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' OHAPTER 1
ALONE IN THE BUSH

Arthur Desmond, an Irish gentle-
man, left his native country under
unhappy ciroumstances, in the year
18—, and found his way to Minnesota,
where, following as far as white
settlers had then ventured, he took
land, built himseeli & wooden house,
and began lite in solitude. Though
quite » young man, a grey look of
blight on his countenance and a de-
jected droop in his walk told plainly
that whatever might be the main
spring of she energy that kept him
labouring from morning till night,
and from night almost till morning
agein, with little sleep and no recrea-
tion, hewing down the wocds and
turning up the virgin soil for future
harvests of gold, there was at least
no hope in his toil. Young though
he wae, he was a broken man, who,
with a canker in his hears that could
not be cured, had isolated himself
voluntarily from the society of his
fellow men.

Hope put out of the question, the
motive for his persistent labour was
not far to seek. A man of keenly
sensitive organisation, of fine rather
than strgng brain, he was well aware
#had for one like him a load of un-
surpassed@nental agony is nof to he
borne except tace to face with nature
alone in some of her magnificent
solitudes, and under the yoke of such
bodily toil as leaves little leisure for
consecutive thought. Obeying the
instinosd for self preservation, he had
taken hold of the only means that
could save him from the doom of
insanity.

He had brought nothing with him
to the backwoods but his workman's
clothes aund tools, the miniature like-
ness of a woman, and a packet of
letters which he wore sewn round
his neck till they began to crack in
the folds and fray as the edges, and,
later, deposited in a small box of
pine-woodicarved rather ekillfally by
himeelf. He never looked al the
miniature and he never rend the
letters, but when he came in from
work his first glance was towards the
casket, and- at night it was placed
with his revolver by the side of his
lonely bed.

His besrd grew long and untrim.
med, and white bairs began to creep
in among his. dark locks. He held
little intercourse with men, yet
whenever a humen keing passed his
way, whether white traveller going
to or from St. Paul, or Indian strag
gler from far out on the prairie that
stretched from his door to the hori
zon, the wayfarer was sure to receive
kindly hospitality trom the lonely
squatter in his log-built home. The
cries of animale, the eongs and calls
of birds, and the ring of his own axe
were often the only sounds he heard
for weeks. Sometimes the concert of
the woods and the murmured, ex-
quisite music which Nature makes
for herself in her great solitudes
charmed the grey look of blight from
his face, or the sumptuous colouring
of the primeval soenss around would
fascinate his eye and smooth away
the furrow that agony had already
dug deep between his brows. .And it
was these momentary relaxinge of
foo taunt a etring, these almost un-
noticed yieldinge to the great
mother's power to soothe, that saved
his reason and enabled him to give
continuity of purpose to his work.

Whatever may ba the motive of
long end determined devotion to
labour, it is generally rewarded by a
harvest of success. Arthur Desmond
saw his work begin to prosper and
its profit to teem upon him before he
had realised that any other result was
to be expected from his toil than the
dulled state of memory which had
enabled him to keep sane. All that
he had touched seemed to turn to
gold, and, as he saw it pour into his
hands, he asked himegelt bitterly :
“0Of what use ie this to me? What
am I going to do with it ?" He flung
it into the earth again snd forgot it,
but when another year had paseed it
returned to him doubled and trebled.
Again he buried it in his wider and
wider-spreading meadows and flelds,
and again it found its way back to
him with an increase that made it
more burdensome than ever.

Master of a vast and fertile terri-
tory, he still lived in his log-house,
content with that rude harbour for
his own person, while his granaries
and farm-buildings multiplied and
extended. No comtort came o him
with his success, no joy in his riches,
nor hope for happiness in his fature
years. To his farm-gervants he was
a liberal and kindly employer, to
those with whom he dealt in busi-
ness, upright and fair, but no man
grew intimate with him or oalled him
friend.

At last an event occurred which
made a change in Desmond’s forlorn
lite. Returning one evening after a
solitary day with his gun in the
woods, he found two travellers at his
door waiting to ask his hospitality
for the night. They were father and

. daughter, had come from S\ Paul,
and were on their way far out into
the Indian country. The man was a
travelling merchant, who had deal-
ings with the Indiane, and the girl
was his only child. Both had evi-
dentiy seen better days, weré refu-
goes from more civilised lands, be-
longing to the large class whom folly,
wrong, or misfortune reduce to beg-
gary every day. The girl was beauti.
ful, with that peculiar, delicate
beauty which speaks eloquently of
gentle blood. Arthur Desmond, see-
ing her standing at his door, with the
setting sun burnishing her golden

bair and lighting up her pale face,
was struck by her loveliness, but only
a8 he was struck daily by the grace
of the flowers that sprang up shrough
the grass on the praicries. Had the
heart within him not been dead he
might have fallen in love with her.
As it was, he loocked at her within
terest, aud his melancholy brow un-
bent as he Jed her into his home.

She was ill with weariness, quite
unfls for the journey she had under-
taken rather than remsin behind hes
father in the city of St. Paul, Next
mornirg she declared herselt able to
proceed ; but the two men, looking at
her, saw that it she did so it would
probably be at the cost of her life.
The father was deeply distressed and
uncertain what course to pursue, but
his host came to the rescue.

“Leave her here,” he said, 'and she
will have time to rest and recruit her
strength while you are away. Your
journey accomplished, you can call
for her as you return. The wife of
one of my moat $rusty sexrvants shall
wait upon her, and she shall have
every care §0 rude an establishment
a8 mine can afford.”

This seemed the only reasonable
solution of the difficulty, and though
the girl wept and clung to him, her
father insisted on her accepting
Desmond’s hospitality. Promising to
return soon, he mounted and trav-
elled away across the prairie, looking
back and waving his hand to ber till
bhe wate out of sight. And then the
girl orept trembling to her seal at
Deamond's fireaide.

The delicats courtesy with which
her hcet treated his young guest
proved that he had been born for
other scenes than that of the wild
prairie and the backwoods-man's hut;
and as the girl gathered strergth and
wae atle to walk a mile, hoping to
meet her father retarning from his
journey out West, and as week fol
lowed week and the father did not
sppear, Desmond forgot his own
sorrows in devising means to occupy
her mind and keep her from observ
ing the unexpected and unaccount-
able length of his absence. It was
long before the terrible likelihcod
dawned upon her that he had met
his death smong the Indians, and
that she should see him no more.
At last passing travellers from the
Indian conntry brought certain news
that he had been killed by some of
the savages, whom he had been im-
prudent encugh to cffend.

After the first agony had exbaunsted
iteelt, the desclate creature raised
her head and propceed to eet out
with her broken heart for St. Paul,
there to seek a livelihood for herseif,
but as little as a dove is fit to fighi
among hawks, o little able was che
to carry out her gallant intention.
So thought Arthur Deamond, looking
on her stricken face and transparent
hands ; and yet he knew not what to
advise. She could not stay with him,
and there was no woman to whose
care he could think cf confiding her.

On the night before her proposed
departare for St Paul,asshe sat oppo-
site to him at his fireside for the last
time, with her slight hande folded
in her lap and a look of patient de-
termination on her child-like face, a
strange trouble for her came down
upon Desmond and a sense of re-
morse, as if healone were driving her
out into the dangers and miseries of
a hard world from the sate shelter of
his home. Violently agitated, he
rose up and went into the woods,
where he wandered all night, a prey
to the most unhappy thoughte, beset
by intolerable memories, torn with
the struggle to cas} off the claims of
& oruel past, to tree himself from the
power of ite dead hand, which, after
80 many years, still clutched murder
ously at any pale hope that might
venture to epring up in his heart.
Flinging himself on the earth, he
gobbed in the solitude and darkness,
not even a star to witnses or a bird
to overhear, nothing to intrude on
the sacredness of a strong man's
secretagony. Atdawn he roseup with
the marke of the confliot on his face,
and went slowly back to his dwelling
where at the deor stood already the
conveyance which was to take his
visitor back to St. Paual.

“My dear,” Le said, taking her by
the hend, "I cannot bear to see you
go. There is one way by which you
can stay with me, it you will, Iam
a careworn, broken man, and you are
ayoung, fresh, and lovely girl, bat we
are both lonely and unfortunate.
Can you make up your mind to marry
me ?"

The young wife bloomed across
her husband's desclate life like a
wind flower in the flesure of a rock ;
and though she could not bring him
actual happiness, yet the sweetness
of her nature and her tender adora
tion of hitn comforted his starved and
frozen heart, and his gratitude for
her love and faith in him amounted
to paseion. She knew little of his
early life, and understanding that the
subject was painful, did not press for
furtherinformation. With awoman's
inetinct she had divined that some
other woman had broken the heart of
which the noble wreck was her own ;
buf that any darker cloud than that
cast by a oruelly disappointed love
had ever rested on him, she did not
live long enough to find out. After
one happy year she bade good-bye to
the forest ehades, the sunny prairies,
and her idolised husband—leaving
an infant daughter in her place.

When Bawn, the child, was ten
years old, Fate made another raid on
Desmond's small store of hard-
earned happinees. For his girl's
sake he fell into one of those ead
blunders which men in his position
g0 often stumble upon., At a dis-
tance of some miles from his own
possessions a family of French
settlers had established themeelves,
and of the group was a middle-aged
spinater of bustling and active turn,

/

who soon showed a lively interest in
Desmond and his motherless daugh-
ter. Looking on his far spreading
flelds and tesming granaries, the
thritty Jeannc quickly resolved to
share that extraordinary proesperity
whioch seemed so little appreciated
by the melancholy Arthur, How
she Mmanaged it is needless to relate,
but in & very short time atter she
had made up her mind, she became
sfepmother to Deemond’'s little girl,

Desmond soon discovered that in
bis solicitude forhis child ke had been
led into en irretrievable mistake.
Jeanne wae & masterful woman, and
rather than fight with her, the man
of haplese fortune was fain to let
her bave things her own way. The
wooden home which had satisfled
him and his girl was deeerted, and a
fine new dwelling house was built.
All the ways of life were changed for
father and daughter., Servante were
scolded and well looked after, abuses
corrected, waste was put an end to,
and peage for ever banished from the
Deemond firesidc. A governess was
engaged for Bawn—not a day too
soon, certainly—all the prairie
maiden’s pretty wild ways were con-
demned, and a good education was
energetioally administered to her.

In submitting to the new state of
things Bawn wae influenced by her
all absorbing love for the father,
whose sole consolation ehe knew her-
self to be. She was now a woman,
emancipated from her stepmother’s
control, yet living on the most
friendly terms with her father's

than you actually need must kave
been taken from somebody else, and
that you are bound to restituse it.”

“Jeanne, Jeaunne! I can't help
lsughing, Fancy what yoa would do
to me if you caught me at it! Bub
seriously, dear, you know we are
actually rolling in money.”

“And 1§ we are, how much of it is
owing to my care ? Not, I'm sure,
that I want it for mysel). I've no
children to thick of, and it is only
for your father and you I need toil,
From morning till night I wear the
flesh off my bones 4

Bawn bit her lip to hide a smile.
A gecod denl of the said flesh still
adhered to the framework of Mrs,
Desmond’'s abundant person, but
Jeanne could not have been happy
without her chronio grievance of per-
petual overwork.

After her stepmother had bouncad
away Bawnn went on emilingly with
her occupation, and, when it was
fluighed, set out to meet her father
on his return from the forest, where
he had besn wandering alone since
morning. This had been one of
Desmond's bad days, when the ghost
of hie past—a ghost that wou!d not
be laid—dogged his steps, voices
none but himselt could hear tor.
mented his ears, and faces long un-
seen pursued bim, gazing on him
with eyes of hate or turning away
from him in loathing. On such days
all the old agony grew young again
within him, a oruel mist rose all
round him and cut him off from his

wite. Within the bigh J
reigned paramoun$, and every one
bowed to her will; but deep in the
wild woode, loet in the lonely wilder
ness of the forest, tatbher aud daugh-
ter held their meetings and their
councils, and were as happy as Des-
mond's recurrent fits of melancholy
cocasioually permitted them to be.

CHAPTER 11

THE BECRET OF A LIVE

“Bawn | Bawn!”

Mre. Desmond was calling loudly
in her deep contralto tones to her
stopdaughter from the front door,
shading her eyes with her hand
fron the etrong sunlight that flooded

the land—light that intensified the |

beauty of everything, suggesting
corn, wine and oil, ovarapreading
flowers, teeming fruite.

“Where can that girl have got to,
and her father out of the way as
well? I don't know what would
have become of Arthur Desmond's
goods it T bhad not taken them in
band | Shouldn't wonder it she was
over in the log-house encouraging
himn as usual, in his whime.”

Jeanne croseed the flower-laden
sward towards the old woocden house,
smothered in blcom, which still
stood at an opening of the woods
some dietance from the new house
with ite gardene. Jeanne, though
quick and energetic, was plump and
portly, with a swarthy ekin, keen
black eyes, and intensely black ha'r.
She was dressed inacalico wrapperof
red and white stripes and a large
Holland morning-apron with pockets,
in which she jingled her keys, and
looked mneat, thrifty, active and
nggressive.

“Coming, Mothar Jeanne !" cried
Bawn from within e log house,
where she was busy arraLging her
father's books, weapons, and various
belengings, and beautitying the
place in a way of her own,
mond had torbidden the old wooden
home to be swept away, disputing on
this one point the will ot nis wite ;
and he used it as a sort of Jen, his
on)y substitute for a club,

‘A pretty state of things |"” panted
Jeanne. ''Here is a man from S6.
Paul about wheat, and nobody to
speak to him but myself. I'm sure
il I did not work myselt to death I
don't know what wou!d become of us
all.”

‘Is not the stewart to be had ?”

“Oh ! of couree, if you leave it to
gervants, Give me the man who
looks rfter his own business.”

“Father lgbored long years, and
now his hair' is white.,” said Bawn,
with a pathetic vibration in her
voice. "I think we may sometimes
manage without troubling him.”

“Well, I'm sure it's not my own |

benification I troubkle!” snapped
Jeaune, who having ali her life been
accustomed to French on one side
and English on the other, often un-
intentionally coined worde of her
own to suit her momentary con-
venience. ''And pray, is i8 by your
father's ordeal that you spend so
much time in this old hutch ?"

Bawn laughed. " Come, now,
Mother Jeanne, look at these exquis-
ite roses. Smell |"

“It's ro kind of use talking to you,
Bawn. Here is a question of so
much for wheat, and—and thers you
are offering me rosee to smell, as if
nothing was needed in this world but
a rose | but you are too old now for
my tuition.”

“The business is done by this
time, I warrant,” said Bawn, placing
the despised roses in a glaes on her
father's reading-table, where amid a
litter of his favourite books, stood
the old wooden casket which he had
fashioned and carved so many years
ago. "And you know, Jeanne, even
it sixpence a bushel less than pos-
gible is had for the wheat, we can well
afford the loss—betler, perhaps, than
the dealer who buys it.”

Mrs. Desmond drew back a step
from her stepdaughter and eyed her
with contempt.

“I do believe,” she said, ‘that you
are at heart a Communist, or a Vin-.
cent de Paul, or something of that
kind, You don't know how to grasp
your own and hold it tight when you
have got it. You would let anyone
be a8 rich as yoursell, You seem to
think whatever you hava got more

Des- |

tual world, blotiing out even
Bawn's comfortable countenance.
His gun and dog were the only com-
panions he tolerate® at these
moments, and, ranging the woods
from morniog till evering, he did
battle in solitude with his foes.

Now, toilinpg homeward through
the forest, he carried the marks of
the counflict on his face and in his
gait, in the dull pallor of hie skin.
the sunken dark eye, the fine - drawn
lines of pain hardening a mouth
naturally sweet. the pirched look of
hie features. Yet even with this
blight upon him he had a peculiar
air of robvility all his own. The
snow white bair waving over a fore-
head which was that of an idealist,
and the dense darknees of hia eyes
aod brows, would alone have given
him digtinction in & crowd.

Coming slowly through a long
aisle of sbade, be looked up snd saw

{ Bawn walting for him in the full |

“Thank heaven !’ he sighed to
z himselt, feel'ng 1 ke a man who, hav-
| ing toiled sll night through stoimy
| breakers, finde that he is suddenly in
| 8ight of shore.
| "My derling, I almost tock you for
| & goddess of the woods, what with
that white gown, your May blossom
face, and all this shining hair !”

“That comes of reading poetry and
romanticisiog in the foreet, Daddy
! dear,” said the girl, giving him a lov-
ing hug. "I wonder ie there a god-
dess of Matter of fact among their
deityships ? Lcok here!” And,
linking her arm through his, she
drew him forward.

A fire had been kindled on the
groucd, and a steaming gipsy kettle
wae slung above i8. On alittle stand
near were cups and saucers and a
dieh of newly-baked cakes.

"Your favourite oakes, sir, and the
tea is just made. Now git down and
give an account of yourself, you un-
eociable, rambling, unaccountabls
darling of an old Daddy !

“Give me your tea first. Thank
heaven for tea! No, I cannot tell
you where I have been. So many
{ milee away, my girl, that you never
could follow me.”

“Ah ! " said Bawn quickly. “if you
would only try me.”

Desmond looked at her in surprise,
| and the hues of life that had etolen
! back to his face paled away again.
| It woe the firet time Bawn had ever
i hinted at a desire to intrude on his

secret.

“No, no, do not mind me,"” she cried
| sesing the effect of her worde. "I
| would rather break my heart than
! give you one extra pang.”
{ "My little girl! my poor little
. girl 1" enid Desmond, startled at her
| pasgionate tones. ‘' You break your
heart ! That would be the worst
{ thing that Arthur Desmond, with all
| his ill-luck, wae ever guilty of.”

"My heart is pretty strong,” said
Bawn stoutly. ‘It could bear a good
deal, it a good deal were laid on it.
Emptiness istheonéthing thai could
hurt it—llke Mameey's boiler, that
cracked with heat because it was not
kept properly fllled.”

Desmond rose and paced up and
down for a few momente, a flush on
his thin cheek and a strange excite-
ment burning in his eyes. Bawn
went up to him presently and put
her arms round his neck.

“You shall not tell me anything if
it distresses you,” she whispered.

Desmond clasped her in his arms
and looked fondly io her eyes.

"'My only joy and comfort ! there is
much I would willingly conflde to
you, if I thought my confessions
would not damp and blight the young
glory of your lite. " You are etill so
young—"

“I am twenty,” she said quickly :
{ and I feel so old that I cannot bslieve
1 shall ever grow any older. Trust
my ripa age, father—at least if it
will help you, as I often think it
might, to share your painful memor-
ies with another, As for damping
me—why, I am not easily crushed,
Jeanne eays I am like an india.
rubber ball : the harder you try to
put me down the higher I spring up
again.”

“I have always intended you should
know my whole story, Bawn—afier
my death. You know the wooden
box that stands on my table ?"

IIY...H

| suneet light at the neareet opening. |

“I\ contains papers that will be
yours when I am gone ; letters be-
longing vomy youtb, a portrait which
you will cherish, and a statement
written out in my own bhand—my
bistory, jotted down from time to
time on elesplese nights. It you
strongly desire it you shall have that
statement to.morrow, aond after you
have read it we will talk the matter
over, if 80 be you dc not shrink from
or suspect your old dad.”

“Father | " flinging herself into his
arme. “Shrink from you! Suepect
you of anything but what is noblest
and best !

“Ah | Bawn, there were others who
loved me, and yet onet me out.”

“Fiends ! " muttered Bawn, tighten-
ing her soft arme round his stooping
neck,

“No, not flends, dear. Staunch, true
men, and & sweed, soft woman like
yoursell.”

"Are they still alive ? "

“I think so. I hope so; yet for
my own sake I ought not to wish it,
seeing thas released epirite may, per-
hapse, know all truth.”

“Is there no way of making it
known to them before their release ?"’

“None. And if there were I woald
not seek it now.”

“But I would.”

“You ? ”

‘Do you think,” said Bawn, un.
olaspirg her arms from his neck and
linking her hande bebind her back,
while she leaned forward and looked
into his face—"do you think I could
live in the world for the fiity years
or 80 I may possibly stay in i§, with-
out finding out those people and
making them ashamed of their con-
duct? If there be a lie against you
living in the world, I will take it in
my own hands and strangle it.”

She laid her white, firm palms to-
gether as she spoke, and knotted her
flogers as if she were in reality
wringing the life out of a viper.

Desmond smiied his sweet, melan-
choly smile.

“Now, who could think there was
§0 much passion in my semiling
Bawn? My deay, yon epeak of an
imposseibility,. The error went too
deep ; has strengthened ite roote in
the eoil of time. There are lies,
Bawn, that will walk up to tbe judg-
ment-gent clothed like truth, acd
only at tha crack of dccm shall their
taces be unveiled.”

Bawn looked away into the depths
of the twilight forest with an obstin-.
ate light of determination in her
deep grey eyes.

“Daddy,” she eaid presently, put-
ting her hands on his tall shouldere
and bringing her face closs to hia—
“Daddy,” kissing him, “what do they
call the thing that you were accused
of? Don't"—kissing him again—
“be afraid to tell me. I can't wait
till to-morrow.”

“It was murder,”
with a blanching face.

“Oh the fools ! " cried Bawn, hold-
ing her warm cheek flrmly agaipst
hie. " The fantastic idiots! To
think of a man like this in connec-
tion with such a crime !

“No, Bawn, none of them were
fools.”

“Then there was a villain among
them,” insisted Bawn.

“May be 80, my dearest— may be
go. But all that lies among the
mysteries that will never now be
solved.”

“Why "

“Because death is always sealing
up the lips ol truth.”

“Are all the actors in your story
dead ?"

“I told you just now, my daughter,
that I do not know. For long years I
have nof had the heart to make ea
effort to inquire. Very long agol
uced to receive, from time to time,
letters from one who promised to
gend me word if anything in my
favour came to light. As his latters
veasad, I believe him to ke dead. In
the course of thirty years demth will
have reaped a big harvest trom eyery
inhabited 1and of the earth, He will
not have spared the spod? where the
tragedy of your father’s lite was en-
acted.”

They walked up and down together,
Bawn with her cheek against his
shoulder and her hands clasped over
hie arm. Ths round, yellow moon
rose above the darkening tips of the
trees and cast a misty radiance over
the distant prairie. Odours of oul-
tured flowers mingled with the
sweets of hay,.the breath of cattle
stole sowards them at times, and the
low, burnt out fires of the sun
smouldered and died in the forest
thickets.

“I know all this happened in Ire-
land, of course,” said Bawn. "It was
pot in your own south, where you
were born? Was it in those beauti-
ful northern glens you have some-
times told me cf ?"

“It was there. On an evening as
lovely as this, in the midst of scen-
ery far more beautiful, more pictur-
ekque, in the flush of my youth—a
youth full to the brim of happiness
and hope—my bittex doom came
down upon me. But ask me no more
to-night, my darling. To-morrow
everything shall be told.”

TO BE CONTINUED

gaid Desmond,

———

To get a wrong thought out of the
mind, put in a noble one. To dispel
darkness let in sunshine. To drive
out bad temper, teach welf-control.
These are good old rules that many
people never seem to reach or under-
stand.

God planted us just where we grow,
and blossom and fruit must ke drawn,
not from the meadow on the other
pide of the xoad, oxr from the moun.
tain beyond the valley, but from the
goil now about our roots, and the air
and rain and sun abdove us playing
on our leaves and branches.—Edward
Berdoe.

CHRISTMAS ROSES

i
By the Author of “ Paradyse Terrestre "

"I have been hearing the most won-
dexful stories mbout this house, and
about Father Forester—and about
you, too, Mary Florence,” I remarked
to the faithful servant on the occa-
sion of my second visit to the little
presbytery -on the Yorkehire wolds
which had once been called the Chal.
ice Farm, Father Langdale wae out
for the day—I had ridden over from
myfriende' house some ten miles away
without warning; but Mary Florence,
good housekeeper and typioal North.
country servant as she was, had made
me welcome, and had ingisted on my
sitting down to a big Yorkshire “tas;”
of which the principal features were
new-laid eggs, the sweet cured ham
for which the country ie famous,
home made bread and hot tea cakes
of her own buking, country cream,
and a big dieh of fragrant late raip-
berries. Protest was uselees. ‘I
shall bave to dine in legs than three
bhours !’ I cried, ai Mary Fiorence
begged me to take just one more cup
of tea apd some Yorkihire cuke.
“But you've got to get back firet, mise,
and it's & long way, and this is han-
gry air,” replied Mary Florence as
she filled up my cup.

Now we were gitting out in the porch
at my request ; the old servant knit-
ting, and 1 drinking in once more
"the peaceful beauty of the blue and
white garden, not yet toucbed by the
breath of autumn, though it was mid.
September, acd the white roses were
uearly over. Beneath the railing of
the terrnce which ran in front cf the
old houes the thick trees which
clothed the precipitous elope and jut
ting grey rocke of the crage were
here and there lightly toached with
orange and rusaet, roliing out of sight,
a leafy avalanche, down to the hid-
den valley below A brecken fringed

curves of the windiog path ; one yel-
lowing frond uplifted clear sgaivst
the pale blue hazs between the elen-
der tree-trucke. Miles away to the
gouth ross the smoke and lotiy chim-
neye of a little factory-town, perched
on the shouldser of ths opposite wold,
Far down below, in a hidden farm in

the valley, & cock crew clear and
{ ehrill, It was a perfect atterncon
in early antumn., Here and thers
| ou the distant moors the heather—a

{ royal carpet—ceaught the weaverivg |

‘rays of the sun, and blushed rosy-
purple.
garden a loog etretch of stony fleld
| lamed with the gorgeous yellow of

bod farminog, but too beautifal for me,
at leaet, to criticise.

“ What is this like in winter ?" I
asked suddenly.

Mary Florence litted her pleasant
brown eyes o mine, but thye neecles
gtill clicked in her busy fiugers.
" Well, I'm noct much of
judge,” she eaid, emiling.

and winter, I can't see myeelt any-
where else. But I expecta Londonsr
would find it very dull.,” Mary Floz-
ence spoke pityingly, as of a race
wenting in rescurce and apprecia-
tion.

‘ Londoner,’ doesu’t it?” I asked,
laughing. But Mery Florence was
following out her own train of
thought.

“"You see,” she gaid presently,
“ townefolks would be ' fast’' here
for things they were used to. There
are no shops ; and it there were the
roads are 80 bad you couldn't get to
them hall the time. Then we are
often snowed up for days togather,
Not 80 much now,” she went on ra-
flectively. '‘ a8 when I was young., I
remember when I was a girl of
fifteen the snow drifted six feet deep
betwesn this houge and the church,
It took four men to dig a paihway
through it — Father Forester was one
of them. For three Sandeys nobody
occuld get to Masg, because it firoze,
and the drifts didn't melt. Even
the well froze, and kundreds of eheep
died in the snow on the moors; and
when the thaw came they found two
of ithe shepherds, as well, who had
been buried in the snow. It waa the
worst winter we ever bad, We don't
geem fo get nuch deep snow now ; but
ten years ago—the yenr Father For-
ester died—i1t was very bad agein.”

“Tellme,” I gaid; for that was the
very subject on which I wanted to
hear Mary Fiorence talk.

I had heard, as I bad tcld her,
more than one strange story of what
had happened on that winter night ol
mystery on which the holy cld priest
had died ; when the tnow was 80
deep that it was impossible to bring
him the last sacraments. And yet
again another friend had sheken her
hend gently when I asked the truth
of the matter, telling her what I had
heard. “ It seems so sad,” I had
said, ' that atter he had founded the
mission on the moors, and built up
the Church in this district altogether,
that he ehounld have died without the
sacraments, at the end of that beauti-
ful life, It must have been hard for
him !” And my friend hed smiled
and shaken her head, but would say
nothing exoept: Ask Mary Florenoe.
She can tell you—if she will.”

Therefore I had not been altogether
disappointed when on arriving that
afternoon I found Father Langdale
out, and Mary Florence of necessity
my hostees for an hour or two. She
was too typioal a Yorkehire woman to
be expansive on the subject of her.
geli—already I had learned that much
—nor indeed was she a great talker
at any time, but still — I hoped.
Here was the t!me, and the place, and
the very person I wanted. " Plense
tell me, Mary Florence,” I coaxed,

She laid the gray sock she was
knitting down on the folds of her
stifily starched snowy white apron,
and looked up a% me with keen, dark,

rock blocked out eil but the topmost !

Beyond the grey weall of the |

ragwort—n sure sign of poor soil and |

8 one to |
“ You gee, |
I've lived herse all my life, summer |

“It depends a good deal on the |

eyer, There was not a thread of
silver in the nest bands of black hair
which lay so &moothly beneath her
ploturesque trilled cap. I thought ot
the etrange story of the " white
witch” who wase her grest gracd.
mother, to whom the farm hed once
belonged, and of the dey that Father
Forester, when a very young semin-
pry priest, had found her crooning
‘" Hoil Mary " over atiny sick baby—
this very Mary Florence who sat be.
side me, in whom Father Forester
used to eay he had founded his mis-
sion. " I have heard so much about
him—every one in the dales seems
to know at least hie name,” I urged,
“that I am longing to hear more
from you, because you have lived
here all your life, haven't youn ?"

" F.fty five years next Christmss,”
eaid Mery Florence gravely. " You
know my father and mother scld this
very placeto Father Forester ? Itused
to belong to my fam ly in times gone
by. Father Langdale told you that, I
expect ? Yee, well, after five years
my father died, and my mother was
left & widow, with me. They had
both become Catholics—they bad gone
to live in Lancashire you know—and
of couree I had heen baptized by
Father Forester. My father bad left
a little money, and my mother waen't
poor, for there was the purchased
money the priest had paid for this
place—Chalice Farm—still untouched
in the bank. Butshe wanted to come
home. You know we moor people,
we think there's no placs like bome!
We love the country we were born im,
and my mother longed for the hillg
and the crags and the smeli of the
heather, and the sandy paths through
the bog—she has told ms #o & hun-
dred times—and she hated the town
to which they had moved. So she
made up her buudle cme day, and
took me in her arms —she was a big,
strorg woman, not liks me—und with
a litt she gol im & earrier’'s cart she
i made shift to walk the tweuty miles

ocrose the hills, aud she came and
; asked the prieet if there was no work,
! house or fleld, she could do aboul the
old place; and if there wasn't acottage
empiy tbe would lodge somewhere
near till there was.

" Am it happened, the priest wae in
troable about hie hourekesper. He
wanted o Catlholic woman, and in the
neigbhborhood thers was wo one suit-
ab e to be had. He bad a good many
cooverts elready, but all the women
were marvied, with houser and ohil-
{ dren of thei. own, sud bhe hed hed to
gel one or two housekeepors from the
{ south. But they ssid it was so dull
i sua Jonely they were afeaid to stop,
{80 he was 'faet., " (" Fest” wosa
favorite expressionof Mary Florence's,
aud os I soon learned, it io a provin.
cialism for "' in a difficult position’-—
only much more expressive!) " So
when my mother came he was right
down glad to see her ; for she knew
all the waye of the house, and how
to milk and bake bread snd cook.
You know even now the baker's cart
doeen't call within two miles of this
place,. Wa still have to make our
own bread. The priest had been all
alone for o week, and not liking to
trouble any cne, he head trisd to shift
for himeelf. Often have I heard my
!{ mother eay there wasn't a crust of
bread fit to eat in the house when
we came, and she believed he had
lived for the bhest part of & week on
tea and boiled egge.”

" Then he had been ' tast,’ " I re-
marked.

' Ye¢s, indeed, the poor Father,”
gald Mary Fiorence. ‘' Well, my
! mother, she soon changed all that.
| She got his permiesion to send for
! her young sister, who had opened the
| door to Father Forester the first time
| he came—my Aunt Elizabethk, she
| was; and she looked after me, and
! helped my mother, and my mother
i looked after the house, and the cow,
 and cleaned the church-—she was a
| bard workirg women, and sbe would
{ have cut off her right hand for the
| priest. And she feained me up to be

the same, After & bit Father For.
! egler started the schoo!. There wera

orly five or six childven s} frst, and
{ he did all the teaching imself, It
{ was before the days of school boerds,
{ and nll that rutbish " ghe continued
| with deep scorn, " Now the children
!learn what they call botony, and
{ drawing, and some of them, mathe-
i matice—and what goed does that do
‘s man when he goas to work in a

mill, or & womano who has to scrub
| loors and bake %read ? What he
! taught was very different, aud there
| was no teaching like bis. I went to
| school as scon as he started it, and
in a few years a Catholic mistress
came irom Blackbarn, for the parish
was growing and so wae the school,
and it took all of ons perion's time.
But he always taughs catechism him-
gelf : and I know there isn't one of
Father Forester's children who will
ever forget his lessone.”

“ There wns a long pause.
you never left the place?”
gently.

““Never. I've not elep? s night out
of this house since I was flve yeara
old, and I shall be sixty.one next
July. My mother died when I was
thirty. My Aunt Elizabsth had mar-
ried long before — she lives down
there in the valley siill, buf sha is
an old woman now—older than I by
twelve years. And when mother died
I took her place as well as I coald, I
had a girl to help me, and there was
slwaye a man ready to come inand do
any heavy work, like sawing wood, or
carrying water in from the spring. I
waen't g0 strong as my mother, and
Father Forester never allowed me fo
do that.

“ People talk about saints very ens-
ily,” said Mary Florence. “I mean
by that, I've heard say—yes, and geen
it in printed books, too—' so and so
is a real saint’ Or ‘it is like living
with a saint.’ I don't hold with such

“ Then
I asked

talk, myself. But though sainte




