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CHAPTER XXXIV
TWO NEGATIVES MAKE AN AFFIRMATIVE

There was, however, no possibility of
depressing me at such a time. To be
loved by Lorna, the sweet, the pure, the
playful one, the fairest creature on God’s
earth, and the most enchanting, the
lady of high birth and mind ; that I, a
mere clumsy, blundering yeoman, with-
out wit, or wealth, or lineage, should
have won that loving heart to be my own
forever, was a thought no fears eould
lessen and no chance could steal from me.

Therefore, at her own entreaty, tak-
ing a very quick adieu, and by ther own
invitation, an exceeding kind one, I
hurried home with deep exulting, yet
some sad misgivings, for Lorna had made
me promise now to tell my mother
everything ; as, indeed, I always meant
to do, when my suit should be gone too
far to stop. I knew, of course, that my
dear mother would be greatly moved
and vexed, the heirship of Glen Doone
not being a very desirable dower ; but
in spite of that, and all disappointment
as to little Ruth Huckaback, feeling my
mother’s tenderness and deep affection
to me, and forgiving nature, I doubted
not that before very long she would
view the matter as I did. Moreover, I
felt that, if once I could get her only to
look at Lorna, she would so love and
glory in her, that I should obtain all
praise and thanks, perchance without
deserving them.

Unluekily for my designa, who should
be sitting down at breakfast with my
mother and the rest but Squire Faggus,
as everybody now began to entitle him.
I noticed something odd about him,
something uncomfortable in his manner,
and a lack of that ease and humor which
had been wont to distinguish him. He
took his breakfast 'as it came, without a
single joke about it, or preference of
this to that, but with sly, soft looks at
Annie, who seemed unable to sit quiet,
or to look at any one steadfastly. 1
feared in my heart what was coming on,
and felt truly sorry for poor mother.
After breakfast it became my duty to
see to the plowing of a barley-stubble,
ready for the sowing of French grass,
and I asked Tom Faggus to come with
me; but he refused, and I knew the
reason. Being resolved to allow him
fair field to himself, though with great
displeasure that a man of such illegal
repute should marry into our family,
which had always been counted so
honest, I carried my dinner upon my
back, and spent the whole day with the
furrows.

When [ returned, Squire Faggus was
gone ; which appeared to me but a sorry
sign, inasmuch as if mother had taken
kindly to him and to his intentions, she
would surely have made him remain a
while to celebrate the occasion. And
presently no doubt was left; for Lizzie
came running to meet me at the bottom
of the woodrick, and cried :

“ Oh, John, there is such a business !
Mother is in such a state of mind, and
Annie crying her eyes out! What do
you think? You never would guess,
though I have suspected it ever so long.”

* No need for me to guess,” I replied,
as though with some indifference be-
beor. -gplf-impartant aip ;. X
kne the about it long ago. You have
not > n¢rdt Crying much, I see. - I should
like you better if you had.”

% Why should I ery? I like Tom
Faggus. He is the only one I ever see
with the spirit of a man.”

This was a cut, of course, at me. Mr.
Faggus had won the good-will of Lizzie
by his hatred of the Doones, and vows
that if he could get a dozen men of any
courage to join him, he would pull their
stronghold about their ears without any
more ado. This malice of his seemed
strange to me, as he had never suffered
at their hands, so far at least, as I knew.
Was it to be attributed to his jealousy
of outlaws who excelled him in his busi-
ness? Not being good at repartee, I
made no answer to Lizzie, having found
this course more irksome to her than the
very best invective ; and so we entered
the house together ; and mother sent at
once for me, while I was trying to con-
sole my darling sister Annie.

“ Oh, John ! speak one good word for
me,” she zried, with both hands laid in
mine, and her tearful eyes looking up
at me.

“ Not ove, my pet, but a hundred,” I
answered, kindly embracing her : “have
no fear, little sister; I am going to
make your case so bright, by compari-
son, I mean, that mother will send for
you in five minutes, and call you her
best, her most dutiful child, and praise
Cousin Tom to the skies, and send a man
on horseback after him; and then you
will have a harder task to intercede for
me, my dear.”’

% Oh, John, dear John, you won’t tell
her about Lorna —oh not to-day dear.”

“ Yes, to-day, and at once, Annie. I
want to have it over, and be done with
it.”

“*QOh, but think of her, dear. I am
sure she could not bear it, after this
great shock already.”

¢ She will bear it all the better,”
said I ; * the one will drive the other
out. 1 know exactly what mother is.
She will be desperately savage first with
you, and then with me, and then foria
very little while with both of us to-
gether, and then she will put one
against the other (in her mind,
I mean), and consider which was
most to blame; and in doing that she
willbe compelled to find the best in either
case, that it may beat the other : and so
as the pleas come before her mind, they
will gain upon the charges, both of us
being her children, you know ; and be-
fore very long (particularly if we both
keep out of the way) she will begin to
think that after all she has been a little
too hasty ; and then she will remember
how good we have always been to her,
and how like our father. Upon that she
will think of her own love time, and sigh
a good bit and ery a little, and then
smile, and send for both of us, and beg
our pardon, and ecall us her two
darlings.”

¢ Now, John, how on earth can you
know all that ?” exclaimed my sister,
wiping her eyes, and gazing at me with
a soft bright smile. “ Who on earth
can have told you, John? People to
call you stupid, indeed! Why I feel
that all you say is quite true, because
you describe so exactly what I should
do myself ; I mean—I mean if I had two
children, who had behaved as we have

done. But tell me, darling John, how
you learned all this.”

“ Never you mind,” I replied, with a
nod of some conceit, I fear ; “ I must be
a fool if I did not know what mother is
by this time."”

Now, inasmuch as the thing befell ac-
cording to my prediction, what need for
me to dwell upon it, after saying how it
would be 2 Moreover, I would regret to
write down what mother said about
Lorna, in her first surprise and tribula-
tion ; not only because I was grieved by
the gross injustice of it, and frightened
mother with her own words (repeated
deeply after her) ; but rather because it
is not well, when people repent of hasty
speech, to enter it against them.

That is said to be the angels’ business ;
and I doubt if they can attend to it much,
without doing injury to themselves.

However, by the afternoon, when the
sun began to go down upon us, our
mother sat on the garden bench, with
her head on my great otter-skin waist-
coat (which was water-proof) and her
right arm around our Annie’s waist, and
searcely knowing which of us she ought
to make the most of, or which deserved
most pity. Not that she had forgiven
yet the rivals to her love—Tom Faggus,
I mean, and Lorna—but that she was be-
ginning to think a little better of them
now, and a vast deal better of her own
children.

And it helped her much in this regard,
that she was not thinking half so well as
usual of herself, or rather of her own
judgment ; for in good truth she had no
self, only as it came home to her, by no
very distant road, but by way of her
children. A better mothernever lived ;
and can I, after searching all things,
add another word to that ?

And indeed |{poor Lizzie was not so
very bad ; but behaved (on the whole)
very well for her. She was much to be
pitied, poor thing, and great allowance
made for her, as belonging to a well-
grown family, and a very comely one,
and feeling her own shortcomings. This
made her leap to the other extreme, and
reassert herself too much, endeavoring
to exalt the mind at the expense of the
body ; because she had the invisible one
(so far as can be decided) in better share
than the visible. Not but what she had
her points, and very comely points of
body ; lovely eyes, to wit, and very
beautiful hands and feet (almost as good
as Lorna’s,) and a neck as white as snow;
but Lizzie was not gifted with our gait
and port, and bounding health.

Now,while we sat on the garden bench,
under the great ash-tree, we left dear
mother to take her own way, and talk at
her own pleasure. Chiidren almost al-
ways are more wide-awake than their
parents. The fathers and the mothers
laugh ; but the young ones have the best
of them. And now both Annie knew,
and I, that we had gotten the best of
mother ; and therefore we let her lay
down the law as if we had been two
dollies.

* Darling John,”” my mother said,
“your caseis a very hard one. A young
and very romantic girl—God send that
I be right in my charitable view of her
—has met an equally simple boy, among
great dangers and difficulties, from which
my son has saved her, at the risk of his
life at every step. Of course, she be-
came attached to him-and looked ur to
him in every way.as ¢P€iperior bejy@n A

¢ Come, now, mother,” I said ; * if yoa
only saw Lorna, you would look upon me
as the lowest dirt—"’

% No doubt I should,” my mother an-
swered ; *“ and the king, and queen, and
all of the royal family. Well, this poor
angel, having made up her mind to take
compassion upon my son, when he had
saved her life so many times, persuades
him to marry her out of pure pity, and
throw his poor mother overboard. And
the saddest part of it all is this—”

“ That my mother will never, never,
understand the truth,” said 1.

¢ That is all I wish,” she answered ;
“just to get at the simple truth from
my own perception of it. John, you are
very wise in kissing me ; but perhaps
you would not be so wise in bringing
Lorna for an afternoon, just to see what
she thinks of me. There is a good
saddle of mutton now, and there are
some very good sausages left on the
blue dish with an anchor, Annie, from
the last little sow we killed.”

“ As if Lorna would eat sausages !”
said I, with appearance of high contempt,
though rejoicing all the while that
mother seemed to have her name so pat;
and she pronounced it in aimanner which
made my heart leap to my ears : “ Lorna
to eat sausages !”

“1 don’t see why she shouldn’t,” my
mother answered, smiling ; ¢ if she means
to be a farmer’s wife, she must take to
farmers ways, I think. What do you
say, Annie ?”

“ She will eat whatever John desires,
I should hope,”” said Annie, gravely ;
“ particularly as I made them.”

“ Oh, that I could only get the chance
of trying her!” I answered. *If you
could onece behold her, mother, you
would never let her go again. And she
would love you with all her heart, she is
so good and gentle.”

“ That is a lucky thing for me.” Say-
ing this, my mother wept, as she had
been doing off and on, when no one
seemed to look at her ; ‘‘ otherwise, 1
suppose, John, she would very soon turn
me out of the farm, having you so com-
pletely under her thumb, as she seems to
have. I see now that my time is over.
Lizzie and I will seek our fortunes. It
is wiser so.” :

“ Now mother,” I cried, * will you
have the kindness not to talk any non-
sense ? HEverything belongs to you;
and so, I hope, your children do. And
you, in turn, belong to us ; as you have
proved ever since—oh, ever since we
can remember. Why do you make Annie
cry so? You ought to know better
than that.”

Mother, upon this, went over all the
things she had done before ; how many
times I know not ; neither does it matter.
Only she seemed to enjoy it more, every
time of doing it. And then she said she
was an old fool, and Annie (like a
thorough girl) pulled her one gray halr
out.

CHAPTER XXXV.
RUTH IS NOT LIKE LORNA

Although, by our mother’s reluctant
consent, a large part of the obstacles be-
tween Annie and her lover appeared to
be removed, on the other hand Lorna and
myself gained little, except as regarded
comfort of mind, and some ease to the
consecience. Moreover, our chance of

frequent meetings and delightful con-
verse was much impaired, at least for
the present ; because though mother
was not aware of my narrow escape from
Carver Doone, shke made me promise
never to risk my life by needless visits.
And upon this point—that is to say, the
necessity of the visit—she was well con-
tent, as she said, to leave me to my own
good sense and honor ; only begging me
always to tell her of my intention be-

forehand. This pledge, however, for her

own sake, I declined to give, knowing
how wretched she would be during all
the time of my absence, and on that ac-
count I promised instead, that I would
always give her a full account of my ad-
venture upon returning.

Now my mother, as might be expected,
began at once to cast about for some
means of relieving me from all further
peril, and herself from great anxiety.

She was full of plans for fetehing Lorna

in some wonderful manner out of the
power of the Doones entirely, and into
her own hands, where she was to remain
at least a twelvemonth, learning all

mother and Annie could teach her of

dairy business, and farm-house life, and
the best mode of packing butter.
all this arose from my happening to say,

without meaning anything, how the poor
dear had longed for quiet, and a life of

simplieity, and a rest away from vio-
lence ! Bless thee, mother—now long
in heaven, there is no need to bless thee;

but it often makes a dimness now in my
well-worn eyes, when I think of tay loy-
ing kindness, warmth and romantic

innocence.

As to stealing my beloved from that
vile Glen Doone, the deed itself was not
impossible, nor beyond my daring ; but,
in the first place, would she come, leav-

ing her old grandfather to die, without
her tendance?

selor, she should consent to fly, would it

be possible to keep her without a regi-
ment of soldiers ? Would not the Doones

at once ride forth to scour the country

for their queen, and finding her (as
they must do), burn our house and mur-

der us, and carry her back triumphantly?

All this I laid before my mother, and

to such effect that she acknowledged,

with a sigh that nothing else remained

for me (in the present state of matters)

except to keep a careful watch upon

Lorna from safe distance, observe the
policy of the Doones, and wait for a tide
in their affairs.
even fall in love (as mother unwisely

hinted) with a certain more peaceful

heiress, although of inferior blood, who
would be daily at my elbow. I am not
sure but what dear mother herself would
have been disappointed had I proved my-
self so fickle ; and my disdain and indig-
nation at the mere suggestion did not so

much displease her, for she only smiled

and answered :
“ Well, it is not for me to say ; God
knows what is good for us. lemgs will

not come to order; otherwise I should
not be where I am this day. And of one

thing I am rather glad; Uncle Reuben
well deserves that his pet scheme should
miscarry—he who called my boy a cow-
ard, an ignoble coward, because he would
not join some crack-brained plan against
the valley which sheltered his beloved
one! And all the time this dreadful
‘coward’ risking his life daily there,
without'a word to any one! How glad
I am that you will not have, for all her
miserable money, that little dwarfish
granddaughter of the insolent old
miser !”

She turned, and by her side was stand-
ing poor Ruth Huckaback hexself, white
and sad, and looking steadily at my
mother's face, which became as red as a
plum, while her breath deserted her.

“If you please, madam,” said the little
maiden, with her large calm eyes un-
wavering, “ it is not my fault, but God
Almighty’s, that I am a little dwarfish
creature. I knew not that you regarded
me with so much contempt on that ac-
count ; neither have you told my grand-
father, at least within my hearing, that
he was an insolent old miser. When I
return to Dulverton, which I trust to do
to-morrow (for it is too late to-day), I
shall be ecareful not to tell him your
opinion of him, lest I should thwart any
schemes you may have upon his property.
I thank you all for your kindness to me,

which has been very great; far more
than a little dwarfish creature could, for

her own sake, expect. I will only add,

for your further guidunce, one more

little truth. It is by no means certain

that my grandfather will settle any of
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offend him, as I would in a moment, for

his miserable money upon me.

the sake of a brave and straightforward

man "—here she gave me a glance which

1 scarcely knew what to do with—* my
grandfather, upright as he is, would
leave me without a shilling. And I
often wish it were so. So many miseries
come upon me from the miserable
money——" Here she broke down, and
burst out erying, and ran away with a
faint good-by, while we three looked at
one another, and felt that we had the
worst of it.

“Impudent little dwarf!” said my
mother, recovering her breath after ever
so long. * Oh, John, how thankful you
ought to be! What a life she would
have led you!”

“ Well, I am sure !” said Annie, throw-
“who

ing her arms around poor mother ;
could have thought that little atomy
had such an outrageous spirit !

angel |”

“Well, for my part;” I answered,
laughing, “I never admired Ruth Hueck-
aback half or a quarter so much before.
She is rare stuff. I would have been
glad to have married her to-morrow, if I

had never seen my Lorna.”

“And a nice nobody 1 should have

been, in my own house!” cried mother ;

“I never can be thankful enough to dar-
Did you see

ling Lorna for saving me.
how her eyes flashed ?”

“That I did ; and very fine they were.
Now nine maidens out of ten would have
feigned not to have heard one word that
was said, and have borne black malice

in ' their hearts. Come, Annie, now,
would not you have done so ?”

“1I think,” said Annie, *although of
course I cannot tell—you know, John—
that I should have been ashamed at
hearing what was never meant for me,

and shovld have been almost as angry
with myself as anybody.
* So you would,” replied my mother ;

80 any daughter of mine would have
done, instead of railing and reviling.

And

And even if, through
fear of Carver and that wicked Coun-

Meanwhile I might

Formy
part, I cannot think how she could have
been sly enough to hide it in that crafty
manney, that John might think her an

However,I am very sorry that any words
of mine which the poor little thing
chose to overhear should have made her
so forget herself. I shall begher pardon
before she > goes, and I shall expect her to
beg mine.”

“That she will never do,” said I; a
more resolute little maiden never yet
had right upon her side; although it
was a mere accident. I might havesaid
the same thing myself; and she was
hard upon you, mother, dear.”

After this we sai¢ no more, at least
about that matter ; and little Ruth, the
next morning, left us, in spite of all we
could do. She vowed an everlasting
friendship to my younger sister Eliza ;
but she looked at Annie with some re-
sentment, when they said good-by, for
being so much taller. At any rate, so
Annie fancied, but she may have been
quite wrong. I rode beside the little
maid till far beyond Exeford, when all
danger of the moor was past, and then I
left her with John Fry, not wishing to
be too particular, after a!l the talk about
her money. She had tears in her eyes
when she bade me farewell, and she sent
a kind message home to mother, and
promised to come agam at Chmsbmaa, if
she could win permission.

Upon the whole, my opinion was that
she had behaved uncommonly well for a
maid whose self-love was outraged ; with
spirit, [ mean, and proper pride; and
yet with a great endeavor to forgive,
which is, meseems, the hardest of all
things to a woman, outside of her own
family.

After this, for another month, nothing
worthy of notice happened. except, of
course, that I found it needful, accord-
ing to the strictest good sense and
honor, to visit Lorna immediately after
my discourse with mother, and to tell
her all about it. My beauty gave me
one sweet kiss with all her heart (as she
always did, when she kissed at all), and
I begged for one more to take to our
mother, and before leaving I obtained
it. It is not for me to tell all she said,
even supposing (which is not likely) that
any ome cared to know it, being more
and more peculiar to ourselves and no
one else. But one thing that she said
was this, and I took good care to carry
it, word for word, to my mother and
Annie :

“I never can believe, dear John, that
after all the erime and outrage wrought
by my reckless family, it ever can be
meant for me to settle down to peace
and comfort in a simple household. With
all my heart I long for home, however
dull and wearisome to those used to it,
would seem a paradise to me if only free
from brawl and tumult, and suech as I
could call my own. But even if God
would allow me this, inlieuof my wild
inheritance, it is quite certain that the
Doones never can, and never will.

Again, when I told lier my motherand
Annie, as well as myself, longed to have
her at Plovers Barrows, and teach her
all the quiet duties in which she was
sure to take such delight, she only
answered, with a bright blush, that while
her grandfather was living [she would
never leave him; and that even if she
were free, certain ruin was all she should
bring to any house that received her, at
least within the utmost reach of her
amiable family. This was too plain to be

denied ; ahd sedjjag my dejection at it,
-she uold me bravely that we must hope
for better times, it possible, and asked
how long I would wait for her.

“Not a day, if I had my will,” T answer-
ed, very warmly ; at which she turned
away confused, and would not look at me
for a while; “but all my life,” I went on
to say, “if my fortune is so ill. And how
long would you wait for me, Lorna 2"

*Till I could get you,” she answered
slyly, with a smile which was brighter
to me than the brightest wit could be.
“And now,” she continued, *you bound
me, John, with a very beautiful ring to
you; and whken I dare not wear it, I
earry it always on my heart. But I will
bind you to me, you dearest, with the
poorest and plainest thing that ever you
set eyes on. I could give you fifty fairer
ones, but they would not be honest ; and
I love you for your honesty, and nothing
else, of course, John ; so don’t you be
conceited. Look at it; what a queer
old thing! there are some marksupon it,
very grotesque and wonderful ; it looks
like a eat in a treealmost ; but nevermind
what it lookslike. Thisold ring must
have been a giant’s ; therefore it will fit
you, perhaps, you enormous John. Ithas
been on the front of my old glass neck-
lace (which my grandfather found them
taking away, and very soon made them
give back again) ever since [ can remem-
ber, and long before that, as some woman
told me. Now you seem very greatly
amazed ; pray what thinks my lord of it?

“That it is worth fifty of the pearl
thing which I gave you, you darling ;
and that I will not take it from you.”

“Then you will never take me, that is
all. I will have nothing to do with a
gentleman——"

“No gentleman, dear—a yeoman.”

“Very well a yeoman—nothing to do
with a yeoman who will not accept my
love-gage. 8o, if you please, giveit back
again, and take your lovely ring back.

She looked at me in such a manner,
half in earnest, half in jest, and three
times three in love, that in spite of all
good resolutions, and her own faint pro-
test, I was forced to abandon all firm
ideas, and kiss her till she was quite
ashamed, and her head hung on my
bosom, with the night of her hair shed
over me. Then I placed the pearl ring
back on the soft elastic bend of the fin-
ger she held up to scold me; and on my
own smallest finger drew the heavy hoop
she had given me. I considered this
with satisfaction, until my darling re-
covered herself ; and then I began very
gravely about it, to keep her (if I
could) from chiding me:

 Mistress Lorna, this is not the ring
of any giant. It is nothing more nor
less than a very ancient thumb-ring,
sueh as once in my father's time was
plowed up out of the ground in our farm,
and sent to learned doctors, who told
us all about it, but kept the ring for
their trouble. I will accept it, my own
one love ; and it shall go to my grave
with me.” And so it shall, unless there
be villains who would dare to rob the
dead.

Now I have spoken about this ring

would rather keep to myself thing so
very holy) because it holds an import-
ant part in the history of my Lorna. I
asked her where the glass necklace was
from which the ring was fastened, and
which she had worn in her childhood,

(though I scarcely meant to do so, and”

and she answered that she hardly knew,
but remembered that her grandfather
had begged her to give it up to him
when she was ten years old or so, and
had promised to keep it for her until
she could take care of it ; at the same
time giving her back the ring, and
fastening it upon her pretty neck, and
telling her to be provd of it. And so
she always had been, and now from her
sweet breast she took it, and it became
John Ridd's delight.

All this, or at least great part of it,
I told my mother truly, according to my
promise ; and she was greatly pleased
with Lorna for having been so good to
me, and for speaking so very sensibly ;
and then she looked at the great gold
ring, but could by ro means interpret it.
Only she was quite certain, as indeed I
myself was, that it must have belonged
to an anecient race of great considera-
tion, and high rank, in their time.
Upon which I was for taking it off, lest
it should be degraded by a common
farmer’s finger. But mother said, “No,”

with tears in her eyes ; * if the common’

farmer had won the great lady of the
ancient race, what were rings and Old-
World trinkets, when compared to the
living jewel ?”  Being quite of her
opinion in this, and loving the ring
(which had no gem in it) as the token of
my priceless gem, I resolved to wear it
at any cost, except when I should be
plowing, or doing things likely to break
it ; although I must own that it felt
very queer (for I never had throttled
a finger before), and it looked very
queer, for a length of time, upon my
great hard-working hand.

And before I got used to mjy ring, or
people could think that it belonged to
me (plain and ungarnished though it
was), and before I went to see Lorna
again, having failed to find any neces-
sity, and remembering my didty to
mother, we all had something else to
think of, not so pleasant, and more
puzzling.

TO BE CONTINUED.

AN OLD COUPLE

The misfortune of John and Ellen
Luff was that they had lived too
long. Their mistress before she died
had made provision for them, counting
that they would live to seventy-five or
s0. But now John was eighty-six and
Ellen eighty-two, and the provision had
been spent ten years ago. During the
greater part of these ten years they had
been kept alive by the sixpences
collected by a charitable soul who had
come to be aware of their necessity.
But now their benefactress was gone,
and there was nothing at all between
them and starvation.

They had covered up their poverty
jealously. Little by little during these
ten years they had parted with the
pieces of furniture which old Mrs.
Kynaston had left them as part of her
legacy.

A young doctor had been very kind
to them. He had given them medicine
and nourishing things out of his own
pocket, and had aceepted with a deli-
cate understandirg the shillings the
man paid him from time to time for his
fees. To be sure, they found their way
straight back to the fund collected for
the old people by their benefactress.

The doctor was young and bright-
eyed, with a Kkindly and humorous
shrewdness of expression in his keen,
clever face. He was on his probation
down here in this slum that once was
country. But presently he knew he
would be among the great men in Har-
ley street or Cavenish Square. He
knew the things he had done and was
capable of doing. Meanwhile he was
poor and ambitious, a glutton for work
and head over ears in love.

The thought of the old couple put a
pucker between his brows, even while
he sat by Margaret Steele’s side at
dinner that evening. He had no
thought of keeping from her the thing
that was worrying him. She had the
key of his heart, and could wring from him
every secret except one, if his love for
her could really be called a secret.

He told her about Jobn and Ellen
Luff as he had seen them and as he
imagined them. *Ah,” she said softly
once or twice, and there was a world of
hurt pity in the exclamation. Looking
at her admiringly, he thought -she had
the compassion of all the world in her
face.

She said no more, as though he had
discouraged her. They talked of other
things, of the newest discoveries in
science and medicine—the things that
interested him most. She was delight-
fully intelligent. With such a woman
for his Egeria what might not a man
do?

“Well,” he said to the old couple
next day, ‘“have you made up your
minds?”

They seemed to him to lean a little
closer together, and his heart smote
him.

. “I shonldn’t be able to look after you
much longer, for I think of joining an
expedition to South Africa. Sister
Gertrude in the infirmary has promised
me to be very good to Luff. At _your
side of the house, Mrs Luff, there is an
excellent woman in charge. You'll be
surprised to find how pleasant it all is
when you get there, and will wonder
why you ever dreaded it so much.”

The old couple seemed as if they had
not heard this well-meant consolation.

“You’ll be ready to go Friday, shall
we.say?” Dr. Saville said with a cheer-
fulness he was far from feeling.

“Oh, aye, it might as well be Friday
as another day,” John Luff said.
“Might happen the Lord ’ud call us
before Friday.”

He had very nearly made up his
mind to join the African expedition.
The pursuit of the thing that caused
one of the most horrible diseases into
the deadly swamp where it lurked was
fascinating to him. If he came out of
it alive it meant reputation. If he
didn’t— Well, he couldn’t go to
Margaret now as he was. It was now
Tuesday afternoon, and on Friday they
were to go into the House. They had

just three days to be together, three |

days in which the Lord might call
them,

After a time they began to talk.
They had the memories of very old
people for things of long ago, while
things of yesterday were dim to them.
Old Madam and Miss Agatha and Miss
Agatha’s baby werein their talk,

Bat if the Lord would call them be-
fore Friday was come!

There was a sudden tapping at the
door, and a lady came in bringing a
smell of violets with her. The east
wind blew aridly outside, and she was
wearing furs over her purple dress.
She glowed in them as palely warm as
a white rose that has a flush in it.

Old Ellen got up and set her a chair.
She flashed a quick glance around the
room, almost empty of furniture. Her
eyes took in the parcels on the table,
then went on to the wondering faces of
the old couple.

“Dr, Saville is a friend of mine,” she
said softly. Her voice was as sweet as
her face. * He has told me about you.
Your names are John and Ellen Luff. 1
think you must once have lived with my
grandmother, Mrs. Kynaston, of Eastney
Park, Hamshire.”

“JIt isn’t Miss Margot ?”’ said John
ineredulously, while Ellen came nearer
and peered with her blind eyes into
the beautiful, delicate face.

“Yes, I am Miss Margot. I remem-
ber quite well how you taught me to
ride, John, AndI remember you, Eilen,
displaying my grandmother’s finery for
my delight on wet afternoons. I liked
you better than my nurse. And I re-
member once we had out all the furni-
ture of my doll house and gave it a
thorough spring cleaning. Do you re-
member that, Ellen 2”

“ For sure I do, Miss Margot. Many
time me and Luff have talked about it.”

¢ I oughtn’t to have lost sight of you,”
she went on, looking from ore face to

the other. “Ounly we spent so many
years abroad. And I thought, I
thought

“ We didn't ought to have lived as
long, Miss Margot,” cried John apolo-
getically.

She laughed softly, and her eyes were
dimmed.

“ Ah, well, I am very glad you have
lived,” she said, “and most grateful to
Dr. Saville for finding you for me.”

“ John wouldn't be here only for him.
The bottles of wine he’s sent and the
medicines! We had no fire to-day till
he sent it, and all these things from the
store.” Ellen vaguely indicated the
table. “ May the Lord reward him !”

Miss Margot glowed more than ever,
and leant forward a little over her huge
muff. The fire sparkled in the jewels
that clasped her sable stole and set up
other fires in the depths of her eyes.

“ And now,” she said, *wouldn’t you
like to come back to Eastney? The
west lodge is empty, but it is in order,
and you can come at once. I have a
woman who will look after yoa both and
see that Ellen hasn’t too much to do.
And we have all the summer before us.
‘What do you think of it ?”

% Oh, Lord,” said John, *and we were
to have gone into the House on Friday!”

“ We thought we were to be frieudless
and forgotten—the doctor going off to
Africa, where most likely than not he'll
leave his bones,” said Ellen. “We
little, thought the Lord was sending us
you.’

* Africa ?”
a startled way.
ing to Africa ?"”

* Himself, sitting in that very ehau-,
this morhing.”

E w1ll come back ‘and tell you “what
he says,” said Miss Margot, rising up
with a soft rustle. * A carriage shall
come for you, so that you won’t be ex-
posed to the east wind. Now good-bye
for a little while,”

She was shown intec the consulting
room, where he sat writing busily at a
table. The room was fundamentally
dreary, with its dusty earpet, its heavy
red curtains and wire screens to the
windows, its fire almost out, its general
air of neglect and dust, as dreary as the
mean street outside swept by the east
wind. Yet to her it was beautiful be-
cause he was there. It was enough for
the moment that they were alone in such
? solitude as they had never known be-

ore.

He sprang to his feet with a little ery
of delight at beholding her. The white
lids veiled her conscious eyes ; the color
flamed in her cheeks.

“You will wonder why onearth I have
come,” she said.

“For the moment it is enough that
you are come,” he said, setting a chair
for her with an exhilarated laugh. The
smell of her violets was heavy, intoxi-
cating.

“1 came down to see your old people,
John and Ellen Luff, They proved to
be, as I thought they might when you
told me their names, old servants of my
grandmother’s. They are not going to
the workhouse. They are going back to
Eastney Park. They will have a lodge
to themselves and a woman I am inter-
ested in, a widow, to see that they don’t
fall into the fire. I came to ask you
when they might go. To-morrow 2”

“They must have thought you were
an angel,” he said. “They may go
whenever they are ready. The sooner
they are out of their presentabode the
better. Eastney will be heaven.”

She looked down at the muff in her
lap and a quiver of agitation passed
over her face. She opened her lips as
though to speakpnce or twice, and he
had an idea that her hands clasped
each other nervously in the covering of
the muif.

“What is it?” he asked, “What is it
—dear?”

“They told me you were going to
Africa,” she said, “te that place you
told me of the other night. Let some
one else do it, some ene who has less to
live for. Not you. You mustn't go.
I should—should—""

She burst suddenly into tears and
bid her face. Then she was sobbing in
his arms.—XKatharine Tynan (abridged).

Miss Margot". repeated in
“Who said he was go-

And there are better things to think
about of a person than his faults. The
friend you love has fanlts as well as the
enemy you hate. In fact, the only dif-
ference between hate and love is one of

irection. In the former case our mind
s bent upon the evil, in the latter upon
*hegood ; and if we were to turn it from

~ge evil in our enemy to the good in him,
we should eertamly come to love him
also. There is good in every human
being, for we are all the children of one
Father; and the nearer we approach to
Him in goodness, the more readily do we
diseover the good in our brother.—Anna
C. Minogue—* The Garden Bench ” in
the Rosary,

RACE AND RELIGION IN
CANADA

Mr. Francis W. Grey, of Ottawa, in the Month.

During the past year, the Catholies of
Canada have been exhorted, Sunday
after Sunday, to pray earnestly that
“peaceand harmony amongst us. . . .
may happily result from” the first Plen-
ary Council held in British North Amer-
ica. That there is more than common
need for such a prayer, more, even, than
such an important oecasion inevitably
demands, no one familiar with Canadian
ecclesiastical conditions, and with the
circumstances and questions arising out
of them, can fail to admit. It appears,
however, that certain explanations and
statistics are necessary in order to ren-
der these conditions, circumstances, and
questions, most of all the implied lack
of peace and harmony, intelligible to
English readers. They may, therefore,
be briefly given here, and wherever in
the course of this article they may seem
to be required or called for.

The total population of the Dominion
according to the last census, taken in
1901, is given by the Canada Year Book,
1908, as 5,371,315, The total Catholiec
population, according to the same aunth-
ority, was at that date 2,229,600, or
rather more than fifty per cent. of the
whole. Of these, according to Le Can-
ada Ecclesiastique, 1906, 1,649,000 were
‘of French Canadian origin, those of all
other origins, chiefly Irish, Scottish, and
English, 580,000 This gives at once an
everwhelming majority of French Cana-
dian Catholics, a fact which must always
be taken into account with respect to
the subject to be here discussed. With
respect, moreover, to Ontario and Que-
bee, the two Provinees that chiefly con-
cern us, the figures are not less note-
worthy. The total population of the
latter Province is given, as above, as
being 1,648,000; the total Catholie popu-
lation as 1,429,260 ; the French Canad-
ians among these last numbering 1,322,-
110. Both the Protestant minority,
therefore, and the English-speaking
Catholic minority, form a very small per-
centage of the whole.

Coming to Ontario, we find the total
population given as 2,182,947, with only
390,304 Catholics. Of these 158,670,
somewhat less than half, are of French
Canadian origin, chiefly, it may be said,
in the archdiocese and city of Ottawa,
and in the suffragan sees of Pontiac and
Pembroke. Manitoba, to complete
these statistics, has a Catholie popula-
tion of 70,000 ; the new Provinces of
Alberta and Saskatchewan, 32000 ;
British Columbia, 31,000, the remainder
being found in the Maritime Provinees.

The two Provinces of Ontario and
Quebec, however, as already stated, the
one as overwhelmingly Protestant as
the other is Catholie, are those in which
racial and religious problems would most
naturally arise. That these problems,
commonly known as the Race Question,
do exist there ean be no doubt at all. *
They are, indeed, at the root of all the
political, constitutional, and educational
questions affeeting the Dominion ; their
chief interests for Catholies eonsistmg
in the fact that they affect no less surely
all matters relating to the Chnrch in
British North America.

In saying this as I do, with all the
diffidencé of a mere observer, and of a
layman deal'mg with mattersthat trench
very closely on the domain ecclesiasti-
cal,I am not unconsecious of the fact
thab the friction arising inevitably out
of the conditions above detailed ha.s of
late years appeared to lose, if it has not
actually lost, much of its earlier acer-
bity and virulence, though it must not
for that reason be by any means re-
garded as extinct. I mean that, taking
the most favourable view possible of
the actual situation, there can,I think,
be no question that, whether an
active antagonism, as an un ' eon-
sciousness of friction, orasa reg‘!e'hfable
tradition, a certain racial difference,
whether in Church or State, does exist,
and must be taken into aceount. :

It is this difference, then, this frietion
between one race and another, and not
merely as between Protestants and
Catholies, as it concerns the growth, the
welfare, and the good estate of Christ's
Holy Catholic Chureh in Canada, that
we are here to consider. And this be-
cause, strange as it may appear to
readers of The Month, the div
exists, racially, no less between th
of the Household of Faith than between
those whose creeds, as well as whose
nationality, are as wide apart as they
can well be. It is naturally a difficult
matter to treat of, lest, ull unwittisgly,

Orderedto
Hospital

FOR OPERATION FOR ACUTE IN- '
DIGESTION—DID NOT GO AND
WAS CURED BY

DR. CHASE’S
KIONEY-LIVER PILLS

A medicine that will save one from a
surgical operation must be worth while.

The doctors seem to have the common
mistake of dosing the stomach when the
real source of trouble was with the
liver and kidneys. Anyway Dr. Chase's
Kidney and Liver Pills made a com-
plete cure and here is the record:

Mrs. F. O. Bacon, Baldwin's Mills,
Que., writes:—*“I was very sick and the
doctors said I must go to the hospital
for a surgical operation. I had acute
indigestion and the liver and kidneys
did not act. I did not want to undergo
an operation, so I began the use of Dr.
Chase’s Kidney and Liver Pills and
have used them ever since.

“I am feeling well now and doing my
own work fora family of seven. I think
there is no equal for acute indigestion
and liver and kidney troubles such as T
had and they and nothing else made me
well again. There is no medicine I like
halt so well, for this did wonders for
me.”

The real serious cases of indigestion
almost have their location in the bowels
apd can only be reached by making the
liver and kidneys active. No medicine
regulates the liver, kidneys and bowels
so nicely and so promptly as do Dr.
Chase’s Kidney and Liver Pills. One
pill a dose, 25 cts. a box, all dealers; or
Edmanson, Bates & Co., Toronto. De
not be satisfied with a substitute or you

will be disappointed.



