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rcholy that sighed for sympathy. Then
the daughter Ileard for the first tirne
lier mother's love story.

,One afternoon they sat together at
the open window ia the mild sua-
shine of a gjorious day ia early Oc-
tober-one of those "pet days" of the
variable Irish climate-which lias no
equal la the world. 'Only a few small
patches of cloud, soft and white as
fleeces of wool, scattered here and
there la the wide open vault o! the
heavens made pleasant eontrast witli
the deliclous Mlue.

On sucli a day la the faîl of the
year, familiar prospects surprise the
gazer with new and uaexpected
beauty. The mouatain tops range
tliemselves ln more graceful curves
liigh up agaiast the faint blue of the
sky. The green tracery o! the trees
is more delicate, the lîglit and shade
more exquisltely soft on the siopes
and hollows of -the bllis. At such a
time the heart turas iastiactlvely witli
mingled joy and sad-aess to "the days
that are no more."P

M O THER and daugliter feit thie
pensive charmn as they looked
wide over the lovely laadscape

where the clear music and the cool
brentli of the running water tempered
the stillness and the sunshine.

"lIt was on a day like this 1 first
saw hlm, Sybil," the mother said. "Il
was sittiag where we are now. We
were only a week in Connemara at
the time. I had lived my life with an
aunt la a stuffy IJttie house la a stuff y
littie street la Dublin. We were very
poor, my darling, la those days, but
a ricli, kind friead, dead years ago,
took this house for us from Lord
Stera'holt's agent and seat us here.
It was aaother Lord Steraholt at the
time, the brother of the present es,,
a famous person, who speat haif bis
time huating big game la uakaowa
laads, aad was a great man la the
House of Lords whea lie was at home.
As he neyer vlsited bis estates la Ire-
land we got the place cheap, and I
f ei la love with the cottage at first
siglit. 'My first week I was as happy
as aay girl could be, so, I thouglit at
the tIme, but there was greater hap-
piaess stli waitlag for me here.

'Il was nearly four years older than
you are aow, Sybil, but up to that
tîme I bad neyer beea la love. I did
not kaow what love was. I had rea d
about it, o.f course, la stories aad
poems, but it was ao more than a
dream. to me, a vague, deliclous dream
-uatil lie came.

'Il was sltting just here with Teany-
son la my hand. 1 had been readiag
'Enid and Geraîat,' tîli my thoixghts
had drifted from the story loto vague
dreams of the future. The Sound of
a gua away on the lls startled me
for a moment, and 1 cauglit a glinmps-'
of white smoke and a dark outliae of
a man agalast the clear sky, and 1
began to wonder vaguely what lie
was like. After that the man got
mlxed Up la my day-dreams. I be-
Ileve I dropped off to sleep, and wbea
T awoke wlth a start to sere hlm Stand-
ing at the open wlndow wlth ls eyes
fixed on my face, the tbougbt cameý
to me in a Single flash as I saw him
standIng there le the suashine, that
man Is to, be my husbaad."

"ýWas he haadsome?" asked Sybil
under fier breath.

«'He was just splendid, my net," the
mother answered witb a catch la ber
volce, "so lîke the picture It miglit
almost bave been painfed for hlm.
Ris bat was off and bis hair was
tossed back from bIs forebead, the sua
shons througb lt, the wind stlrred IL.
He had a gun under bIs arm. and two
Irlsb red setters wlth 'burnlshed coats
of red gold coupled besîde hlm. 1 arn
sure I blushed. 1 am sure lie saw
me ulusb at tbe mad tbougbt that
flashed tbrough my brain."

"I'You must forgIve me,' be sald, 'I
arn bot and tlred, and the open win-
dow tempted me to look for someone
to beg a glass of watex'.' The oulet
volce, tbe voice of a genfleman, belped
me out of my flurry, and 1 Was Just
able to ask hlm lnto the bouse.

'«That was the ýbeglnnlag. My-aunt
made bhim stav. -for tea. lie came
açralu next dav and the next. After
the firet week 1 knew wiçbet love
meant, affel. P fortulght be-asked mie
to marry hlm."

"That was awfully sudden," mur-

mured Sybil, biusliag at the thouglit.
'Why, you. were stili strangers."

"You doa't yet kaow what love
meaas, my littie girl," said the mother,
"lyou wlll some day," sud again the
daugliter -blushed. "Love lias aothing
to do with time. We seemed to kaow
eadh other all our lives. It liappeaed
one morniag as I was readiag a fav-
ourite poem," the mother went on
softly, absorbed in lier own love
dream, "you. kaow It, Sybil, 'The Lord
of Burleigh.' "He was but a land-
scape palater and a village malden
slie.' Whea I came to the last lines:

"'But -the trouble weigTied upon lier
And perplexed lier aight and mora

With the burdea o! an bonour
Unto whlch she was not bora.

Paint, she grew aad ever falater,
And she murmured, Oh that lie

Were once more the landscape painter
Which did win my heart from me.

S0 she drooped and drooped before hlm,
Fading slowly fro iiils side.'

"He took the book from my hand.
'That fellow was a f001,' lie said.

"'But lie loved lier.'
"'Ia a selfish sort of a way, per-

baps, lie did, but lie wanted to show
off wliat a fine chap lie was, lie wanted
to patronlue. Why coulda't hoe have
let the girl have the cottage she had
set ber heart on?' Before I could
aaswer lie cauglit my haad aad drew
me to hlm. 'Don't let us talk of other
people's love, Magsie,' lie whispered.
'I waat te telîl you or my owa. It lias
growa too great to be hidden. Wll
you marry me?'

"There was but one aaswer to that
question, for I coulýd not bide my love.

"'Do you lîke this place, darling?'
lie asked me one 'day whea we were
on the lake together, 'would you like
to live here always?'

"'I'd just love it,' I answered.
II Riglit. M'I see If I can get a lease

from the Earl of Sterahoît. Your aunt
can corne dowa to you whenever you
like, as I'm afraid M'I have to be a
good deal away, off and on. I have
a lot of thiags to look after. You
neyer asked me If I was ricli.

II Because I don't care. I'd beg
from door to door with"yen.'

"'It isa't quite s0 bad as that,' lie
aaswered smiling.

"How well I remember it ail, Sybil,
as well as If it had happened yester-
day. 'He kissed me for the first time,
and let the oar slip into the water,
and we had te flsh for lt, and lie
kissed mie twice on the way home.

"So we were married, to make a
long story short, -and thea followed
sucli years o! happiness as no other
womaa lias ever kaowa. Eacb day I
loved hlm. more than the last. There
was just tlie one drawback, lie bad
warned me about ItL He was often
away from home, sometimes for
mntli at a stretch. I neyer asked
hlm wbere lie weat or what lie did,
nnd lie aever told me. 'It's a secret,
Magsle,' lie said, 'whlcb yen bad best
not know.'

"He neyer wrote a letter liore and
neyer got one. Hie used'to write me
long letters wvhea ho was away., but
he neyer gave me his address, and I
always wrote as be told me. To- be
left tili ealled for at the post office.
I neyer doubted hlm, darllag; It is
pleasant to kaow now that I neyer
doubted hlm.

sIT was on your seventh birthday
that lie drove over with this pic-

ture from, the station. He
brouglit It lato the room, himself, and
set It by the wall just over there, op-
posket the Wlndow."

lier velce trembled a lttie, but she
went on bravely:

l"Your father ladt hinted that you
miglit be sent to scbool, and I had
broken down at the notion of partlng
from yeu. It was thie flrst Urnme 1 had
ever Shed a tear sînce we were mar-
ried, and lie was awfully put out to
Seor me crying.

'"Oh, I'm a brute, Mýfagale-' lie said,
puttlng hlm arm round me. 'l3on't cry .,
can't yen see bow It burte me!'

"I couldn't stop for a minute or so,
thougli I wanted to, and lie klssed me
hl! a dozen times. On this very sofa
we were slttlng at the Urne.

"I'She wlll never lie taken away
from, you, I promise you that. You


