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TRUTH.

THE LIGHT OF COLD-HOME FORD.

CHAPTER XXXIX.

**How strange 1t lsto wake
d watch while othiers aleep,
Till slght and hearing ache |
For oU{«'u that 1nay keep
The awtut Inner senvo \
Uuroused, leet it should muk !
The life that haunts the cmptiness
And horror of tho darz,"— P'aTx028, |

That terrible night the long hours passed
almost silontly for tho two sisters  They'
8¢ closo together, as for protection, over tho
low firo which Rachel fcg at times to keep
up vital warmth in Magdalen,

At first thoy had spokon togother in:
whispors, but only saying what both know— |
that Gaspard was a convict; that ho was in
hourly danger of being recaptured, and be-
ing scntenced to worse poual servitudo;
that it was torriblo! . . .

* Will you not tell him whn yon aro bo-
foro ho goes?”’ asked Rachel, with an
effort.

¢ { do not know yet. Don's torment mo,
Rachel—lot mo think. He might only know
of Joy toruin her marriage or ask black.
mail of her al! her young ﬁfe. Beasides as
he celled me mad and gray, k¢ might admire
you ekill 1"

This last w .4 said with such intenso
bittorness that Rachel bent hor head on her
two hands, and {21t aaif unablo to bear it.
Was nothing sufficiont o atono then, in
Magdalen's oyecs, for tho wrong so inzacent-
K ono? Not the sacrifico of Rachel's lifo

o love and sclf-denialof every hour during
days and weeks that bad grown to long,
long years?

Thon sho folt, after a few moments - * this
worst anguish of soul, a zof* pressuro of
Magdalen's body leaned closo agaioat her-
s2lf, anarm pasted caressingly round her
neck, and her sister's head twid upon her
shoulder.

¢ Ob, Rachel, forgive mo; you know I
don’t mean it,” said the poor creature. I
am only mad when I say theso things, 20

ou needn’t mind me. ~ Ifever I get to

caven, as I hope now, it will bs your work,
for without you I shonld have ‘gone quite
deranged these dreadful ycars, and so been
ruined body and soul ; bocause then i could
never havo repented of all my own old sins,
But I have been botter lately, have I not??

Rachel said, tenderly.

*Yes, doar. 1 don’t mind.”

Her heart melied with affection as she
looked down at the worn, dclicato face bo-
sido her; at the hair atill carling so prettily
as it escaped from Magzdalen’s hoed, and in
which, whatever Geaspatd had said, fair
stroaks atill mingled with the gray.

Rachol said truly that she gd pot mind;
for auch a carcss is cnough to guin forgive-
noss from any woman who Joves truly.

And aftor this both sisters had remained
long longsi'ent. Inside the othor room the
hegvy breatbing told them that Gaspard s ill
slept, At last Magdalon sat upright, and
said in a whisper, asif she conld bear some
suppreseed wish no Jonger,

*I must sce him niain. 1 want to bo
quite sure what ho looks like now., Do not
come, Rwhel ; I want to go by myself.”

Lighting o tallow caudle, which she
shaded carcfully with ono band, Magdales
stole on tip-too into the slccging-chambcr.
She stayed a long time, or what scemed 20
to Rachel, left alone with all her nerves
strang to highest tension,

Magdalen was his wife. Sho had a right
to go, but atill— He was sleeping, for the
heavy breathing could be heard tﬁmu;zh the
open door ; yet who know that ho might net
awaken any moment?

But atill—but stell—this wasnot tho vague
fear premsing on  Rachel, growing cach
moment to such heavier weight, she too
sould boar tho suspenso no longer; and,
apringing 13) in ber turn, she foflowcd her
sister into the next room.,

Only just in timo—!

Magdalen was standing bending over the
bed, hier oyes fixed on the slecper’s upturned
faco and exposcd, brawny néck with o
strange, sclf-horrified, yet “magnetized ex.

ression.  She held the light partly conceled

rchind herself with one hand ; but'the other,

which had cvidently withdrawn the kmic
from Gaspard's waisthelt, was alowly ateal:
ing towards him, whilc grasping the weapon
with twitching fingera. "Rachel saw it all i
a glanco, and axid softly, in hcr car,

*¢ Remember Joy ! Ho is her {nther !”

lhid&ln started s0 violenily that she
trembled all over, and she p:u{ helplenly

y in Rachel’s face as if i:::gloring mutely that

shc might not be nccused of meaning ill.

**Come nway, dear ; como back with me,”
munnured £ .chel, lois, taking tho knifo and
Light from thoso nervoless fingors, and lead.
ing her sister hack into the cottago-kitchen.

Once there, Magdalen sank down in &
vivlent fit of smothered wccpin%.)e which
Rachel did not attompt to check, belioving
it wonld bost reliove her brain. She was
right; for at last, when exhausted, Mnﬁ;
dalen looked up, and was able to speak
coherently, though intorrupted atill by
occasional low sobs. She was weak, but
again in her right mind.

**I don't know how I could think of such
a thing ! Oh, surcly I could never havo
really done it,” she repeated, shuddering,
¢ It was not as if I was myzef, Rachel, but
something scemced saying quite loud inmy
car that Gaspard wanted to cut our threats,
and that it would bo kinder to stab him to
tho heart, rather than that our two lives,

nd perhaps Joy's also should be taken—and
then nll seemed to grow rod before gy eyes,
like blood )"

I beliove tho dovil docs so wmrt many
persons, and that somo evil spirit did raally
whispor to you,” returned Rachel, decply
moved with Ecrror of sympathy, yet all tho
moro strong and solomn in religious faith.
“Oh, Magdalen, it the powors of darkness
are 80 near us let us pray  Wo ar- *old you
know, that by prayer alono wo :hul be
sranted help in an hour of nced. Ictus
pray, dear, togethor.” )

““Yes, yes s pray that good angels may bo
sent to us instead,” faltered Magdalen, look-
ing round as though sho could ace the ghost-
ly visitants sho so dreaded besido her in the
coltage. Sho knelt cloee to Rachel, shiver-
ing, who placed a protecting armaround her
shoulders, and raising her own noblo head
with tho grandly solemn yet simple look of
a human being addressing tho heavenly
Father, whosc omniprescnce and actual pre-
senco therein the cottage, though unscen, she
Liclieved in, yea, as fully ascver her patriarch
forcfatners, who had spoken with God face
to faco in the desert—she prayed aloudin
undertones of greént cmotion.

TWhon, aftor long intercession and entreaty
for Magdalen, for Gaspard, herself alsonsa
fcllow-sinuer with them both, during which
her whole sounl and  heart secmed bared be-
foro her Maker, Rachel ceased—calm and ex-
alted asone whoso petitions aro granted.
Magdalen, who had listened awe-struck,
though weeping often in povitence, turned
and Exsscd her.

Now her kiss was 2o raro that Rachel felt
a great sarprise ; forMagdalen, whilealways
accepting her ssiter's unspokon devotion as
& matier of course, invariably expressed an
almoat whimsical distasto to any personal
show of affection betwoen thoso wko, living
together, knew she said, or ought to do eo,
of their mutual regard.  She had often in
this way rcbuked Joy, whoso exunberant
nature, however, could not bo 20 casily
cherzed.  And Rachel in her own heart had
ns ofton longed for somo refreshment in her
desert of that water which she submis-
sively belicved tho closed well contained.
For in things of tho hcart, mecro spiritual
faith without proof '~ apt to grow disheart-
cned, and tho plant that ncver blossoms
sd¢ms no better than o dead stick,

¢« Rachel,” Magdalen said, ** I novor have
known, till this very moment, how much ycn
havo dono for 1o all theso yoars—nor what
youreally aro! You have been my good
angel. 1 have forgiven Gaspard now, all,
with my wholo huart, and I feol pardoned
myeclf.” Iscem to feel so whito and clean
too by that forgivencss that, if I wore to dic
at this instant, it might be a happincss to
me.”

*“Denr,” suggc&lcd Rachel, *lot us show
forgivencss besides feeling it.  Fis pockets
must be egpty, leaving prison, and by sun-
rise ho is surc to waken and leave us,  We
have moncy, let us put all we can zpare for
hin, and he will find it schen be has
left us.”

“Yes, yes; but shall we tell him who we
are? Adviso me Rachel; X focl oa helpless
as a child, and cannot think whatis night,
though I wish to do it. There is Joy—'

** Shall we leavo it as wo prayed. to God's
fnid:mcot“ =id Rachel, staggered hersclf;

or nlas, sho now oxpocted no late repent-
ance, no good 0 Gaspard frem sush a
revelation,

He would only insist, perhaps, on staying
hidden in the cottage, and who could foresce
tho otfect upon Magdalen.  Sho repoated
again, firmly, after short roficction.

**YWo shall bo shown what is best to do;
do not fear that, Now help me to get out
our bag.”

Tho sisters kept o Jittle hoard of gold
hidden under the hearth.stone. Hannah
only, besides thomselves, know of tlus
treasure, for it wnatho lust of Rachol’s
small fortune, to bo kept, in caeo of bor own
death, for Magdalen's use.  Tho dificulties
of putting this monoy in s bauk, owing to
thoir circumnstances of lifo had scemed
enough to induce them to hourd it them-
sclves hile the peasants nmong whow they
lived. Rachel,” boing stronger, lifted tho
stone by a contnvanco sho had mado of firet
removing a brick from those that cdged it,
and go insertingher haud, Tho titled-hearth.
stone showed o sunug little cavity below,
from which Mngdalen eagerly lifted out an
old-fashioned satin bag, embroidered in

urse silks.  Drawing up a stool besido
tachel, who was still on her knces by the
firoplaco, both sistors sut their hooded heads
togother in  shispered coneultation, while
Magdalen, o“fnmng tho reticule in her lap,
ran her slender fingers throngh.a littlo glist-
cning hca[!) of of sovercigus it contained.
They could hear the young howso-martine
chirping outside undor the caves i tho
stillness 18 thoy two hent cluse sido by side,
for the dawn was coming.

“Howmuch can wo spare him? Let us
give him all—all wo can! for Joy will bo
rich enough when sho marrics,” Magdalen
eagerly murmnured. It is only yours, you
know, Rachol, for mine was all spent by
him—bnt you agro ' Yes thauks, thanks,
Ak 1 my God I"

The words came with such terror from her
lips, wohile her oyes dilated looking back,
that Rachel quickly eaw—oh, horror,
Gaspard da Silva just rouscd from slecp and
stealing close npon them, hia eyes still drank
with slumber, yet fixed with a savage,
terrible joy on tie gold, hia vrawny brown
hand with its strong muscles clinched,
Thero was & cry of entreaty ! He heard not;
understood notaing ! Quick, blinding blows!
a horrible, hopeless struggle - the women
put up thar anns helplessly to defend them-
themsclves.  Magdalen, sinking, made by
some inexplicable instinct—ehic could not
have told vwhy—a last convnlsivo cffort to
hold tho bag.that wae being wrenched from
her clinched fingers— .

With a brutal cxceration the couviet
canght up tho knifo that still lay on the
table by tho lantern, where Rachel had placed
them both, and simed ¢ blow that must have
stabbed the poor woman at his knees, but
that Rachel caught his arm.  Halt stunned
hernelf, she yet averted the full force of the
st.oke but it grazed her own aeck and
shoulder, inflicting o long flesh-waund.

** Garpard I" sha cricd. The hood fell
back on her neck, revealing lier still heautiful
face deadly white, in its sctting of ichblack
bair,  The murdercr pansed with his arm
raiscd, and the muscles of his face yet work-
ing in the frenzy of blood.thirstiness, and
glared with fearas at a spirit-being. *Po
vou not know us? I am Kachel, and that is
Magdalen, your wifol”

Sic pinted to where, on the foor, her
sister had fallen almost inscnsible, her faco
also now visible, but like that of the dead,
her long hair curling about her. _ Garpard
gazed at her, wild-oyed—back at Rachel.”

“\Titches ! ghosts I” he cried, with a
horrible curse, Then, still clutching the
gold, ho burst away from the sight of that
pale faceand thosc imploring arme—out of
the littlo brown cottagr under tho cliff, and
away into the chill and mists and coldly
coming dawn on the hills,

CHAPTER XL.

“Thisae nizhte, thissen
wrienighte and alle,

Firc and walto, and candle Jighte,
And Christe reccive thy savcle,
- > L] L] -

1€ hown and thosn thy gavest none
Torerie nighte and als, o ’

Tue nhinnes shall prick thee to thebarc bane,
And Chriete receite thy eawle™

Lyke.TWake Dirge.

. All thonextday a lonely man waswander-
ing, wandering over the hills, lost in o fog
that covered the noorland far as ever s
weary feot could stray. Somctimes, sitting
down under the poor shelter of o bush—
;_ilullcdt—cxﬁrsmg ldnto nndthtll;{ l\i&h ho still
ang to, he would try to think. iok wa
kad he eome ! \Where was he? Y

With the dawn he had found limselly *
the topmoat hcight of the Raven's-tor,
Tho cold, whito light in the cast, stea]j
upward through tho thin mists that v
tho world and sky, told of tho coming sy
Down in & docp, broad valley below bia
wero huge, opaquo clouds—ono shaped 1y
o whale, ho thought, others like monstren
woolly wlite ammals, Up roso Phaly
Apollo, glorious in morning splendor, hy
beams warming the carth far and wide, 1 i
shooting at last into tho valley below, 4
that gleam, as if oboying & master-spiity
sammons, the huge white clonds rose slox;
at onco into tho warmed highor ajr, Upaé .
up, like ocnormous sheop crowding to they
shepherd’s call, they hastened, %mtcuu
yot faster.

Onco moro the beautiful, ancient mp
was dnily fulfilled. Indra loads forth by
cows to pasture in the plains ¢f heaves;
moijsture-laden at night, they will noiscleny
sink down to rost, brocding near earth ow
more,

Ahb 't tho sun was rising highor, with fi
bat revivifying warmth, on chilled homa
marrow and bonecs.  “* Poor Tom’s a.caldr

Tho 1nan, crouched among the piled st
of thy hugo natarel cairn alofs starts, bey.
ing the black ravens solemnly flapping o
his head, and looka np atthewn with haggul
oyer. Why do they como thoro ? For hiz.
to pick his bones, 1f his pursuers, huntingdy
country far and wide, force bl to stay kil
den hero in damp brushwood and bracke,.
hungry and wot {or days, maybe, till ix |
Uesh rots, leaving only a skeloton lyingh
thir cursed Iair ! Had he caten food
night—~had shelter? or was it allawid
borriblo drcam, a nightmare? Perby
yonder two black birds overhead wers
thoso two witches watching him undera:
other form ! His heavy brain was bewildersd,
yet he told himself ficrcely again and apa
that the cottage and those two he badue
thero was alla dream—an illusion of th
senses § Liberty had driven him mad.

Yet his cts were heavy with
And ha! what was this? the full s
showed him Im'}:x of blood on hisskirt;
blood—heres, cl's 1

Ab, God !—if thero be a God 1—fate, cxt
cd fate ! it was trut, then?

Her own faca that, after all thess jul
years and memories of crime, had looked»
swcetly upin his; her voice, her praying
arms raised, and-—her dood, hers, on. &
shirt !

Tho convict—for Gaspard da Silv »
Jonger seemed himself aftor all these wa
in which ho had not heard hie roalnameis

rison, or among his cvil associatcs~—bowe

is head on his knecs, .

So had Rachel Estonia sat in thatvey
spot ok tho desolate moor, how often iath
by-gonc years, but with what difleed.
thouglits in her heart.

At last, aftor a time, the man fcltape
oeptiblo sensation of chill, though thers
should have boon rising and growiy
warmer.  Ho raised his head.  What v’
this? Tho sun nc longer shone, except ikt
dull lamp, hardly visible- throngh o&w:xz
whito mist. He started up and stared vit
ly round, but already nothing could bews
of the surrounding country.

A fog on the moors—he knew what i
meant. Derbaps vfot; ‘rom his cnect
pechays, perh ps, tnatho could not firdke
own way.

No thought of giving Lack thomoney b
weighed down his Poc cto was oven rovd
his mind. His only idea on leavicg
cottago and hotaking himself onco mored
tho shelter of tho hills was the instinci
fear that a hue.and-cry might borx
after him for this robbory.  1f he coulddd
skirt along tho upper moorlands till mg}\*

falf, then deacend and minke his way tots
nearest great town, where ho might le ks
bored anong those who would siielter o
as ho till danger was past—

All that <fn.y miles away in_ the los¢
cultivated country, tho country-folk coulde
the fog rolling in awaths of mist on b
moors, pasing in great clouds over tho hics |8
only parting at moments to close togethed
thicker curtains than cver. .

It was a gray, mild sammer's day w4 g
them ; thin mists, the edges of thegreatie
awept down to them at times, but still
work of mowing the hay-meadons went e
** A terriblo day on the moor !™ they WG
aay at tines, pausing tozharpen acythes
looking up afar. They little thought a wi
was wandering on thoso hills, lost, e
soaked o the bone, heavy with cold,

hungry.
In the late afterneom the smn maded
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