
" Strike Whiie the Iron'8 Hot."

led to, the publie-house, and the public-bouse led to the company,
and the cornpany led to the poaching. IL was the old story over
again frorn beginning to end; and yet flot the old story, but worse.
The earnings, that had scarcely been enough for one when drink
made a big hole in thern, were a good deai less for two. The
littie Dlace had already begun to lose sorne of the things that the
lases had prided herseif upon; the garden that 1 had done up for
her eorning was ail wllderness and weeds; and thougli I, like the
garden, had got srnartened up a biù for the wedding, here i1 was,
just as dirty and ragged, thougli the lass slaved and toiled to keep
things rice and tidy. And now-ws the New Year going to be
just the same?

,,There in the loneliness I seemed to see again the sad, pale face
and the ghost of the baby; and, when once I saw it, it just looked
at me out of everything. It was in the moon and the whlte-edged
clouda, and then it was in the very shadows that fiew over me
like gliosts. I seemed to feel ber baud on my shoulder, and lier
voice ut my ea.-I; and then I could se- Lier far up in the clouds, as
if she was gone, vanishing ever so far away in the rnists. 'Don't,
don't go to-niglit.' could hear the words as plain as if she spoke
again in front of me.

&,And then I thought of lier drearn; what did it mean ? Grirn
things and dreadfri would sometimes happen in poaching-tbat
I knew well enougli. And then I laughed at rny folly. No;
sorne day I might see a way out of it, , but not now,' I said to
myseif; 'not now.' And so ini the silence and waiting, having
nothing else to do, I fell asleep. Tired as I was, I slept soundly
enough, and knew nothing more until I woke up, cold, and
wondering what had become of the others.

"4Then the old chureli dock struck one. So then the Old Year
had gone, and the New Year was corne, and the men that I had
waited for had corne and gone, too. I got up, and hurried Vo the
gaVe and listened. There was not a sound. I gave the signal
which eaeh understood, but there was no answer. Whilst 1 slept
they must have passed by, not seeing me anywhere, and now
there was no chance of my finding them. At first 1 was vexed,
enougli Vo have missed them like Vhis. And then there carne
again that pale-faced lass, and the poor littie one at lier breast.
,Corne,' I said to myseif, ' I shahl be able Vo begin the New Year
well, then, after ail.'

"I 1Vurned in over the fields, and hurried across to the littie
cottage. As I came near, I saw%, laVe as it was, a liglit shining ia
the window. I lifted the latch very quietly, for 1 dreaded Vo rneet
the Iass, with her face paler and sadder for Vhis long watching.
As I came in I saw lier kneeling at a chair fast asleep, with the
Bible open before ber. A tear was on lier cheek; iV glistened ia
the candle liglit; and there was the trace of tears on the page.
There was flot a sound except the quick and heavy breathing of
the baby in its cradie. The lass Iooked so white, and with lier
hands lianging down all helpless over the chair, it was like one
dead. I crept behind lier, and looked over lier shoulder at the


