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CHAPTER XVII—coNTINUED,

But I'l not meddle with the hutter,
said Hannah, *for its clean against the
principles  in which I was  brought
up a8 a young girl to wse a tub
for a churn and turn my hand to bo a churn-
atrok,” sho had said.  She had loved putting
the fresh milk into & vast churn and hearing
the dash of the dilpHcr, while aftorwards
there was no drink like fresh buttermilk or
evening meal liko upping sowens, to her
wind. Still with all her prejudices, Iannah
could not resist overseeing tho big pans of
Devonshire cream mantling and wrinkling as
they were scalded on the hot hearth, or
having & sharp oyc on the pounds of golden
biter sent to Moortown market. Also she
loved the big dishes of junket rarely, and
soonlearned tomake them as if to themanner
born.  Then no one could turn out & more
ocellent weekly hateh of loaves, or had a
lighter  hand ~ with  tho pastry of the
big pies, or knew so mm?' x‘iinds of
hot cakes, the secret of which she had learn.
cd in the land of her birth. ‘Thus, what
with spring and autumn great house-clean-
ings and weekly scrubbings and scourings,
preserving, pickling, mending napery, sceing
to all the washing and the poultry of all kinds,
calves, and siglnn% over Blyth’s torn jackets
und Joy’s new Irocks, tatters of which
adorned all the bushes within iniles, besides
knitting forall the honschold, Hanuah verily
had her hands full.  Her norther energy as-
tonished the casy-going, rather lazy, gentle
people around her.

Little Joy, however, was the life
und hght of tho Red House. She had fairly
nestled herself into the innermost coro of
Berrington's big heart.  Thongh he grow
mor~ *uciturn, as he beeame broader and
redder, every year, yet he seldom failed to
have o full-moon smile to greet her; and
wonld always unlock his lips to say slowly,
* Well, my littlo sunbeam.” Joy was alike
his plague and darling,

By and by Joy too trotted down the lane
with her satchel to n dame's school, and the
quict that ensued in the farmhouse for two
hours was “‘amazin,” ” said Berrington, Ifo
quite missed her Iootsteps following him
round the ficlds and} farmyard in the mom.
ings; but tho sisters up in the glen had
willed it so.

At first, Miss Rachel had hoped they
might themselves have taught the child, but
the experienco failed in thiee days.  Mag-
dalen frightened little Joy by herimpatience
and occasional outbreaks of anger during
the lessons, as well as by her cqually
capricious fits of passionate affection.  Her
Ui );lt, bright nature, that had itself flashes
of wayward genius, could mot endure the
slow unfolding of the yung, immature
brain. Then, it for once the child %sat on
the floor, with her fect stretched before her
(almost unnaturally quiet, Rachel thought,
for she was gencrally like the tricksiest
spirit  of mirth and ischief imaginable),
Magdalen would break into o tiff ot finding
sho was, after all, only watching a Dblack-
heetle crawling, or studg;in with interested
big cyes the anties of thoe queer-looking
cricket that camo out on the hearth.

On this Joy would rush passionately to
Rachel'sknes for protection, who was always
80 sweet, 50 tender ; the child herself being
us violentin her ecmotions as her mother, but
with already, the promise of a far deeper
fecling nnd stronger understanding, The
acencs of jealousy that ensued were painful
and hurtful.  Trom the last one the child
escaped unnoticed for the moment, and,

oung assho was, ran back towards the
arm fast as her small legs could carry her,
meeting Hannah half-way who had come to
fetch her, and was scandalized.

Then Rachel sorrowfully saw that the
young spirit would only look on them as its
task-mistressss and tormentors, or clse being
disunionbetween herselfend thepoorsuffering
sistersheloved as her own life. "So it ceased.

At times tlicre would Do 2 little feast

read on tho baro cottage table, of bilber-
yies with tea, or perhaps some dclicacy of
short-cako smuggled by Hannah for that

at :

the Logan-stone. Then Jo¥l would como
with her nurse, leayning by tho latter’s ad.
nonition as sho grew yearly oler to dis-
semblo her affection for ¢Miss Rachel” and
pretend moro towards * Miss Magdalen;”
nnd at sach times Magdalen, Leing pleased,
could take & fair winning manner, so
seductive, so strangly fascinating (though

purgoso into the basket left on certain dyys |

capricious), that sho did really charm the
child for brief happy spaces. Then Hannah's
love for tho mistress, who was always young
to her, roturned in full admiring flow ; anc
Rachel, whose lovo never wavered through
Food or ovil times, smiled, glad to sce the
l)lnck cloud Jifted from the being dearest to
Ler.

But still often little Joy tired. Tho brow=
cottago was g0 still, the howded sisters so
woird; her young mind quickly pined for
Blyth, who was never allowed to como
thither, and for the many delights of the
Red House.

Al no one kuew, and Jo least, how
those short visits were ns sunbursts in the
chill lifo of the tall, dark woman at Cold-
home, No ong guessed, when at raro times
she met the child alone—by no mere ucci-
dent, it scemed—and would” kug her to her
heart with wet, deep eyes, that she had
heen waylaying its path in fear of offending
hlcr other beloved one up yonder in the
glen,

An(: I)g;v ofwnl—how o]ftcn \\'hcn1 the
opportunity camo, the poor hungry soul was
d&m};‘]‘wintpd, and )mdpg)o go ﬁzk to the
terriblo stillnessof the glen, and to the mean
htﬂp browu. cottage, disappointed, and
furtively wiping away the tcars that fell
thick and fast under hier hood

“Oh, Joy—little Juanita, if I had been
your mother nothing should have parted
us, my child, my child;” she thought.
Atter all, howover strong, sho was on y o
woman, with woman’s longings, capacities,
and little heartaches. ‘Then Rachel would
cross her threshold wearily as the shades of
night fell, and light the old lantem. Its rays
shone in the darkuess over tho ford where
so few travellers came. Tho lone light
seemed liko an emblem of her life—wasted.

CHAPITER XVI1II

**Call me 1o more,
A3 herctofore,
The wuslck of a Feast s
Since now, alas,
The mirth that was
In me, i3 dead or veast,

“ But Time, Alme,
Has Jaid, I sce,
My Orpran fast aslevp ;
And turned my voice
Into the nofse
Of those that sit and weep,”

~=I{ERRICR,

On Saturday half-holidays, whi~h were
umong their happicst days, sslyth used to
take Joy long, rambling cacursions over the
moors, or up the hills to explore the rocky
fastness of some tor.

Ono day, when Joy was about nine years
old, and Blyth some four ycars more, they
amused themselves by tracking the Chad
down from its spring three miles away, up
among the dwarted mountain ashes, and the
heather and rocks. And thus, following
the stream, they had presently found them:
selves whero the waterfall leaped down
white into tho green darkness of the narrow
slen here almost o chasm or rift, where
lardly o ray of sun found its way. In gen-
eral, both boy and girl avoided the neighbor-
hood of the cottage by mute consent; for
laughter and i))ny dicd away as if banued at
sight of the lone cottage and dark-hooded
women. But this day they vowed to follow
the river all the way down its bed, without
flinching from obstacles, till they reached
the Red House Favrm. To their childish
imni;in:\tions, to araw back now wold have
implied loss of honor; so, promising them-
selves to steal past Cold-home with hushed
footfall and bated breath, they plunged with
daring recklessness down the steep cliff-side,
where the noise of faillng water roared in
their ears, and_the green, gloomy shade of
the trees that filled the chasm grew darker
and denser, whilo their foothold becamo
mors difficult every minu ; but safety lay
seventy feet below them, jor they could not
climbup again!

It was a very difficult descent—so Qifficult

that nono but themselves, or the badgers,

leaving their holea to feed at night and re-
turning at dawn, and perhaps an occasional
fox, ever had tried it.

Tho sides of tho glen wero indced ns

s dangerous all the way, to its mouth, There-

fore, as nono of the superstitious country-
folk or moormen cared to pass the lone cot-
tage of tho wisht® sisters, as they siow called

v1cight meang welrd or uncanny, £ thogo party

Rachel and Magdalen {fearing the evil oyo
or somo iknown harm), tho glen wasg as
much the undisturbed retreat of the latter
ag if it wore a littlo park in their own
demesne,

“Qh1 Blyth, help me. I can’¢ get down '
cried Joy, in dismay hanging by onc arm
to o slender oak-treo, whose roots scemed
riven in o mass of rock that hung for a fow
fect sheer below her, while on cither sido
was only a fearful tanflu of brushwood,
brawmble, and no foothold to speak of.

“I'm coming,” gasped Blyth,
breathless bimself,

But, before ho could come, Joy had loosed
her hold, and somchow droppedon a ledge a
littly below, being as lithe as & wildeat,

“Why, there you are!” grumbled the
boy. * Iirst you say you can't do it, and
thon you go and do it. That's just like o
woman.”

What did he know of women? That was
spoken liko an embryo man.  Joy who was
hreathless too, shook back her dark curls,
her checks being flushed like a damask roge,
and held out her small brown hands, that
weroe cruelly rasped by the oak bark, before
his face.

* But I'm frightened now, Blyth,
meo; I'm so tired, too.” .

“Why, it's as casy, as casy now,” jeered
Blyth, jumping down lesser big boulders
and holding up his arms to help the little
girl, who slid after him.  **But that's you
always, Joy. When thero is any real danger,
you're a dare-devil ; Dick said so only
yesterday, Why, my héart was jumping
up and down inside mo when you were hang-
ing over that big rock; you might, have
broken yeur neck. And now here, at these,
lit]tlo hop-o-my-thumb places, you ask for
help.”

JI::y only looked at the gruff young Saxon,
with lsuglung, sweet, black eyes.  She was
as fearless and self-reliant as any wood-
nymph, following this mad sylvan adventure
with a faun; but as caressinéi and full of
wiles, too, as the carthlicst of little Delilahs.
In this lay her charm.  So she only clasped
Blyth's hand tighter in gilence, until; hot,
cx?mnstcd, and with large reats in their
clothes, both found themselves at last at the
foot of the waterfall that here sank, with
final whitc hiss and ceaseless rush, into a
deep, davk pool.

*Show those poor little hands of yours
now, and Iwill wash them,” said Biyth,
kncch’n% on the edge of the rock-basin; and,
though his words were curt, schoolboy-like,
his action was tender as bis heart was soft.

“How strange it is here; how dark and
wild ! Do you think any persons have ever
beenhiere before ourselves ¥ murmured Joy,
shrinking close to Lis sido and looking timid-
ly ronnd, her more fervid imagination, of
Southern root and trogcal birth-influences,
fmpressed, as was not Blyths'ssteady, stern-
cr natvre.

The glen was dark. On cither side tho
trees almost metacross the high cliffs; while
here and here and thero craunies, among
rocks and bushes, looked black as midnight
caverns, open by day. In front, the foaming
white water came billowing down, leap
upon leap, from a far, narrow streak of light
up there among the folinge, which alone told
o? upper world, air, and freedom in  tho
moors,

The waterfall's spray wet the children’s
heads as they knelt ; the rocks were slippery
under them. Long fringes of ferns hung
thick and moist along the walls of rock.
Long water-grasses waved in tho hurrying
water, with sinvous motion like the feelers
of some lalf-aninal plant.  There washard.
ly a sound, little alr, in this cool, green
o{scurity, whero tradition said'the sun never
shono down hut for one mid-day hour in the
vear. And what that day is no muan

noweth.

Tho children rose, and wandered farther
along by the stream’s side.  Here the glen
began to widen ; tho light to break down.
Presently, the banks on cither side becamo
little open glades, with a greensward as old
as fairy days, though only the rabbits kept
it s0 short and sweet now, and pattered over
it on smmmer nights. Bosky underwood
was dotted here and there ; hawthom-trees
80 old, gray-bearded with lichen, and stunt.
ed, they might have scen Merlin, stood
in clumps, rejoicing in fresh leafage. Forijt
was the time of spring, aud all the woodland
sides of the dell, and cvery nook and
cranny, too, wero bursting out in tender
green, while golden primroses made libations
in treasure spots of lmppi brightness, or
shonc clsewhere in seattered stars, like

 Fancles that frolick §¢ o’cr tho carth,’

rather

Help

‘«

Tender bluchella hung on thelr hollow
shalks iu tho thickets, gleaming azuro in shy
company. Thero was o twittering and
singing everywhero to bo heard from branen
ond brake in this sweet, secluded hollow,
where no rough winds camoe down or dis.
turbing foot of man trod. "This narrow moor.
land rift, rather then glen, was like a little
bit of Lden on this s{)ring ovening, here
where it mjoiced in the kindly warinth of
sunlight, God's chicfest blessing on carth;
tho binds hopped about niore fearlessly than
clsowhere, and the rabbits, senttling with
fcrkin;iv whito tails, sat np and guzed curious-
y at the children, thinking, cach and all, it
scemed, **\Wo know .\lngdn]cn, wo love
Rachel, but who are you. ¥

* \What ia that ¢ both Blyth und Joy had
exclaimed  simultancously, ns o strain of
strango nusic faintly reached theirs cars,
They paused, looked at cach other, wonder-
ing in hushed murmurs what this might
mean ; then hand-in-hand the boy anuw gl
stolo on together, kecping behind {he shelter
of tho buslics as they approached the clfin
sound. It was delicate music, played on
strings, for cerlain : as now and then theair
scemed picked out with a slightly twanging
sound, then ) fits and starts the hanc
would be swept upand down with a rush
and wild sheke or two, and then again it
would striko the instrument with a Jdeep
soun ! that inteusificd tho bLass, liko the
drumn in a band of shrill light pipings.

I'Ioldin§ their very breath with exquisite
delight, for such music had never been
known in alt the country round about, they
parted the bushes and peered through.

In thesunnicst little open of all, Magdalen
sat onthe river’s bank, Her hood was thrown
back, her dress was loosened at the throat,
and her sleeves wero rolled up as if to show
the rounded whiteness of her arms,

She had placed o fantastic garland of blue-
bells and ferns on her fair hair, and bunches
of starry primroses in her bosom; and so,
believing  herself sccure from all eyesight,
bent over now and then to see her dark ve-
flection mirrored in a still, clear pool below,
as well as might be. Sometimes she would
wave her arms and raise then in graceful
attitudes, admiring the outline as she gazed.
Then she would snatch up a guitar in her
lap, and playing it with fitful passion, draw
forth the sweet, maniac music *hat had en-
thralled the children’s cars, now wailing,
sobbing, or in plaintive murmws ; mndfy
merry, like a gypsy's carousal song, sung to
the sound of castanets and tambourine— a
snatch, no more, for too soon the broken,
doubting chords began ngain.

But hark ! some memory of an air crossed
her distracted mood, for she raised her head,
Flnycd a prelude with a light laugh and
ingering fingers ; once more, with growin
passionand a wilder, more rapid, yet assured
touch. Then looking upto the sky and
woods for inspiration amP audience, sho be-
gan to sing,

* Taza be taza,

No be no.”
It was the famous Gazel of Hafiz, familiar to
all nanteh-gurls in India_who Lave sung and
danced to **Mutriva Khush, his swcetest
song,” so the words begin, perhaps since
ever the poet’s lips first uttered them, five
hundred years ago.

The listeners still listened, centranced,
after the last notes had died away. But
then— .

Up sprang Magdalen, flung down her
guitar, and, as if intoxicated with the praise
and applause of an umseen uudience, she
smiled in cestacy, bowed toall sides, pressed
her flowersto her heart with o p\*ctty esture
of deprecation yet triumph.  “Chen daintily
holdingout her skirts with her finger tips, she
bLegan to dance on the short green'turf. First
she moved airily, with measured steps,
courtesying, crossing, taking handsin giace-
ful windings and tumings with imaginary

ritners, at whom she threw coquetishly

right or languishing glances, poor soul?!
But soon possessed by hier own music, that
had mounted to hier brain, her feet moved
faster and faster, as if impatient, till pre-
sently she was dancing in & maddened whirl,
with flying steps that beat their own time,
on tho greenaward. | Round and round, with
upraised arms, hfagdnlcn, with heaving
bLreast and hair now fallen down in loose,
disordered light mnsses still, like a2 inenad,
went on, on, on! in that wild dance ; with
mazy circlings and wavings, and frenzied,
yet always instinctively graceful, alluzing
gestures, till tho brains of the children grew
giddy as they watched from their ambush.

Onc last convulsive whirl; then her

muscles flagged, and with laboring breath,




