THE ~ONTARIO WORKMAN.

Poelry.

LABOR IS HONOR,

Laleris Lonee! G s upleit Tath spéxl;:.(‘n:
Fivis i the o that His universe etngs:
Thverph the vast hills of ereativn unbroken,

Ieaudiy ated eiearly the universe vings,
Up srom the bitls and the green valleys stealing,
Neching tic ligiit of the bright stars above,
1ires the sonz o i bine heavens penling,
© Jabor is honet, and Tubor is Jove.”

A the grand decis that ave grardest in gtovy,
Living throwgl conturies treastvad and bright;
Al the great liveethat are doarest to giory,
Filling the wartd with flashes of light;
Words e whose witeraness ages are dited,
Thowgzht« that kave hehl the whole world in control,
Toames on whose echoes the proudost kave waited,
Ave btit the Wispring of Tabor and toil,

Neot ro the cve that planceth there lightly
itoth the bright look of the heaven nnfold ;
Lt to the vpirtt that tuenetl there rightly,
Are all its wonders and mysleries told ¢
And at eaci. <t to the soul upword springing,
Comcth new rudinnee, new light froin above,
While in the heart i= ab angc! voice singing,
** Labor is honor, and labor is love.”

Not on Lr brow doth the carth bear all brightuess,
Deep in her breast do the rich dinmonds shine,
Down in she wave is the pearl’s soft whitencse,
Uiding the goid in the dust of the mine.
By md pewer, and riches snd pleasuro
Sase in deer hepein 1ie hidden to-day ;
Torl is thie kv that will open her treasure,
And 2t cach touch e wisl give them away,

Lisht te the wind that in dirkness was elouded,
Straneeth to tie spiriv that weakness had touched,
Joy e tis ol thal in sorvow waa shrouded,
i.t4 10 the heart when it tite-string wag touched,
Fruih as ticr fouthold who seck it sincerely,
SKil to the hand when it toileth o live,
E:ea that cun ook up to heaven's light clearly—
Tese 2re the honors that labor ¢an give !

@ales and Shetcles,

DERRICK HALSEY.

*Fife has been o rare gift—a rich gift to
me. Xo dear to e, ‘n fact, that T care very
litr's when or how i loze it It’s a play not
worde the candle.™  And Derriek Halsey, as
he spoke, litted a pained, slisest dedant face
to tize skies chove L,

il Saur lers, who was busy putting aside

1 harrow, Low tunied sLaeply around,
v Lix brawns arms over o cheost that
miight have served as @ wrodei for & Hercules,

while his browl-brimmed hat, jushed off his

foreheard, brought ont in fuil velied his square,
- Tirmest face.

=1 wn sorry to hear yo say ihat, Derrick,” a
perplec:d ook stiuggling on his kindly fea-
fures : vou've gob fiealth, and a good bit of
this worlls goods.”

*But 1 baven's happiness, Trall. T am a
Faele, misersile man. ™ Jve had 2 tough job
of 5t el my dife"—-kis voice dyinz in o busky

hisywr, 1 ¢ dectrning inits palior —~*f you
t's no use to tey to teil¥ with a
zesture of Butioteat pain.

Trell looked humbly away. For the dumb,
Lading griel wirrored o that fuce he could
i ovonsolation,

pome—————g

r

fecl fur ye, Dor,” ke said at last. very
“Bus I must be goin’.  Yoliy's get-
e suppseready by this tinze, and the cows
e thar walting to be anilked ; and thar's the
Jaby a-waltin furme.  You'd think me foolish,
Der, it you knew how uch store I set by that
little nite of flesh and blood. 1 tell you,
ow"~-putting on his coat, and taking his tin
linner-pail i Lis band——< it's a pleasant thing
%o have a home and family, You see, 1 zo
home after working hard all day to $ind the
houge tidy aud bright, and Molly, ro<y-chevked
and amiling, ¢lvl to zee me home again; and !
our Laby —a little torddler, so high, just tindin’ ;
b what his foet were ziade fur ~erows and |
1aps his hands, and goes nizh mad out of pure
Dylat seein’ me. Aud seend’ all this makes me
4. bore Ti0e loved, hero I'm wanted ; the
Ad i+ wide and selfish : hut no matter fur
k liere's wy niche, my world ; lere’s where
God hdy plzeed m& and I'ma thanktul fur it
every day of my life,”

Trell stopped sfiddenly, conscious of a vague
remorse that his;words were best said another
time. ‘1 must go now, Derrick.  Clood-night,
and Lod blsss yout” ) v

~ The gimple heartiness of the benediction
ouckied Derrick dueeply.

-1 can't quite lose my faith in hwinanity
ile Trell jives,” ke suid, watching his re-
cating form. ¢ Helloa, Jennie!”

ng in the meadow near by, caine to him as ke
tood fe.
ubbed . head on his shoulder.  He passed
is ars cround her glossy neck as if she were
uman, and laid his cheek to hers. .
His eyes wandered wistfully to the furests so
ovely in their greevness, the level meadows,
he mountains defined darkly purple against
he gold of the western sky, There wasa Lhum
f ingocts in the air, a twitter of birds down in
he . reedy marshes. Jemnie, pricking up her
elicate curs, suddenly started, a little restive
at -something, and Derrick, twrning to sce the
cauge of her fright, confronted o woman hurry-
ing past. .

“Why, Hetty,” 5ie said, hastily ; “are you
a ghost or reality 2 .

¢ There is nothing supernatural about me,”
she answered, in a pleasant voice. *It is all
flesh and blood that frightened your horse.”

¢“You bave been to the village,” he said,
glancing at the packages she carned.

“Ves, and came back across lote—a saving {57

- of time and muscle,”
. ¢ And an oppertune arrival for me, Miss
- Hetty ; for you have saved me the loneliness
of my solitary walk home. Good-night, Jennie
girl! And now, Hetty, for these trape.”
She transferred her packages to him with an
easy grace, and they sauntered slowly along the
grassy path.
‘Do these bright spring days find you healthy
. and happy, Miss Hetty ?” said Derrick, witha
-gwift glance at the fair face beside him.
¢¢Yes, I am healthy, as you can not fail to
o0 ; and I would be nreasonable indeed. did 1
" foil b0 éxtract happiness from my daily life.”
2 64 Ve, it would bo strange, poueesinf. 28 you
werry heart, Ifis beat

A beantiful blooded 10mre, who was pastur-
s 1 :

1y negligently against the fenee, and

to make hay whilo tho sun shines. And how

is Reno?”

“Well for him, and preaching me & sermon

of content daily !”

- You are a good sister to that boy, Hetty.”
¢ No better than I shodd be. * He's mine—

mine only. Mother left him tome.  *Bo kind

te him,” was her latest prayer. Life will al-

ways be a thorny pilgrimage to him, carrving

1 about ag he must his maimed, nisshapen body

and it is my duty to =hield hiwmi with tender
love. 1t may take the cruel bitter from his
lifc somewhat.” )

*You may be thank'ni thet he hasa pure
son] in bis misshapen by s you raay bhe thak-
ful for it. You may o Jduwn on your hnees
and thank God that 1t is 1o worse-—that e is
not maimed in hoth soul and hody.”  He check-
ed himself suddenly.

“‘Trell Saunders has a pretty little place,” he
continmed, as they passcdln white frame house
standing back from the road ; greenness around
it, flowers blossowing along the pathway, voses
and boney-sackles clambering up the stoop.
“Who'd think, to see Trell standing in the
door kissing and tossing that youngster of his,

‘[ that he'd heen working like an ox all day?

He is hard-working and poor, and yet a kin

might envy him. Venvy him at times.  Hare
and rough as I an, I have longed for wife and
children of iy own—my.own flesh and blood.
I've longed for a love that would bear with my
weaknesses anid faults, cling to me whatever
might betide, and go with me {o the portals of
the grave. I knew such a love once when [
was a little shaver so high,” reaching out his
brawny band to show her. ¢ What other love
could it be but a mother’s? She was a hard-
working, godly woman—a saint, if ever there
was one. Hers was a slavish life. Sho gave
her brain, blood, and muscle to her work, useld
up her vitality, and went down to the grave
years before hor time. She loved me with the
true, unselfish, mother-love. I never bad a
childish grievaneo she was not willing to hear,
a pain with which she was not ready to sympa-
thize. I was working at Squire Decker's the
summer she died. It was father's idea that I
was old enough to help myself a little. ‘A
big sturdy lad of ten,” he called me, *far too
olﬁ to Le babied by her;’ so I went that sum-
mer to the Squire's as a sort of chore-boy, do-
ing light jobs, and going home two or three
times weekly. Well, one Monday morning [
went away from home as usual, aml mother
walked with me to the turn of the road. ¢Be
sure and come home Wednesday night, Derrie,’
she said as we parted.

““Wednesday cane, and that morning the
Siuire came- to me as 1 was pickiny apples in
the orchard.  “Derrick.’ said he, “your mo- |
theris dead !’ That’s the way it came upon '
me ; a thunder-bolt ; nowarning, noprepavation, |
ouly the eruel, cruel word that she, who wasall |
the world to me, was dead. You can imagine !
nmy feelings—1I can’t describe them. But Low
can you imagine them? You have never had
all brightness, hope, and life almost, struck out
of your existence so suddenly that a breath of |
joy ended in a gasp of anguish ; a strugeling |
against an adversary who held you down, pin-
ioned, throttled. Ours was a strange home to
me after mother was carried out from it forever.
Father never understood or had patience with
Lis children, and Susie and I fearod and erept
away from nini. Susic was a shy, tender little
thing of six, mother’s baby and pet.

¢ Mother said yon must be kind to me,
Darrie,” sobbed the baby, nestling her pink
check against wmy rough jacket. “She said,
Always love me for her sake, Derrie—~'
“Hetty ! Derrick started suddenly, and
pointed to a hill just heyond them, upon whose |}
eminence grassy mounds and simple grave- |
stones were burnishied by the red gleams of the !
setting sun, aud pictured forth in niclancholy
beauty. ¢*Mother sleeps there,” said he, husk-
ily ; **and I tell the simple truth when I say
that grave has kept me from becoming a blas-
phoemer and profligate.  That dust resting there
was once animatad with love for me ; aud that
love—her love—could never meet with_eternal
annihilation. She could not die as-th8 hrute
dies, Yes, I speak the truth when I say her
memory has kept me from running into terrible
wickednesses—wickednesses a woman like you
don't think of. When gooduess drapped out
of sight in my wmind the remembrance of her
purity and truth still remained. I was herboy
—the grave could not sunder us; somewhere
she wag keeping watch over me still. There
ian’t a Christian man in this neighborhood who
reverences his mother more than I—poor sin-
ner—do the memory of miae. Ay, Hetty; and
there she sleeps—she slecps !”

“Aslcey in Jesus—blessed sleep!™  gaid
Hetty, softly.
¢« Mother's death never came so harcd on me
as on Susie ; that is, in one way,” said Derrick,
tuking off his hat, and nervously passing his
fingers throngh his heavy masses of dark hair.
*You know I was a boy, and could tussle my
way far better than a shy, timid little thing
who'l ery for an unkind word. She wasn't
one oi your plucky little creatures—clear girl
to the back-bone. ~ She would receive injuries
wiy, and gricve over them when alone.
y's the time I've rum, breathless and an-
ved, to comfort her, and found her, her pink
. ciweks w3 with tears, her golden curls—the
curls moticer was so proud of, and which I
curled d:'iy, rough boy that I.was, over my
freckled wngers——all rumpled and meshed to-
gether, ai::t her little body convulsively shaken
with the =bs3 she was trying so hard to repress.
And then i’d take her in my arms—for tho
mother arms which would have clasped her so
tenderly were cold and stiff under tho coffin-lid
—aund I'd try to comfort her, and by-and-by,
when the sobs bad died away in low gaspings,
she’'d whisper, cuddling: closer to my breast,
‘Mother said you'd always be good to me,
Derrie.’ ’

“Qur step-mother! I don’t want to libel
her, Hetty, for she's dead and gone now ; her-
faults have been long buried, and God knows,
after the seal of eternal silence has been laid
on our lips we should be left to His judgments;
the grave should shelter our imperfections and
shortcomings. Still, if ever there was a hard,
sping woman, totally devoid of sentimend
and motherly compassion, it was she. The
world was to her only a vast money-making
machine, human beings puppets played upon
by the magic of the mighty (E)llar. '

“ ¢That big, Inbberly Der ought to work ont
and carn his galt,’ sho told father ; ‘and as for
Susie, the little curled doll, she'dhave to make
herself handy.’

“The child was only eleven when she sent
her to Bosten tolearnatrade. The knowledge
that she was going away among strangers ex-
cited her terribly. ‘The thought was torture.
Sho came to me trembling and weeping, ‘I
can't go away from you, Derrie, to strangers.
Oh, T can’t go. I shall die.’

*What could I do forher? My gettinginto
| a pagsion and defying our atep-mother roundly

I , &

mended mattdrs not ono’ whit—rather precipi-
tated affaira, So Susic was taken to Boston,
and placed under the supervision of a long.
headed, scheming woman—hustled in. with a
crowd of apprentices, some of them wild, rude
girls, unfit companions for my lily-bud. It all
camo about as I'knew it would. She was ovor.
worked, snubbed, and bullied, and she grew
mature prematurely. She was a woman in
feeling and appearance when she should still
have been a guileless child,

**She was a wondrously pretty creature, 4nd
1 ¢l the plain, impartial truth when XTsay I've
never scen the girl or woman whose beauty
coulld rival that of my little sister when she
was fifteen.  Her head scemed fairly burdencd
with cuily, gold-brown hair, and lier eyos were
deep violet, a color beautiful as rare, and her
features wore faaltless. You may think I was
proud of her, and how.I loved her! She was
mother's fegacy to me. My love was idolatry
almost. I would have died for her had it been
necessary.

“T was working very hard about that time.
My first aim being to gain a home for Susic
and myself.  Such a home as I meant that to
be, and we could be so happy together ! T was
a youthful, hot-blooded enthusiast then; my
visions of our futuve livea were noble indeed,”
a fine, sad smile crossing his face as he thought
of those long-gone hopes and early dreama,

“By-and-by I heard that Joe Sharply was
waiting on Susie. That put me in a whitc-heat
of rage, for I kuew Joe well—a miserable, licen-
tious fellow, handsome enough to tarn a silly
girl’'s head, heartless and unprincipled, living
on his wits. You must have known such men,
stolid and cunning, thoroughly bent on earrying
out their inclinatinng, at once hullies and cow-
ards. But for once Susie turnced a deaf ear to
my admonitions. counselings were of no use,
and then I forbade her to receive his attentions.
She coaxed, cried, and treated me coldly, with
no avail.  Foronce I was stern with her. " God
knows I had her interest at heart, and thought
only of her welfare. I had never thought an-.
other could come between us ; hut so it proved.
Susie was cold and martyr-like. [ was deeply
hurt. She sooke no more of the home we were
to share together, the pleasures in store for us.
Still T kept up a brave heart. I felt by-and-by
she would see the danger from which I had
preserved her.

“That summer I went away to Boston for
Stjuire Decker. He hald business there that !
required seeing to; but he was poorly, and |
trusted mein his stead. I found my old Susie |
when I bade ber good-by. She threw her
arms around my neck in hsr impulsive child-
fashion, and cried bitterly :

“*You've been so cross to me lately, Der,” |
she sobbed, ‘and T want to be good friends !
again, for I do lovo you, Der.’

¢ And you know I do all for your goad, my
child,” I could not help saying.

“¢Yea, Derrie. I believe youda.  You have
always been a good brothertome !’ Nomusic
wag ever sweeter to my ear than those sob-
bingly-spoken words.

+ Derrick. There was a sunny slope of clover
! before the house, stretehing down to the apple-~

“<Well, I was gone for a counle of months,
and came back in good spirits. 1 began to see
my way clear now to build the home [ had so
ofzen dreamed of.  Squire Deciior seemed out
of sorts when I squared up accounts with him.
‘It’s too bad, Derrick, that that pretty sister
of yours has married so miscrably,” he said,
irritatedly.

* Another thunder-bole! I vv I fonnd words -
to utter forth the emofions coavulsing me I
could not tell.

“““You don’t mean she has married Joe?’

¢+ Eh?’ with a keea, surprised look at me; !
‘unknown to you? wors: an‘l worse ! and, to
heat all, he's taken that foolish little thing out
West pionecering.  Why, any ~tronger-framad,
stronger-willed woman would break down un-
der the hardships she’'ll have to endure. 1t's
asin; it’s a shame !’

“I could have fallen pronc on the floor,
weeping and moaning like achild ; but stronger
will achieved a victory over the weaker tlesh.
I had trusted and been deceived. The child
had wrecked her life, and I had vainly tried to
stay her irom it. She had bartered my true !
love of a lifetime for the sensual, selfish affec-
tion of a prodigate. But I knew, when the .
idol of her fancy stowl unveiled in the hroad ;
clare of reality—ihe cruel, dissolute hea:t
showing itself in its true colors, its mask of
sentiment and tricksy garb of kindness cast
aside forever—then her shipwrecked heart
would give its first and last thoughts to me,
and the blue eyes grow dim with bitter tears,
and the fair head ache with its wild longing to
rest on my broast again.

“It wa3 useless to try to put aside her
memory from my heart, and I settled down to
a dull, plodding existence—all my old en-
thusiasm was dead—my life was paltry and
meagre. Four years dragged by. I never
heard from Susie--not one line. And this
was the child I bad so often gathered to my
heart, who had been to me the purest and
dearest of all God's creatures. The longing to
z2e her—to know how her life had weathered
the storms it must have met—if it lay stranded,
bare, and tattered—dumb in the resignation of
despair—3o grew upon me that I could strug-
gle against it no longer. Mother's words, Be
kind to her for my sake, Derrie,” rang in my
ears,

** ¢ I'll go, mother,’ I said at last. *I'll put
aside the past and 3Zek her out.’

¢ It was not a difficult task. I traced Joo
quite easily—he was notorious, you see, as a
drunkard and scoundrel ; he was a hard case
even in that wild Western land. Susie's
home! I wus dumb when I looked upon it.
A log-hut, surrounded by bogs, prairie, and
unsettied land. A taint of miasma polluted
the air; the very clouds hung gray and lead-
en. This was my girl’s home.” I remember
how I atood leaning against & battered post,
looking in atthe slimy yard, the gaping chinks
in the house, the paneless windows. A lank,
hungry cur squatted upon the threshold, snap-
ped its white teeth viciously at me, then sneng-
ed away ; and a woman, skeleton-like, and with
eyes dim and sunken, came forward to view
the intruder. She looked at me earnestly;
then cried, in & low, pathetic way, ‘Oh, Der-
rick | Derrick " And then I had the poor,
faded creature in my arms once more. I had
found my sister at last.

“J can’t tell you what a wreck she had be-
come. You'd movor have thought she was
beautiful once. I can’t begin to tell you cither
what alife that wretch had led her. ¢The way
of the transgressor is hard;’ that's a toxt I've
heard preached from ; butI never wanted a ser-
mon on it again after I canght sight of my sis-
ter. Joe had drank, gambled, fought, swindled ;
in short. gono through the whole list of crime,
and was the worst scoundrel oub of prison.
He had threatened her life more than once,
she told me, in a frightened sort of way, look-
ing furitively around, if perchance his cursed '

: ' t

N

i before the door, corpulent to the last degree

resence mij St be near. "Hor third child lay God and his own soul only know how that man
gead?,iln thegroom, a little mite of a creature had suftered. As he had desfz.unu ly tolg
with a ghastly, piuched faco. Sho pointed to Trell, “Hehad had a tough job of it all s life.
it dailyZ-no tears, no complainings. : ll’oor fe%lm:! undernen.(l:h his conaltmm?il, un-
abromer nian it " demonstrative exterior he was tender and sens-
i T T o Eivon, st ek pm Jive 88 sy woman; craviag love and sympn-
has lived to call mo mother. But Iam glad thy, wantitg to feel himself linked -to the
they aro dead, for life is cruel.’ ; great human family by an indissoluble chain.
““Tf ovor man burned with desie to Slirust tl?et ismh:_: %ﬁ?}?egr‘:f;ﬁ?;l ‘l)lilrr:‘ ﬂ::le f:f’;:_ge:tf
a scoundre] out from a world he had burdened .0 " O ening broad and h;\ppil y into hie.
.with bis presence I did at that moment. ) Human]i’t was selfish, occupied to the secln-
Joe Sharply had thrust his bloated body inmy - 2o "0 1] ilae with its o wit individual cares.
f:ngul:t g\t?’ ;;‘u’:;{'t;’“"c';{)}ll Wﬁglr‘rliclf"c[h'ﬂ'iii - Men simply tolerated, not loved, one another.
wanted you so inuch—I have necded you so, | ‘I feel adrift,” he said ; “the,’wTd(’ls as
Derrick ?  That was what my poor girl spoke, ! empty tome as a last year -‘:h'f'-'ﬂtt; b ll’lf ylet
crouched low-Dbesido her dead baby, her face in the blank, featpreless rcaches of his 1‘01 he
hopeless in its despair, | 1“‘2 g" nspedf one l”.““]"im:’;e dll;:(}stlx-lit:}:::f‘liiz
“But I can’t dwell on these things. Joc pus 16 away trom fiim, GHs

down this weakness of the flesh as he called
was oft on a drunken bout—had been gone for 30 P S Hotbbe : ")
dags—so T took and buried the deak child; - it; but in vain, for Hetty Dean, with her fair

- face and fairer soul, had nestled deeply-in his

buricd it out on the prairie, the arch of sky iy 4. s it e . to b
above it, two little émves’.bcside it. zl‘\n‘l ‘ l&:ﬂ&tﬂ: gl(::t":; :isa:ol}i‘::r;'? h‘l‘l::n:‘f:)ll s'n?)uld
e e fore will g i orcvor. ~Sugan 1 Ve given to hur tho trus forvaus love that
clung to me likeachild. *Take me home with | COTS DUt once in 4 fite une. ”

you,” she pleaded; ¢you know we were going | People had wondered, as they always \f:h,
to live together, once Derrick. Oh, that dead | Why Hetty Dean, an orphan, and not ovor-rich,
past ! it seemed sacrilege to bring it up beside | with a little deformed brother dependent upon
the present. © her, had not married bofore tlus. It wasn't

. Yhe I s; even th t envious
¢“That journey home with the poor, heart- for VBT Tack of chances; cven the mos

s . 8 were forced to acknowledge that; and once a
broken w?m‘i:" it secnllledhllklcl:)! horm}‘dream. "oquacions gossip was forcibly silenced by
She wasn’t the same she had been—she never ; '8 savi Lo di and N ould
could beagain. Constant association with that Hetty’s saying sho did not, and never would,

) think t ’s chief mission in life was
creaturo had afirst shocked anil borried her, | {030 0" puishands i showld hold for thora
then dragged her insensibly at last to his level. ?

I procured a divorce for her with little dift. | igher, nobler aims. ot thatshe undervatued
. 1" | a true marriage, for if she ever met with one

f)u ty l;jtSh: °°“l‘}l f“".‘;‘Sh encao:gl:nfi:'toel;f? gg;“; to whom she could truly pledge her fealty and
r':lrt:cd yhi;)n ':ng: ;o ?:!:oas gur p'tths) again, | 10ves Whose hopes and beliefs she could share,

) . / “ [ and to whom she would be a visible Provi-
I’'ve heard since heywm stabbed in a drunken - 9.0 " ¢hon " and mot ill then, would she
affray. If so, there hs onIe lmm-e ]llc');s% soul. thus marry. .
was six years ago when I brought Susan home. .
T've h:ulyher wigth me ever s‘incge, and we'll live | | There was a young fellow over at Stoning.
%o ; : s i ton who, if report spoke truly, had singled out

gether after this until death separates us. | Hettv > th the winnine. H

e se -~ : and, Hetty, | etty us a prize worth the winning, He was
This is my poor girl's story; and, Hetty, > o ionitorward and spicy, tender-hearted as a
when ‘you hear vague rumors and waifs of ; woman, yet keen and decisive if need be. As
scandal, remember her history, and temper |, matter’of course it was not to be imagined
judgment with mercy. that she could prove indifferent to his suit.
*“ Hetty Dean looked up with saddened eyes ! Doctor Hurlebut's son, and so wealthy! there-
—she even extended her hawd, her warm, soft  fore gossips kindly scttled the matter to suit
hand, and clasped his strong, tirowned one. | themselves. The rvumor of her prob;ﬂ)[e en-

1 want to tell you, Mr, Halsey, how—" But ' gagement had come somechow to Derrick’s ears,
her sweet voice falterad here, and the sentence - and a vague restlessness had haunted him ever
was left unsaid, while Derrick, with strangely- ! since. What was Hester Dean to him, that he
Aushed face, shut the gate after her a3 she ! should be rendered miserable ap the thought
Easscd into her yard, and then walked on with | of lier marrying another? Fool that he was

is quick, tirm strides up the long hill before ® not to have lived this passion down, and re-
him and down into the cool, gray valley be- pressed nature as sternly now as he had done
yond. It was in this valley, in the old stone all his life! George Hurlebut was a fine fel-
tarm-house standing back from the romd, that low; rather immature, but still possessinga kind
the greater part of Derrick Halsey’s life was  heart and quick brain. Hetsy needed a home
lived. ; and a protector, andt he woull give her these.

It was the old homeatead which, when John' ¢ Let her be happy,” Derrick said, a quiet,
Halsey died, in his selfish, mercenary old age, | decisive look on his face; *let ber life rapnd
bad passed iato the possession of his only son into his; she’'ll make of him a hotter, purer
man; her life will develope his nobly. I have
known all along that I never could murry
while Susan lived. [ -could never willingly
ask another to bear with = the shame and
pain. T eould bring no woman here. I knew
that all the while. And Hetty'll marry

Genorge!”

There was a sudden wreach ab his hear$
then, an:d he stoal dumbly looking into the
black night without. Whit good could lifa
hold in store for bim now ? His tired, stricken
soul refused to look further into the shadows.
-In this out-of -the-way corner of the world his
life must creep on paltry and meagre.
Meanwhile the summer drifted slowly on,
bringing the sultry August heats, and all the
while Susan was verging nearer to the abysm
of hopeless insanity. It was no won:ler, then,
that the days passed terribly to Derrick, leav-
- ing him haggard-faced and hollow-eyud.
- Margy, best aad most faithful of servants
. that she was, fele herself worn down. “I'm
1 afeard we'll have to sen:d her to an asylum,” -
she s+l to him. “T don’t see how we can
goiag .

archard heyond, and stately old trees guarded |
the roadway leading to the gate. There was
a wide, roomy piazza encircling the house, and
the turf below it was neatly kept, the Hower-
beds nicely trimmed. RBut from the house
itself issued no sound of voices; no breath of
song or merry laughter. It seemed sleepily
dozing off in the twilight, unwarned by solid
home-comfort. An old black dog curled up

and stiff with aze, feebly waggeld its tail a3 its
master approached. then crouched closer, with
a wheezy sizh, upon its mat of husks, looking
pitifully up as if to say :—*¢ Take the will for’
the deed, 1f you please, Sir. T am glad to sea :
vou, even if Ieand frisk and frolic as in my
youngerdags.” Heun-derstoad ity mute appeal,
and stooping paited kim kin:lly, strokiny his
shagry ears. :

A black, comely face suddenly thrust itself
irom the door.

“That you, Mastor Derrick?
be waiting.”

Derrick went on into the spacious, heavily- '
raftered kitchen. There was no cozy.home-
picture here to grect him, only the table with

:

Your suppor

kecp hier; I feel sometimes as if I'm
mad myself.”
Derrick looked up with white, set face. ** It ~
] ¢ 1 is hard on you, Margy; and yet I can not send
1ts solitary place for him. “her from me. No onc elso can manage her;
Marzy came in after his quppor was finished.  she will be abused. She’s my flesh and blood; -
“ She's had one of her worst spells to-ddy, Sir.  she’s my mother's child. There was a time '}
The appetite is on her strong.” when we were all the world to each other.
He looked up, o trifle pale, his fingers nerv-  I've given up all for hor, and T can not pat.
ously playing with the knife before Lim. ; her away from me how; and, b“”&'{”‘é’ his f;;wo
«3he's been begging fox; you, Master Der- ! ;::blgls hands, he gave vent to tearless, choking
rick ; here she comes now. , *That nigh broke me down,” said Margy,--
There was a shuffling of feet in the hall, then ' months Iater, as she was relating the story to.
the door was cautiously opened, and some one o compassionate listener. ¢ [ hadn’t the heart
peeral in with a low, gurgling laugh. Some. 4, say more after that; so I left him goin’ on
one who had been a woman once, but was now iy that awful way, and went back “t") thiat
the mere }nocker)"nf oneg, with her bent Hgure bloated, raving crittur wo tended atween us.
and cunning, torpid face. : Ef our keepin’ her eould comfort the master
“I'm coming, Der, coming from the hottom- * any, she should be kept.” :

less pit. 1 hate Margy—I want brandy, Der— Byt the sore festered ton deeply for faithful
I will have it—will have it !”

* Margy’s healing. She could not alay Derrick’s

The creature came nearver to him, throwing heart-sickness and desolation. Ouce he had

her arms around his neck with a maudlin cry.
The man trembled, his lips growing white un-
der his mustache, but he never once repulsed
her or pushed aside her clinging arms,

““Not that now*® Susan. It’s growing dark ;
come out and sec me light the lantern.’

Her quick, insane cye caught the black wo-
man’s furtive shake of the head. I won't

go!” she eried. ¢“Margy, I hate you! Der,
want some—I want some !” i
He looked pitifully at Margy. ¢Take her !

back and give it her—she has to have it. Go'

with her, Susan.”

She followed the woman like some hungry .
animal, and Derrick was left alone.  This, then,
was the eross Derrick Halsey bore; the living
grief that corroded his life. This the 'secret
that for six weary ycars he had striven to hide
from the harsh judgments of the world. Peo-
ple dimly imagined all was not as it should he,
a mystery enveloped the Halseys. The public
was conscious there was a skeleton in their
closet, and it had a natural desive to bring the
uncanny thing to light. However, it had to
own up to baflled- curiosity, and in rovenge it
circalated strange stories and surmises until
Derrick was surrounded by a misty, Bluebeard
sort of atmosphoro ; and a mild flavor of some-
thing provokingly intangible addod peculiar at-
tractions to the ﬁalsey homestoad.

In those years of Susie's toil, neglect, and
discouragement she had sought relief in the .
use of anodynes and stimulants, until she be- |
came at las, in a painful degree, a slave to the
terrible habit. Never strong.-willed, she had
succumbed insensibly when put.to the test ; had
entered the direful path abutting into hors. |
Spasmodic attempts at reform died away, the
dsgnity and beauty of life was lost to her for
evermore, and she was going on to the end
trammeled soul sud body.  And for six intoler- :
able years Derrick Halsey had tenderly cared
for this misnsed, diseased weman. His pain
and dissppointment had bebn terriblo at first ; *

. meanin

exulted that he was strong-brained, self-poised
—s0 much so that if all the world were to trip
off in a giddy dance to some fat planet, leav-
ing him’ in the awfulness of an unbroken
silence, he could still commune with himself,
and not become an imbecile. Now that pre-
sumptuous belief was painfully shattered. Ho
craved lhuman sympathy. In all the vast
world of humanity did wo heart but poor,
Black Margy’s beat pityingly and kindly for
im? .

Woell, be it so! He had faded into an un-
ing lay-figare. The world did not need
him. After a short space of time the scal of
eternal silence would be pressed on his weary.
lips, and kindly mother earth would take him
to hor breast. There would be no living ones
to care for his grave; but nature’s tears wounld
rain upon it, and the wild grasses and weeds,
“‘ the green things growing,” would cover with
verdure his resting-place.

Weak, paltering fancies these, perhaps, but
they accorded well with the state of his fee
ings now. He felt apathetic; thore was a dv
nameless pain stealing at times over him,
a longing like that of a weary child for res

‘“You don't ‘preciate life ns you ought
said Margy one day, squaring her
shoulders and acanning Derrick shrewdly
kindly, with her bright eyes. ¢ Reme
this, Master Derrick, ‘The Lord is good &
and his tender mercies are over all his'wor|

Ho looked at her fixedly, asif trying to
& clearer insight into her words.” *
Margw! do you believe that for the tu
woman?"” ;

“Yes, I do b’lieve—itz Divine. We
all hev our crosaes to bear; but if we love
trust the One who sends ’em, we can’t de:
And ef our poor little lives ain’t jis
want them to be, we must remembd
directs 'em, and that we hev our duti
the same, We don’t noneof us live
‘gelves.” ' . ’




