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There was ne manse, and 1 boanded in the bouse of
the chief member of my congregatioji, Mr. Michael For-
neat, wbe owued a fiue farm of four bundned acres close ta
the village.

The Red House Fanm, as it was catled frorn the col-
oun of the paint Michael Ferroat liborally boestowed on bis
buildings and fences, was ln those days a pleasant place.
There peace and plenty reigned,.and everything witbiu
and without testifled te good management, ordor aud coin-
fort.

My story opens lu the parleur of the Red bouse,
where, lu the eanly aftennoon of a splendid Judian sum-
mer day, a Young man wos writing at a desk ptaced unden
au open window that hooked inte a spacleus venandah
oncesed by cedar posta round wbicb ctimbiug ptants were
twiued lu picturesque profusion. This Il beat rooni " was
nover used by the family excopt on Suudays and festal
occasions, and at ather times was given up te the minis-
ton, the 11ev. Gilbert Gray, wbo wnites this narrative.

The hurry aud bustie af dinuer wene aven, the dinner
thinga cleared away and the kitchen and diuiug-roomi made
tidy. M4rs. Forreat was sîtting inluibo recking chair by
the suuuy kitcbeu window, aud, bier kuittiug lu bier iap,
was takiug bier afternoon uap, bonr cat curted up at hien
foot. AI waa quiet lu the bouse tll light stops came
tripping down stairs, and two pretty girls eutered the
veraudab, Sitting dawn ou the high-backed bench of rustic
wonk, each holding same bit of light needhe-work lu bier
bauds. One was the oniy child of Farmer Ferrest and bis
wife ; the other a ulece, braught up by Mrs. Fonreat froni
iufancy, sud filling the place of a second daughter.

1 bave said they wene two pretty girls, but Manjary
Forrest was beautiful. She waa a tali, graceful blonde,
fair and pale, with nese-ned îipa, violet eyca, and bain the
venY colaur of sun-light. She looked like the beoine of
Sante happy love poem-happy, 1 say, for there was ne
bint of tragedy lu ber pure, serene face. Colla Morris
liad a flobe-like face and form, with bright chestut bain,
rnerry bnown eyes and a laughing mouth, showing two
raws of peanly teetb. She was just Aighteon; twe yeans
yeuuger than Marjeny.

They made a chanming picture lu their pretty pnint
dresses, f resb aud apotîcas, their bright beada beudiug aven
their work, aud catching tho chanzing lights aud shades
cemIng lu through the autumn-tinted beaves. But the
picture darkeued and dissohved as a haudsome Young man
stood lu the open sncb of the donway. The girls smiled
a wolcome, aud, taking of his bat, hoe stepped lu and tbrow
hilmsehf down an a piîe of mats made of the huaka of
Indian corn. Hie was the sou of the bead of the groat
humben flrm of Mason and Company. Fis father was a
hard-wonking, self-made man, but hoe pridod bimacîf on
bningiug up bis Sau te ho a gentleman. Net au 1dle gen-
tleman, hawevor, and hoe had latehy Sent the Young man te
the mille te gain some practical kuawledgo of business
bpfore admitting hlm te a junior pantnorship. As there
bad beon marîy aatisfactory dealings betwoeu Mn. Mason and
Farmen Forreat, Leonard Mason was mfade welcome at the
Red E{ouae, aud Speedily establi8bed himacîf ou a friendly
footing. bis frank-, uuaffected mannen, and freedomi from
what Mrs. Forrest calied Ilcity airs," pteasod the farmer
and bis wife ; bis knowledge of music and light litorature
charmed Marjory and Colla. The Young people were on
the mnost famitian and fnieudly terms, but Leanard'a atten-
tiens wero Se equally divided bctweeu themn that if hoe bad
a prefereuce ouly a very close observer could have dis-
corned it.

la5To-day hoe did netnrespond as readily as usual te Col-
iaslively chatter, h i oo got up f nom bis seat on the

mats, and. placiug himacîf againat ene of the posta, from
which point of vautago hoe ceuld botter see Marjory's face,
said, "J1 arn goiug te Hamilton.,,

Marjony iooked Up witb a startied glauce. Colla
haughed a quick hittie haugh as she asked, si net this very
minute, are You 1 "

1J amn geing to-mornow ; my father wants me."
"Weil, 1 suppose yen mesu te came back again," said

Colla, lighthy.
IYes, but net for a week. Shail yen 'mise me very

rnuch wbile 1 am awayl"
" Why, of course; there wou't ho any eue te sing

Came into the gardoen, Maud.' Wili there Marjory îb
"NO, indee-d," said Marjory.
1 wonden which of you wiîî miss me ineat. If I

kuew, 1 would ask bier te give me a hock of bier bain te
wear raund my wrist as a keepsake."

Colia's eyea wene fixed on Leonard witb an eagen ques-
tioning expression, but hoe was iookiug at Marjory, who
kept ber cyce steadihy ou bier work, tbough a falut blusb
was stosîlug aven hor face.

"l'Il tell Yeu wbat wo must de," said Leonard. 'l
get twe long and two short lots, and yen muet bath dnaw.
Whoever draws twe long lots hases a lock of bier bain te
mue. IlJ kuow you wen't refuse me," lie continued plead-
inghy, Ilbecause there may ho an accident te the train 1
arn goiug on, sud J may ho killed, and thon you'd ho
aorny for haviug beau se unkiud."

"What nonsense," criod Colla.
"Net at ail," said Leonard, Ilwiso mou of old believed

lu the judgmeut of lots." And bneakiug off a alenden
vino-tendril hoe divided it inte two long and twe short lots,
anrauging themn witb some mystonieus manipulations
bAtween bis flugens. Thon, kneeling on eue knoe, ho beld
tbem te Manjory.

Slowhy, witb tremulous fingers sud blushing cheeka,

Marjory drew a long lot. Leonard seemed going to say
sornetbing, but cbecking himself held out the lots ta Celia.
Celia did flot blush; she grew deathly pale as she drew
out bier lot. It was a short one.

IlJ sec you don't intend ta lose, Miss Celia," said
Leonard.

I think 1 hear uow the wild, hysterical laugh witb
whicli she answered him. Then, 1 did not heed it.

IIf you draw a short one this time,'> said Leonard, as
lie again held the lots to Marjory, "lwe shahl have to try
again," but as hie spoke the second long lot was in bier
hand.

"lOh, kind fortune!" cried Leonard.
Ro tried to make Mlarjory look at him, but sbe would

not meet bis eyes. Still, those subtie signs that lovera
learn to read--the flickering flarne on bier cbeek, the
quivering of bier lips and eyelids, wbo can say what-gave
him courage. Snatchirg up ber scissors, lie hcld tbem
over bier hoad. IlMay I?'1" he asked beseecbingly. Witb
sby, timid g-race she bont bier fair bead stili lower; hoe feît
the mute consent, and tbe next moment eue long braid
was severed from the rest and lying lu bis band.

IlFasten it round my wrist witb a true lover's knot,"
hie wbispered, softly toucbing bier fingers with the braid.
She took it at once, and as hoe puiihed up bis sîcevo she
wound it round bis wrist, Leonard helping bier te tic the
mystic kuot. Holding bier baud, which did not try to
escape, lie drew bier gently towards hlm and kissed the
virgin lips that confidingly met bis.

At that moment a sbadow, as if fromn the wild fligbt
of a bird, passed before the window at wbicb I sat, and
swift as an arrow from a bow Celia darted out of the
verandah. Till then 1 bad seen and heard aIl that passed
lu a sort of stupor, like tbat whicli sometirnes takes pos-
session of one wbo listens to bis deatb sentence, theugb
every word is indelibly written on the tablets of his mom-
ory. Unwittîngly I had been playing the part of an
cavoadrorper. Now cousciousness returned, and, liko a
muan coming out of a trance, 1 got up and left the rouai
and the bouse.

I bad walked fast and far before 1 returned to the
Red bouse, and the moon, a brilliaut hunter's moon, was
flooding earth and heavon with light as 1 came in sight of
the verandah. The lumates seemed ail standing outside,
arnong tbemn a taîl, inoly-made young man, wbom I at
once recognized as Archie Jonson, farmer Forrest's nephew,
generally supposed te bc the heir to the Red House Farm.
A marriage between bim and Clla had been planned by
the farmer and bis wife wbile ffie cousins were children.
Archie had always been devoted te Celia, and she bad
bean fond of hlm tilltlhe triod to win ber for bis wife.
Thon, ither frorn ceyuess or coquetry, she becarne cold
and unresponsive. Ris entreaties for an immodiate mar-
niage wore indigriantly refused, and tbe utmost concession
she would maire was that after sbe was one and twenty
she rnight tbink about it. A quarrel ensucd, and, deeply
wounded, Archie lef t bis home. Re was passionately
fond of the water, and being known as a brave aud akiful
sailor hoe found no difficlty lu ebtaining the place of mate
on ene of the best schooners ou the takos.

I was surprised at seeing bim, as hoe was not expected
home untit after the close of navigation, but stiti more
astouished wbeu hoe came ta meet me before 1 reached tho
bouse.

"Wbere's Celia î"" ho called out as hie came noar.
OCeila î "J exclaimed, with a Hudden feeling of alarma,

"Jsn't she ai, home? "
"lNo; Marjiory thought she went with you ta the vil-

lage."
"She hasn't been witb me. 1 baven't seen bier."
"My God 1 " hie burst out paîsionately ; wbero can

9be bel"
ilPerbaps sbe's biding from you, for f" un'" I said.
64No; they had misiied bier before I get bore."
The farmer was calling us to come ou, and, as soon as

we wore near enugb, lhe told us that shortly after dinnor
hoe had seeth Calia runuing down the road to the bush.
"lBut you see," hoe said, IlJ was s0 taken abacir by Lqou-
ard coming ta ask me for Marjony, that 1 forgot 1 had
seen bier tilt this minute."

IlShe must have gone ta get maple leaves for bier
Christmnas wreatb," said Marjory.

"But wbat keeps lber so late 1'laaid Mrs. Forrost.
"Wby, yen nood't be scared about ber," said the

farmer ; Ilthero's uotbing to harm bier. There basn't been
a bear or a woif, or oven a rattlesnako, a'een in these
woods for forty years ; nor ne such vermin as tramps,
neither. "

IThore's that swamp," rejoined bis wife " she's
always bunting for saine sort of weeds in it, and I often
thiuk she'It faIt in and got dnowned."

IlShe could't be drowned if she didn't waik inte the
middle of it on purpase," said the farmen. I"But whore'a
Anchie going 1"

Il To bring borne Celia," Archie caloed bacir, as ho
walked off at a pace that soan took hlm out of sight.

11Imsure im glad be's gone af ton ber," aaid Mrs.
Forrest. IlShe might bave burt bier foot on a stub or a
atone, and not be able to walk."

1 suggested that Leanard and I bad botter follow
Archie, and Leonard aaid ho was just going to makte the
samne proposa].

IlArchie won't waut yeu," said the farmen. <Il f Colla
bas burt horsoîf, hoe can carry bier home as easy as a baby;
aud like the job, too, I guesa."

"Oh, let them go, father 1b" said Marjory. IlYen e
bow anxious mother la, and se am JL"

"lAl igbt, let tbern go if tbey liko," said the f armer;
adding in au irritable toue, that showed ho was bimacîf
getting uneasy, Ilwomen are always making a fusa about
nothing."

The moon was at the full, and the sky without a cloud.
Evcny clus'ter of golden rod and purple aster along the
fonce, every stick and atone ou the road worc as clearly
seen as at noouday. Loonard and 1 bunnied on fillted witb
an unspoken dread. The road was at finat in a stnaigbt
hune, but on coming to a piece of marshy land it tnrned
away to the bush ; a path fromn this turniug led ta the
awamp, a few yards distant.

These swamps anc ofteu places of surpassing beauty.
There overy spocies of wild fowl mako their nests and
rear thein young broods, and the brilliant flowens and
luxuriant beaves of ail knds of waten plants forrn lovoly
aquatic gardeus, richly colourcd with evcr-varyiug tinte
fnom Aprît to December, and always the deligbt of an
artist's eye. Round the edges of the swamp the waten la
usually sballow ouough for tbe hunters ta wado tbrougb
lu pursuit of their game, but lu the centre it is oftou dan-
gerously deep, and onty to be crosscd lu a skiff or cauoe.

Where the road divided, Leonard would bave kopt a
stnaigbt course ta the bush, but a terrible fear dragged me
in the othor direction. "lNo ; corne this way 1 " 1 criod,
and ho turned and followed me in silence. Fasten and
faster we hurriod on till we rcachcd the swamp. Thene a
beart-ronding sigbt met our cyca. Anchie Jonson was
stnoggling througb tbe beds of water-lilios, reeda and
rushes that obstructed bis way, clasping Celia lu bis arma.
lier long hain fell down dank and dripping, bier arma
bung stiff and lifelesa, ber face gleamcd gbastly whitc
under the streng mooulight. She was dcad ! Drowned!1
drowned !1"

As we rau towanda hlm, Archie laid ber on a graaay
mound. Uer limbe were not distorted and ber face waa
composed, cxcept that ber cyca were wide open as if lu
atartled surprise. Il You arc a doctor as weil as a minis-
to," Archie said te me, hoarsely ;"soc if thene la auy
life ieft."

Thore was noue. She bal been doad for heurs. As I
said se, Archie aprung up frem bis kueeling attitude
beside Celia, and turned ta Leonard with a deadly rage
and hatred in bis aycs.

"Tbis la your doing," ho said.
"Mine ! " exclairned Loonard. Il Are you mad ?"
1J am net mad. There a sColla, the girl 1 loved better

than my tife, lying dead before aiy cyes, and yen are ber
inurdener!"

IGood Heavens! " cried Leonard, Il What do yen
meau'1'>

"The shock bas been tee much fer bim," 1 saii.
"Archie, my poor fellow, you do't know what yen are
aaying."

I kuow very well wbat 1 arn saying. Fe-that muan
there-fooled Colla, poor little innocent child, with bis fine
flatteriug manners titi abe tbought ho was uiaking love te
ber, and when she found eut ho had oniy been play-
acting witb ber, she couldn't bear it. It made ber crazy,
and sho came dowu te the swaînp and drowned hersoîf.
Oh, my Ged, sho dnowned beracîf 1 But it waa he
made ber do if."

I nover made love te Celia lu my life," said Leonard.
1 loved Marjony from the tiret heur L saw ber."

"lOh, I dane say. Yen wone euly playing witb Colla,
but ahe thongbt yen were lu earnest. Listen te me,
miniater," ho coutinued, coutrolling bis passion with won-
derful self.commaud ; IlJ had a warning, but I was a blind
idiot and did net taire it. Tbroe nights ago, I dneamed
that 1 aaw Colla standing on a bauk sioping dewn te a big
pioco of wator, and a man wae standing beside ber, and
while 1 was teoking ou lu a atupid kind of wenden, I aaw
ahe was lipping dewn towards the water aud net able te
stop berseif, and she held ont ber hand te the man and
cried te hlm te help ber, but be turned right round and
weut up the bauk. Thon J woke, and the dneam seemed
se real it made mne feel qucer ; but 1 nover had any belief
lu dreams, and whon I get up and went eut inte the day.
light, JI aughed at myself for being frightened at a night-
mare and theught ne more about it. But the next
nigbt the dream came again; and this time I aaw Celia
throw henseif into the water ; and the man atood on the
banir and lookod ou. Thon 1 knew the dream waasent te
wann me of some danger ta Celia, thaugb 1 ceuldu't toit
what it meant, and 1 came homo as quick as 1 ceuid. And
the irst persan I saw waa the man 1 had accu lu my
dream-the man I amn looking at new, and 1 beard ho wau
going te manny Majony; and Colla ceuld net ho fonnd.
Thon wheu auut Forneat mentioned the swamp, tho moan-
ing of the dnoam came te me like a flash, and I made for
the awamp, but 1 had came tee late-tea late te save hon,
but net tee late to e eonge ber wnongs."

1 attemptod te roasen with hlm as well as 1 ceuid, and
tnied te show hlm bow wicked aud absurd it was te let a
droam-a uigbtmane, as ho had himacif called lt-put suob
wild fanclea into bis boad.

IlAnd yen canuet kuew that she dnewned horsef ; ft
may have be6u au accident," 1 aaid.

Il t was ne accident ; she dnawnod herseif lu ber mad-
nasa. When I got te, the swamp 1 saw a bit of ribbou
haugiug ou the rooda, and 1 wont ou til] 1 came te the deeap
wator ; thora 1 fouud ber. She bad net sunk very fan
down because h4er akint bad caught on a etake that etood
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