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14SO old Mis' Murray's Lyone," said Jim Carpenter, stoÔd facin' me. I remember lier eyes was snappin' like
Smunching a dried apple chip. sparks. 'No 111e to respect in a man?' ses she, in lier

"Ave," returned Murchison, thouglitfully, low voice. 'It's as worthy of respect as the lfie spent

"she's gone, poor soul. 'Twas said she'd not outlast behind a couniter puttin' pebbles in the currants and

Murray long. And young Jock's connU' home for the watçr in the molasses,' ses she. 'Better a mnan should cheat

buryin'. 'Twill be a sad blow to hint" himself out of wealtb,I she ses, 'than cheat li s neigh-

"She was a fine woman of her age," said Jim. "But bour's kid out of a cent's worth of taffy sa that hie

what she ever see in 'Murray to make ber that took up could put it in the plate of a Sunday,' ses she. I re-

with him-she so livelNv and wide-awake, and keen over mnember bow she floated ont of the store like'a. laylock

a bargain ; and hie hiall asleep the most a' the time cloud, and how mny ears burned. >
and shiftless : Weil, there 1 thought more o' themn red "And then the mnist shuts down ýagain and the thread's

liles at the end a' the four-acre than lie did o' hîs lost. It's so long ago, so long ago. But I've an idea-

'taters. Neyer would have the bay eut that end, an ac- Murray took the road ta Brand's more and more often,

count o' cuttin' the lilies down with the grass. Crazy, 1 and that bis eyes got lonelier, and he spoke more olten of

call it ; but it seemed ta suit her." bis homne. 'Eh! my home!' he'd say, only lie said it dif-

Old Murc bison leaned over the counter, stabbing the ferent. As for Serena, sbe'd scarce speak civil to hini.

crumbling wý,ood with a skewer, bis fierce white eyebrows If they passed on the road, he'd pull off his dusty hat,

drawn low over bis sad eyes. "Wliy,"I said lie gently, and look at lier with them wistful eyes. And she'd pass

"I gucss thev iiust suited eacb other. I dunno how, but with ber cyes down and that littie bend ta lier neck that

they did. 'lhey wýas lovely and pleasant in their lives, made a man feel like a buncli o' beets, and whitley anes

and in their deaths, 1 ou see, they wasn't long divided. at that.
Wbich is a text, Tiu "The next thing that camnes clear in my miemory 1

'Aye-," said Jini', resp)ectfully, "lyou always did have that it's spring, wet and late, and the Knistenay ini food
the learnini', Mister MuIirclhison." bctwcen litreand Westawvay, and no gettin' across. Then

'II knew 'en'l bath," went on the old mnan, "for more it's saîd that a man's tried the ford and been swept down

than forty year. I kneiw lier when she was Serena to his death. And then it's saÎd that the man's Hamuish

Brand, a lidsomei Liss scarce out o' ber teens. 1 knew Murray. I dunno who ses so first. But it cornes clear

bum when hie first cornec ro)und the.se parts. I mind the in my mind, tht memolry of four or five of us standing

very first day 1 saw bu'ii. lie corne to the door litre here iu this store ; of someone saying be'd left here three

oale, day in early- sunnneiir, and stood thiere in a mist a' days ago for Westaway and liadn't got there; of some-

golden dulst. Youing hie was, and browni as a Mut, witli one else saying the wreck of bis cart had been found at

wlite tecth and solenIIi gray eyes.ý I mind, too, that the Narrows four miles dowu ; and of us being wretclied

n'y eyes wals takeni by a littie red sjulir'l that bad been down ta aur toes we'd ever made liglit o' Murray; and

settin', sociable on bis sodrandg that whisked into of me drappin' the measure he'd sold mie down the well,
bis poc)kvt at sigbit o' meu. 'Good dlay t'youi,' ses lie, it mnade me feel Sa bad.

witli a queier, p1lainltivec lift an fail in, bis speýech, 'd'you "'Then I reinember tbe door apenin' and Serena comn-

neced any inwr? lIe'd a litie truck puillin behirnd hm, ing lu, lier eyes like fixe and ber face like clialk. 'I've

glitterin' witbl tini thinigs. ''eail here,' ses lie, 'mugs, heard,' ses she, 'and there's just one chance for Hamisli.

ilugs, pie-plates, meiasures, bread(-graters, and saucepans.' H1e mnay have been swept down to Gouttiere Island. Two

'I neCed at qualrt jnaue se1, 'an' whule l'ni choosin' men were once, and were found alive on it. We could

it, came in and baea glass o' cider, for it's a real cross ta it above the rapîds, trustmng ta tbe current. le

w;1r11 dayv,' and 1 liked the soft fashion of his way of may bc alive on it now. Who'il come with mue and

talùk. 11e drank ]bis cider and talked a bit, and then ste?' And sucb was lier eyes, and sucli was lier vaice,

tbanked nie so's 1 flt I'd donc a lieap for hilm. 'Yau've that lu two minutes three badly-scared men was trottin'

been very kind ta mie,' lie ses, wltli that sait sigli ini bis alter lier ta the river. Five had been willin', but she

wards, 'and I'mi a stranger in a strange land. l'Il neyer only wanted tliree, and she picked the strongest, ai

sec n'iy owu borne again,' ses lie, 'for the shieliiig under whîch 1 was one, spite a' wliat she said about tbe tafly.

the puirpie hill, nior the stars ab)ove the loch, nar rny "II remember the rush and swirl a' that brown cur-

father foldini' the sbeep. Eh! tr'y homIle!' ses lie, sud rent, 1 reniember the thick yellaw curves o' foamn held

the look in bis cyes mcnt ta mny beýart. lic thanked me rigid ini the eddies, 1 rernexber the young spruces ridmn'

atgalin and U-Clt aff quick downi the raad ta Brand's, higli upan the flood, and the pines waslied down iran)

wbich lu theinl days w;ls tht nlext hauise ta this. I saw the hill. Then, with, lu my, memory, no interval, we're

hium» stop) ani the wa,;y ta pick wild rases from the buish. ail four lu a big boat, pullin' like mad, and the river

"I'd talkcd ta hîmi maybe ten minuites ; buit lic was rushin' uls down on Gouttiere Island.

tic kind that tuakcs 'ernislves miissed, and I thatiglt a "II remember the racing brown flood beneath us, the

lot o' oi,-' the dusty, brawn miai buit littie yotunger racing gray sky above, and Serena in the baws, StI and

than mnyself, with the wandc(itrftul sait totigil andi the steady. We was dolu' tht cra:zlest thîng I ever had a

biimans wlksalike mie tru years, so different in ail share in, and I told myseli s0 at the time. But wc'd

cie-ah ! Lord abave-(, so differenit ! 1 was far [rornmcx lin er eyes and there was no more ta be said. We'd

cnivylng h'll then. III not suire I don't envy hlm naw. looked at tacli other anmd follered EIe slicep.

Tfimie and again 1I lookedI upi, hall hapin' I'd sec hilm stop "I renriemnber that wiid adventure on the deep waters,

at n'y <jour before lie toak the raad ta Brand's. like as if lt ail liappenied in five minutes. Laokin' back

"lIe camle ta take that road oitenl. Youi'll understaud iorty years, it doesn't. semt no time tiil the current

I don't remiembiler ceverything. 1 don't hold ail the thread fiung uis ou Gouttiere, most wanderfuily plreserved.

o' tht story dlear, only a piece litre and there. Tht Gouttiere is nothin' but a pile a' rocks in the rapids, with

tirst dlear bit is this l'ire tald vou, my first knowledge 0' a few spruccs on top. And as If it were yesterday, I

Hanmisi MuIirray. The ntxt iluli cornes sme time after, mmid Serena leapin' up the rocks, lier, bauds at lier

I guiess it, for in the interval hic'd becoine well knawn mouth, callin', callin', 'flamish, 0, liarnshl' she cried.

sud better llked and watched for in all the farnis aud And again,-'lamish, 0, imish, O, Hamnish!' lier vaice

townships 'tween liure sud Westaway. Recauise we were risin' wild as a bird's above tht thunder a' the rapids.

talkin' of hiilm on this day 1 told you at f,-mc and Silas 1 rnlnd thinkin' as I toiled alter lier,' that the very dead

and 'rom Appleby and Macky Carter,-talklin of hlmi sud mught wake at the sounld o' suicb a voice, if lave miglit

bis quteer ways and him homesick speech, wlien i cames bring thein back.
Serena lirand, straiglit as a yauung paplar, in layiock "Macky pantcd behind me. 'It's against ial reasorm

calico witli that way a' cairryin' lier head that made a sht'll flnd hin,~' hie ses, 'but, thanks be, reasan aiu't
man feel like a urp everythiu'' And we herd Serena cail 'liamish, 0

"II went on cuttin' harn for Macky and taikin', and Hamish.1' And we saw lier stop, and lok dowu between

1 was youung, and fiiler ai opinions thon a apple is a' two rocks, and flu ou lier knees. 'She's faund hlm,'

meeds. 'Ute's a nice feller,' mes 1 af -Murray, 'and tels ses Macky, 'and he's dcad.' And we began ta run.

111e a book ; but it aitn't no 111e for a hearty in havin' "But, as y au kuaw, lie wasn't dead, thougli near it.

lis senises, totiti' a littît waggon ffli o' patty-panms round The river lad fiuug hlm on the island, bruised and beaten

the counitry. A thriftless pedlar,' ses I, suplerior-Ilike, 'is and balf-drowiitd. And therc le'd been since, with no-.

littie uise to hini.self or oýthers. 'Tis nu 111e ta respect in thin' ta cat and no fixe. le was lyin' among tht rocks,

aManre sus a, Clutter a talil' ta himaceli, dIeanj off bis liead, and no wouder.
"Ttier was fluter (Jlaylock rib)anda, sud Serena lus hands was l o' little wild fiowers lie'd foui(l n d,


