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Then they were speechless, and they kissed ber again and
mingied their tears with her tears, and John feit a sudden loniely
place wbere lie bad put this poor littie grandson whorn he îvas
neyer to see.,

Then Denas began to drink ber warm tea and to 'talk to lier
parents; but they said no words but kind words of the dead.
They listened to the pitiful taking away of the young man, and
before the majesty of death they forgot their anger aud tlîeir
dislike, and left hlm hopefully to the mercy of the Merci fui. For
if John and Joan knew anything, they knew that noie of us
shall enter paradise except God cover us with fis mercy.

And flot one word of ail her trouble did Denas uttiýr. She
spoke only of Roiand's great love for ber; of their trials endured
together; of bis resignation to death; of her own loneliness and
suffering since bis burial; and then, clasping ber father's and
motber's bauds, she said:

ciSo I bave corne back to you. I have corne back to my qid
life. 1 shall sing no more in this world. That ]Ife is over. ht
was flot a happy life. Without IRoland it would be beyond my
power to endure it."

cYou be welcome bere as the sunsbine. Oh, my dear girl, you
be lîglit in my eyes and joy to my beart, and there is no trouble
eau burt me mucli now."

Then Joan said: "c'Twas this very morning I put elean linen
on your bed, Denris. Oh, Denas, wbat a godsend you do be! Johin,
my oid dear, our life be turned to suinshine now."

And long after Denas bad falien &sieep tbey sat by their fire
and talked of their child's sorrow, and Joia-t got up frequentiy
and took a candie, and, sbading it witb ber band, went and
looked to see if the girl ivas ail riglit. When Denas was a babe
in the cradie, Joan bad been used to satisfy ber motberly longing
in tbe same way. Ber widowed cbuld was stiil ber baby.

In the morning John went from cottage to cottage and told bis
friends to corne and rejoice witb him. For reaily- to John cithe
dead was alive and the lost was found' "And it was a great
wonderment in the vi>lage; men nor women could talk of any-
tbing else but the return of Denas Tresbam. After the second
Sunday ail ber acquaintailces liad seen Denas, and curiosity and
interest were at their normal standard.

Ail ber acquaintances but Tris Penrose. Denas wondered that
lie did not corne to see ber, and yet she had a shy dislike to make
inquiries about bim. For the love of Tris Penrose for Denas
Penelles had been tbe village romance ever since tbey were
bildren together, and she feared that a word from ber about hlm

miglit set the women to smiling and sympatbizing and to taking
lier affairs out of ber own bands.

As tbe bome-life settled to its usual colour and cares, Denas
became consclous of a change in It. She saw that ber father
went very seldom to sea, that lie wvas depressed and restless, and
that ber mother, in a great measure, echoed bis moods. And she
was obliged to confcss tbat sbe wvas terribly weary. There was
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