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THE LIGHT OF COLD-HOME FORD.

CHAPTER L.

« Each thing bas Its work to do, 1% wission to fuidl,

The wind that blows, the plant thay grows, the wa-
ters nover atill,

Thou ncod we ask, ¢ Have we a task? °*Tis graveo
op each breast ©

Then do life’s dutics mantully, and never mind the

t.
" Ger;:!e werds and kindly dceds are never thrown

AWAY,
But b'lnyg unlooked-for harves on some cloudy au.

tunn day.
Wou‘rlembuh’t‘mrudn of our weslth,of all by ve

sosead §
‘I‘heno lifo's duties] manfully, and never mind the
rest."—Song.

Joy had not wept, or even shown much
outward signs of grief, during her interview
with Blyth, Tho usual and strange cod-
sciousncas of his being disploased and
opposed to ber wishes—to what sho felt s
sacred duty not to be arguod sbout—had
chilled her heart. o

But now ehie rozc too; llq:}!mg scitly up
to her own room, almoat as if she were an
ungratefal creature who had no longer right
to go boldly about the old house that had
oheﬁwn;d her.  She d{onnd g:nmh,l

tacles on ncée, standing penderously
wdo an open oak wardrobe, in which ahe
waa Iaying fresh laveader, with most tender
fiugers, on a delicat~ white dress lying {fold-
od on the shelf—.y’s wedding-gewn !—
while all around the room lay littlo piles of
elothes, made ready for & joursey. |
¢0b, Hanpah, Hannah I *nd without
another word of explapstion, down bent
Joy, bolding back her nurse’s fat arms from
continuing their work, and laid her face on
the broad, faithful breass, where it had so
ofton come for refuge in childhoed ; mur-
muring now, and tubbing her head to und
fro as If in pain. .

¢ QOb, my doatie, my lamb! Sit down on
that stoo) there, beside me.  It's hard itis
hard on youpg heartz: But there, don't
frot ; Master B may be a bit vexed now,
but hic'll think all the more of you for going,
in tha long run." A

So H.nnah babbled, in broken consolation,
and often meroly foolish ejaculations. But
she understood, and her siliest fondness
sesmed to do Joy's foolish young heart more

ood at this weak moment tban even
:hel’s high example ; whoalways hersell
felt that,
¢ Recause rizhs is right to tollow right
Were wisdom 1 tho scorn of ccnsequence.™

Rachel, at that moment, was praying, not
packing. Sho was praying for guidance an
protection on their journey, and utteri
thanksgiving praises. She had little, in-
decd, to pack. Sho was kneecling at the
seat of hor open window, her oyes garing at
the far hills, while the tide of inﬁunsxble
thankfulness that filled her heart stillsar,
high. Shn had been like a lono bird pi
for the mato of her joears of recluded cap-
tivisy. Now—whatever might come mors
of naw sorrow or caves for heraclf !—yet how
joyfully would she take up her old beloved
burdes, at thought that Magdalen, her
sister, bad not been swallowed up quick as
thoy that go down into the pit ; that abe
might bappily live togaze steadfeatly at tke
river of death with a clcar mind, and pass
down ‘into it with a glad beart and

ainging.

As Rachel bad perforce led a hermit's life,
one who littlo by little forgets the common
ways of men, 80 to her Joy's lot scomed 20
blissfal in past and future, sho had failed
to notice the girl's small present trouble in
disappoictiog ber lover, displeasing old
Berrington, 2nd puttiog off her own wed
ding-day, that was so near ! § ¢ an indcfinite
time, Tho elder woman wa'ked on lome
heizhts in spirit ; bat the young girl down
in the valley fclt so carthly sho could oaly
look up thither, and humbly kopo some day
to climd higher hersolf,

But it must now bo explained that it was
old Hannah who had aecretly provided the
necessaty oxpenscs for the journey. In the
first ten ininutes that sho heard of tho pro.
jected plan, tho good ¢ld soul had come
aecretly to Rachel and Joy as they coault-
ed together, offcriog in a bhumbly joyfu'
manner quitea largo sum for their we. Law)
it was only her waiu she had put by in the
savings bank all the years sho was at tho
Red House. Call it a loan—what thoy

leascd. Thoy wnust take it, sho insisted,

less their hoarts ! It was all loft in ber
darling Miss Joy, anyway. Howwould itbe
botter spcnt than to in finding ber
desr Jost mistress ! Why, enly that she

4| going to London for & week with thetwo

wou'd likely prove more hinderenee than
help, what with her sgo and weight and
rhoumatiam, and bciug of nccessity now to
old Berrington and his wants, llannah
would gladly st fo-th onco more herself.
Good Hannah | So sho would ; although
80 thankful theso quiet years to be at rest.
But indeed she weighed nearly sixtcon atono
now, and found it hard to move about with
briskncss, notwithstanding hor atill great
strongth ; aud she was short of breath from
stoutness,

The three women had consulted togother,
and agreed that proper pride would forbid
Rachel, and even Joy, from being beholden
moro decply to the two Bcrrin?ou mey, un-
less it became quite ncoessary for poor Mag-
dalen’s sake. th fatherand son had pecn
8o kind, so good for yecars, to the women
and child wno bad taken refuge with them,
that how could these latter now borrow
from their pursea tzg&; on a journey whioh
could bring little gladness to the gond old
farmer or to Blyth? For, alas ! might not
Magdalen in future raise fresh difficulitica to
the marriage, even in her sane scawns?
Who knew ? best not think about it !

CHAPTER LI.

And so the next afternoon Rachel Estonia
was sz:e, with her youvg nieco, the pride
and darling of the Red House ! Gone !
Ithad been raining all day as.Biyth
prophesied, heavy showers succesding e.-ti
other. But before they started the rain
had ceased awhile, the sun shono out ina
faint gleam on a dn‘ppmf, misty, but sweot~
scented moorlend world, blue-black cloud-
armies retreating, slowly rolling up their
forces, over the hills, while a rainbow span-
ning hal{ tho vale gleamed in groeting to
the departing travellera,
“Soe, gf:r Blytb,‘"ItJoy whispem(fi aside,
resain, arm, ¢ is a of hope,
Ptbe bogw in the cloud.’” tgn pe
Blyth made an effort to smile upon ber,
but with poor succcss. The strong man felt
ticd hand and foot by withes that, however
secmingly weak, yet he could not burst like
Samson, for they wero ties of filial affection
towards his father, The old farmez, after
appearing unwell all the day before, bad &
rather severo attack of illness in the night.
But for this, Blyth would have on
womep, and giving them tae prutection of
his presence and travolled oxperience, and
(socretly) the help of his purse, though they
should not know that. \What could thoy,
two helplem creatures, know of tho meaas
to be ttied in such a caze; how bear u
sgainst tho weariness, robufls, trials, dis-
appointments? And here was he, etrong
and able for the task, bornd to atay in com-
fort under tho old roof tree !

There was no other course now posaiblo.
Blyth darcd not leave his fatber alone in old
;ge and sickuess, even for the sake of his

ove.

And then Joy bad sweetly tried to con
sole him. It must €1l be for tho best. Ier
mother niight be tempted back by Rachel
and Joy Leraelf, but would only flee farther
from #izht of Blyth, who had no lawful con-
trol over ber either.

As to ways and meanr ‘‘Wo will ask
the police, as you say ; aud then—trust in
Providence.”

Councerning Rachel, sho bade them farc-
well with prolonged 22d warmly gratefnl
haod.clasps, but few words and thosa deep-
ly meant. Her dark oyes wero shining as
as if they wero fixed on & moving
pillar of firo to guidc her in their
wanderings.  She had no doubt of tho sunc-
cess of thoir quest; but tho whenand where
and how it might all end, that her faith did
not seak to forace !

Blyth bad a carrisago and horses hired
from Moortown to tako them away. That
was all ho could do; but neither the old gig
por his own new dog cart were fit vehicles,
ho considered, for them on sucha day; but,
pleaso the Fates, when Joy came back—

Then farewells wero over, and thecarriage
started down tho lare, Joy looking back and
smiling as long as sho could see thom.
Haovah weepiog loudly, but giving en-
couraging waves of a large pocket-handker-
chief.” Farmer Berrington on tho othor eide
of the gate (for huy hsd insisted on coming

P | t08ce Jov again, and bear her dear voice,

sniffe and fetching whoeey sighs, with
ggh bands planted ong his m '

Gone ! .
How different it was from the ovening
fourtcen years ago, wheh- the farm-wagon
had stopped at the
uurse and a littlo child ! thought Blyth,
Ho watched the carriago at every curvo and
wiading of tho lane which Lo could still
descry it; following it with troubled gaze
from under his bent brows, his heart heavy
wnd growing cold within him. ~ Yet suroly
they would return, perhaps, bofors a month
xas over; or in two months ; or at latest
by Christmas. .
And then Blyth gavo his arnn to his
old father, and helped him into the house.
Thasthe elderly woman and the young gir
went out into the highways of the great
world, along its iron s, and into the
roar and hurry, the splendor and squalor,
and crowdcd lonoliness of its great cities.
They left the plessant moorlaad valley,
that had so long sholtered them faraway.
And in s fow days—what with the rush of
new sights, sounds, and ideas, the excite
went of their strange cbase, the false hopes,
disappointment, fluctustions of dull dupair,
struggles of reviving faith and energy, or
brave efforts to hide fears from the other—
both soon felt as i% they bad lived weeks
since leaving the Fiod Houso on that sunlit,
wet evening.

Both homexick, and both would have been
heartsick, but finding now and again they
were on the right track; that duty was
leading them, although through devious ways
and difficultics, on _tho samo path as the
will-o"-the wisp soul they were pursuing
stray news coming to cheer them, like th
ignis-fatuus light.

CHAPTER LIL

The autumao slowly waned in the Chad
valley, while, as Victor Hugo bas sung of
his own land, ‘¢ the rain and the sun acem-
ed to have rusted tho woodlands.” And
atill Joy had not come back to the Red
House.
Days grew shorter, darkness longer; the
lanes were muddy, the hedges black and
dripping ; rains wore heavy and mists roll:
ing ; the cold camo creeping in, and o2 and
on, till it took the.air, aad the st-.ace of
tho earth, and hold the world fast in its
grip. And yet, even when & white Christ
mas camo—a fine old-fashioned onc, as peo-
ple, said, when icicles and sndw made
lcasanter good cheerand roaring fircs with-
fn doors, such as the farm was famous for—
Joy returned not !
"armer Berrington wasmore or less ailin,
and helpless all that winter. Agaioan
again, whon Blyth, hoping the old man was
better, mado all his prcparations ready io
secrot to be oft for a week’s haaty trave

if only for & day, aud perhaps be of help to
her to0, 30 surely did " somo_fresh attack
silently shatter his plans, Young Berring-
ton once more had to take up for days the
hard part to & man of prelonged caro of vue
sick, of soft words and geatle footfall.
Blyth was an excellent son and a most
tender nurse.  Rich though he now was, ho
yot wonld let no hircd attendant slcep in
bis old father's rcom at nights, but himself
undertook that wearisomo duty. George
Berrington had been a good father to his
raoiheriess boy, and Blyth felt _ow, after
his own absence in Australia, tho wish to
do only far, far more for him. A man can
do solittle, he thought, a woman so muck
in a thousand littlo words and acts?
If Joy cotld but havestayed—
Neverthele s the tf'om:g man did his best
nobly ; bore patiently with the little whims
and querulousnoss with which weary weak
ness will tormeut most poor sick creatures.
Ho learnod to subdus his own temper hour
1y, to make his own lovo of self-will giv»
way oven against reason, to soften not onle
his own words, if a triflo rough, butalso b s
voice and wanner. As to his heart, that
was always tender and pitiful enough Lo-
ncath the alight upper cruat of hardness aud
sclfishness that grows upon men often, s
pecially when left alone in youth to struggle
in the battle of life. He chafed like a atrong
horso obliged to go at a aaall's paco.
¢ But it's done him good,” wmoliloquized
Iunnah, to horself, in a low tone, some.
times ; a8 aho wounld atop bustliog in the
spotless, shining cleanliness of her kitchen,
and pecr, with ber ‘wiselittle old eycs, out
of tho window.

te, aud sct down a|gu

1| less tgned with Hannah's laat words, B,

doctor's visit ; and now atriding ey o
some dark, wet evening, glad to ¢
his chest and give his muscles play iy
in » long walk over the hills; while th
strong air, however damp«lmlcn, blew 1,
sts of life and exhilaration fato his face,

“Ho'll bo all the botter man whea gy
comes back, To bo rieh and yousgw)
atron§ mokes a man's heart 8o hifted up,
ho thinks himself lord over all those atwy
him and a pet of Providence. And he's iy
a nut, hi outsido but awect when yig
crack it. Ah, ho’s learning now that' g

evorything,”
Blyth au hour later, standing meditativ
down tho Chad valley, would have docht.

would bo most likely looking overthe oy

rom their farm-  The awollen rire,

valley up which he gazed, hero foamed
white and shallow, ovger weir, filliog ba
car with brawling noise. The hills on ¢itbe
side looked nwes and black and lowerisy,
clothed with underwood and copssthat me
was brown and sh and leafless. Witk
Joy all the summer's softeniog influerce ax!

naturo arcuud,
And yet Blyth loved his home 2s muchy

charis for him, as he watched idly theis-
tensely deep indigo hue of the great coss
overhead showing that a storm was brewizg;

low hiw ; and tho wet, palid green ofthe

her and “here from the hills that !

on either hand s
Bestirring himsclf, he would resolvets
walk round over the "ground he had v
bought from old Hawkshaw. A hill withs

hood, and then somo fat ficlds, » meades,
and, lastly, rounding tho hill and touchs,
the old Red Farm land, a dell that Joy
always loved and somctimes strayed itta.
Tho sward was always short and gna
here, even thongh rough and wet wil
winter growth, while some white rocks put-
'pg their shonlders out throogh the wml
woro laced with ivy trails, ~ Hawthony
stood scattered throngh the dell, deeprose
with haws ; others as whito asif theyid
cw%ht and kept the morning mist, ozt
wool of several aheep hanging on themka
pall. This strango sight, almost like sv
in & dull twilight, was from the twithg
travoller's joy whoase hoary wint-tsed
misde gray-beards of the trecs.

¢ Hero,” theught Biyth, “I wilf mkes
drive for her, following the bolow it
ground upto the Red Houso. Yopdersial
be the gato loading out on tho Mooriomn
bigh-road, If it could only bo done newty
magic beforo alie comes back ; and I wocd
drive in herse with her by my sl
and my darling would say it wis
ploasant demesne to live in all one’s dﬁ{:
By no msgic, though by men's good

the road through tho dell was mede by &'
spriing; ané yet no young mistress pass
up it. .
There was a new horso for Joy that Brd
himself had carofully trained throogh Lt
long winter, whinnying in the stable &
new wagonettte stood besi le the uld bl
gig, waiting for Blyth . me ¢t juin
scat somo day with “Joy at his 1ide, vh:
there was capacious room bebind for
Mr. Berrington, and Rachel too—if i
would. .
But tho spring had stolen imperceptiy£®
summer, and once more tho hay swod B
and created ; the cockoo called by day o

at night. ~ And still Rachel was farawt,
abroad ; kecping tho sunshine of the (i3
with ker, the life aad gladacss of the bost
So 01d Georgo Berrington grumbled,s
ding ho had short timo left on carth, 23,
bo; and that it scemed hard,  Blythsge
audibly, but said nothing. i
Up spoke Hannah at that, fired 2%
defence of tho absent and of the zex,
robuking them both,
“Youro better than you were lt
cember, Mr. Berrington, new thit &
swcllings of your logs hias cased year ce
and who knows but what you may &
Miss Rachel yet, who's bad treublesen®
tho dear knows ! to kill a dnzen mez ™
ahuuld you both geadpe the poor soul¥
is just, I beliove, tho happicst time &
bard, bard lifo? It'a liko & mother wtol
bocn soparated always from her owB

1 out, though the air was s damyp) giving

There would .go Blyth, porbape, kept in
most of the M ",nit«?ngp. 'forpthe

(for Mi’p:ay has Lepn liko that toke] ,

havo got all his money in Australia ra}

p.arpa}\ot of tho sccond bridge down th B
river

sfter winding in loo throuﬁh the pasrov< i

beautiful hues scemed fled from the ruppei §

over, Even this wintry oveniug bad 4§ .

theu the whito water hurrying scawardle.

little flat valloy, with red rocks, outeroppir

fine oak-wood ho had coveted from his boy.§

Sempgraopse

the niﬁht jarand landrail were beatd s
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