery ; she said only:

“When am I to go down to, {he par-

lor 2"

# Not till a qnarter to 5, and its"only 4 !
now—and I'd like to ask yon srmething,
Miss.”

Rachel sat down, relieved that there
was atill 80 much time before meting the
¢OmPpAany.

Sarah pat har hands uader her apron
and began to twirl her thumbs.

«It's about Jeem, Miss,” looking down
at her apron; “heinz as he's cat on the
bias, and has tocometo things in a ronnd-
about way, 1d like t> help him, Miss, to
get them straight.’’

Rachol stared.

“He's a loie man, Miss, withoat the
comforts of & wife,and that's & harl thing
at his time of life—and he's had me out
gailin’—"

Rachel etared harder than ever, but
Sarah's eyes were still fixed upon her
spron, “ He's had me out sailin’ threa
times, a thiog as he hasn't done to no
other woman 1o my knowledge, end he's
locked at me, Miss, aad Mre, McElvain
gave when & man takel a woman out
gailin’ and that man looks at that woman,
it's a sign that he has a tendar feelin’;
enl I was a thinkin', Miss, if you'd write
it for me I'd send it to him and he'd get
it qnick,”

“Write what?” burst out Rachel.

“Why, that I'm wi! in’ to marry him;
'll tell you what to 8ay, but I can’t write
meself, and Mra. MeElvaln can't write
either very gond, butshacan:e ad writin';
don't you see, Miss, what 1 want?”

Rachel did see enjugh to know that
what Sareh wantel, ste, Rachel, did not
went at all; she shrank from the very
thought of having Hardman marry S:rah,
bat how could she refase Sirah’s request.

«You'll do it, Miss, won't you?”’ the
woman wert on, beginning to apprehend
a rofusal from the solemn expression of
the child’s faga. “ You eee, 1'd like to
gat it to-might, and I can hand it to him
meself when we’re all parting for the night,
after supper. 1 made him a present of &
mofiler for his neck this morpin, aad
the way he smiled when 12 took it was
enough to cheer any woman’s heart; 80,
if yon'll only write it fcr me now, Mies,
I'm just in the humor of tellin’ yon what
to say.’”’

Rachel went to her deek, and Sarab,
ready to hug haree'f in her delight that
her request wa3 to be grar ted, began, the
moment thas Rachel had dipped har pen
into the ink:

“ Dear Jeem,"”

“ How do you spell Jeem?” agkel the
little girl.

“gpell it anyway you like, Miss; I'm
not particular, and 1 den't think Jeem
will be.”

Rachal wrote *Jeme.”

TO BE CONTINUED.

—eaor——
THE RISING OF THE WATERS

mmr—

It was the night after Ballyellis,

The men were asleep in the valley,
on the grass, under the hedges, where-
ever they cou'd enjoying & needed and
woll earned rest, for they had proved
the manhood that was in them on that
memorable day. Oaly an old scout on
the hills around was awake, keeping
watch and ward.

Lights glimmered faintly in the
windows of & farmhouse on the verge.
They glimmered presently more brigh-
ly, as the door opened and a beam of
light shot outwards on the bawn, and
again grew darkened, as a form ap-
peared thereat, blocking it.

The form appearing at the door
whistled, and from the gableend &
man came up.

I want you to look up Mick Maher
and Gaorge Malone, and send them to
me. Don't be long.”

The door closed the form re entered,
and the stream of light of light was
ghut cff, Lass thau half an hour after-
wards the door opened, and two men
entered and were shown into the par-
lor, where a number of men were &it
ting around a table.

‘'George,” sald he who sat et the
head of the table, to the first who en-
tered, ‘'] want to send this letter to
Dwyer. It is most important it should
reach him at once. I select you be
cause you know the Wicklow hills 8o
well, You cannot go Arklow way, be-
cause the soldiery are all sround there
—gusarding every road.”

“Very well, Mr. Ryan,” sald the
young fellow addressed, readily.

“You will go with him, Mick, be-
cause it s too important to be chanced
to one, Anything may happen to one
in such times as these, Bat two will
be able to help one another, and if evil
mischance comes to one the other can
take up the running. You under-
stand 2"’

They understood.

“Very well, When will you be
ready ?"

They would be ready ;in half an
hour.

The letter was handed to them, and
with muskets strapped &across their
ghoulders, they got into these paddles
and moved across towards the bawn:
gate. O:her riders had owned these
horses and sat in these saddles that
morning—men with gleaming helmets
and high plumes thereover, with bur-
nished breastplates, steel shoulder-
straps, and swords by their sides—but
these men were lying somewhere in the
valley, too, and would never again
mount horse or sit in saddle.

There was a heavy mist, the mist on
a summer night, lying over the ground
but the moon would be up presently.
And, indeed, as it was, the rouud
gilver orb was creeping slowly into
view over the sky line of Carraclough.

It was a strange and unaccustomed
scene its peaceful rays would stream
down on a little later ; but the two
way-farers never even thought of that
as they turned their horses’ heads
northwards.

Taey could not go by the Arklow
way, as I;mond Ryan had told them —
nor, indeed, by any of the known
roads ; for, after the events of the
day bacame known to them—and il
news travels fast—the crowding
goldiery would be keeping watch and
ward everywhere. Thney, therefore,
crossed the meadow-lands and corn-
lands, and towards the Wicklow hills.

The moonlight kept them in com-

fng from the east’across the broag
breast of the IrishjSea, and then thge
moon and the peeping stars shut y,
and disappeared. And by this tlml;
they had gained the friendly shelter
of the hills. Carn Tual, high ang
mighty, was in front of them, anq
like & genial Irlsh mountain, put on
a friendly smile of golden rays on hig
summit to welcome them at the time
they drew near.

It was & glorious summer morning
The sun's rays came slantingly across
the distant sea, the alr was sweet and
fresh, the heather around was creep.
{ng into redness, and, except an odd
lark singing high in the morning alr,
there was not & thing or a uaund‘
about. Whatever nolie there wag
arose from the striking of the horses’
hoofs against the stony way. The alr
in these high latitudes is exhilarating
and the travellers felt its effect. Tm,y'
were enjoylng it to the full as they
moved on in single file, non -speaking,
silent., Thne gensations were much toa
pleasant to be interrupted by talk,

Presently, however, the silence ig
broken, for the one behind says ina
low voice and startled—

¢ Lok, George !—look !"

Malone turned round quickly in hig
saddle and looked at the speaker,

He was about to ask ‘ What ?—
Where ?" but his eyes following the
other’s gaze, which was fixed in a
westerly direction, he did not need to
put the query.

He saw it all at a glance.

This is what he gaw :

A troop cf lancers, the morning sun
shining brightly on their penuons and
their red coats bringing out the colors
with dtrange avidity. By their eldes
hung their swords, and in their
leather sheathing their carbines
They were going along the ancient
military road, o long unused as to
have fallen back into its original
savagery, but now they halted, and
the forms in the saddles turned their
faces eastwards.

¢« My soul to glory ! They ceo us i
exclaimed Malgge, in the instant in
which he tock the scene in. It was
easy to take 1t in ; for, with the clear.
ness o1 the air and the fresh bright-
ness of the sun-rays, they did not
geem & quarter of a mile away, though
they were probably a mile.

» That they do,” sald Maher.

¢ We had better ride for it.
will be on us immediately.”

They were, ivdeed ; for presently
the troop went about and were riding
in their direction. It did mot need
much urging to sexd the two travel-
lers pressing forward. They carried
their lives in their hands on & very
ghort lease—and both knew it. So
they went forward.

Their horses were not very fresh.
They had seen & good deal of exerclise
the previous day, hefore their former
owners had fallen from the saddles,
and save the rest during the evening
and early part of the night, had had
little for some time. And they had
come a long, troublescme, tiring way
already. But they were Strong and
in good condition, and they were now
put to their best.,

Over the rocky heather, taking ad-
vantage of & sheep track wherever
they found (i, pounding over the
ghingle into a depression and urglng
their horses up the other eide, they
wenten. DBat theothers behind, come
ten or twelve, were equally well
mounted, and their horses Were
fresher, so they kept their own with
them, if, indeed, they were not gain-
ing. They would have gained more
rapidly if some of them from time to
time, when a good occaslon arose, dld
not stay to sight their carbines and
and fire. But the distance was to
great for these old-fashioned firearms,
or the aim was unsteady, and ihey
escaped unhurt.

The boulders, as they came to Carn
Tual, became more frequent and the
way heavier, They had to ride—
geramble, rather—around these huge
mas3es of granite, and were gorely de-
layed. True, their purguers would
have to do tbe eame thing ; but these
detours meking large curves, were
bringing them within easier range of
gunshot, and if man or horse got 8
bullet, then where were they ? It was
all up with them. And what ‘‘all
up " meant they very well know.
The military doings in Wexford and
Wicklow left no doubt about that.

“ We'll never make Glenmalure
George,” sald Mahar, one time when
bullets came singing around, and they
could hear the laughing shouts and
hails of their pursuers—laughing, 80
sure were they of their prey. ‘' My
horge is getting tired.”

“ Well, we must do the best we can.
God is good !" returned Malone.
“ Pugh on ; we're nigh a mile ahead of
them still. Push on!”

Malone had not much more hope of
a successful ending than the other,
but he was of a cheerier naturé, an
thought, moreover that the good word
was just as useful as the bad one.

They left Carn Tual to their right,
and from its high base the ground
sloped.

“Now, Mick, we're iall right.
We're golng down the hill. Mind your
horse’s feet ; keep a fast hold on the
reins, and we'll make it yet. Goc
gracivus | What's amiss o

The curving path had left pursuers
and pursued not quite a quarter 0 a
mile away, as the crow flles. They
were at the ends of a large chord,
both—from the circumstances cfithe
ground—exposed, and the former bad
taken advantage of the position t0 fire
a volley.

My horse is hit in the shoulder;
George. See.” i

Maher rubbed his hand along ithe
ghoulder, lifted it for view—it was
streaming with blood.

They

pany until the gray light came creep:

WThat's & bad job, devila worse,":

pe be able to carry on,
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A d'ye think ?” !
@ got O answer, for the horee
g?sztnlt‘ly‘bhlvorod a bit, shock himself-
iunged forward on his head and slde,
pnd took all Maher's quickness to get
his feet out of the stirrups before he
fell, snd save himself from belng

“"E‘;‘e cheers and ribald shouts of their
urguers wers plain enough now—
plain almost a8 if beside.

w1f 1 were never to ee the satting
gun sgsin I'll put & kink in their
laughing,” gaid Malone a8 he leaped
out of the saddle, and slinging his gun,
ot it ready. « Don't mind that horse,
Mick, don’t bother yourself about bim,
pe'll never travel & foot again. Get

nn."

yo;ltr “us fortunate the horse was &
trouper’s horse and could stand fire,
for they both rested their muckets on
his back, took cteady aim &t the yell-
{ng pursuers behind, who were in no

parry DOW knowing their prey was
certain, and fired.
They were both good shots. Much

firlng at hares and wild fowl in these
regions in the more peaceful
¢ had made them go. When the
smoke lifted thev found that their pur-
guers had gomething else to occupy
themselves with than yelling forth ri-
pald insults. They were in a state of
confusion, and thelr horses were rear:
{ng and trembling.

“ There ! that will delay 'em &
time,” Malone gaid, slinging up his
gun again and leaping into the gaddle.
“ Now, Mick, jump up behind me
Why—eh? What the devil are you

ing ?"
do‘}!\r'i:'oll! Saint Aidan help us! Of
all the loonies I ever saw ! Jump up,
will yon-—whlle there's time !”

The words came in & wildly desper-
ate voice—hot with indignation and

wrath.

Mick Maher did as he was told.

«« We'll naver make 1t, Goaorge,” he
gald. We'll never make Glenma-
lure. This horse 18 tired, an' two’s too

»

WHe wouldn't bs much the better
for having your gaddle on him,” said
Malone angrily. * Anyhow, we can
only do the best we can. “It’s all in
the hands of God ! How dreadful dark
it's growing !”

Two were too much on him, as Mick
Maher had said. That was evident
from the labored way in which the
horse strove to get along. That was
quite evident. All the more evident
when, golng through a narrow cleft,
he staggered visibly agalnst the cleft
side rock, scraping the rider's shins.

George Malone felt Maher's fingers,
holding on to him, g0 in through his
ribs at this.

« Never mind,”
this unintended
right. The best
might do that.
eartridges 7"

“ Np,” sald Maher with a choke.
# No, they're under the saddleskirts.
I never thought of them. Why did
you hurry me 4

This seemed to be the last straw for
Malone.

‘« Ah—oh my !" he sald gulpingly.
“ Yes, I know. I forgot all about the
cartridges.  Never once thought of
'em, no more than yourself. Oh, my !
Do you know what we'll da, Mick ?"

“ What ?"

« We'll make for Darrycorrig. It's
all we cando. We'll get shelter there

a bit.”

he said, In reply to
remark. ‘‘It's all
horse in the world
Did you bring the
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«But what’s the good of that?”
broke in Maher, with something ke
asob. * They can shoot us from the
banks, like haresin a trap.”

“It's the only thing to be done.
It's better than hiding in the boulders
here, where they could stalk us at thelr
ease like deer. Isn't 1t growing
frightfully dark 2"

It was indeed growing frightfally
dark, as their horse, under its double
welght, stumbled along. One would
think old Carn Tual was putting oo
mourning for them—as indeed well he
might. Men could not bein much more
deadly plight—in worse extremity
Th.y had gome six miles to g0, perhap
eight, to reach Glenmalure., The;
might a3 weil try t2 meke thelr hors:
fly to the moon ! They had only thre
to reach Darrycorrig— tkey might, b
a miracle, reach that It was nc
much ; but, at Malone had said, it we
the only thing to be done.

Darrycorrig was & Narrow ravine-
something like what they call a canc
in Arizona—about a'mile long.
the long aforetime, when Wicklow w
tossed and rent and torn by convu
slons of nature, beforo the form of m!
had been seen on this round globe,
had been made. Just as the scalp h
been rent asunder—just as the 8oV
ance where the Avoca It
through at Cconbane had been ms
—just in a similar manner had natt
made this great rent. It was not m
than twice the length of a horse's 1¢
in width, but it was V
deep. Its sides were studded ¥
protruding rocks, out cropping &T
ite, and among these grew in pl
straggling with bushes. Other:
its walls were steep a8 the side-wal
a house. And below, in the bed of
ravine, ran a tiny brook—tiny Do
the summer, but roaring wild in
winter, when Carn Taul caught
rains and the snow smelted on its
summit and eldes, To 1t8 sh
they turned their horse’s head.

Pounding down the rocky ¥
floundering acrossthe spaces of sh
heath, laboring heavy and with
lifeless strides, their steed fi
reached its edge, about centre
in its length. They did mnot ©
he would do so much  But he dli
whipping off the winkers, they ¢
him loose and crept over the e
the precipice, just a8 the yell
shouts of their pursuers came 0l



