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PREFACE.

OxE episode of this story may need a word of explana-

tion. ~¥t is reported that while the “M illerite ” or Advent- _

ist excitement of 1843 was agitating certain parts of North

America, in one place at least a little band of white-robed -

people ascended a hill in sure expectation of the Second
Advent, and patiently returned to be the laughing stock of
tl;‘eii"/ne;ghbours. This tradition, as 1 heard it in my
childhood, was repeated as if it embodied nothing but
eccentricity and absurdity, yet it naturally struck a child’s

mind with peculiar feelings of awe and pathos. Such an

event appeared picturesque matter for a story. It was not

easy to deal with; for in setting it, as was Decessary, in in

close relatlon to the gam-gettmg, marrying and ngmg in
marriage, of the people among whom it might oceur; it was
difficult to avoid either giving it a poetic emphasis which it
would not appear to have in reality or degrading’ it by that
superficial truth often called realism, which bel,:ittles men.

Any unworthiness in the working out of the incident is

W
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due, not so much to lack of dignity in the subject, or to
lack of material, as to the limitations of. the writer’s
capacity. "

Lest any of my countrymen-¢hould feel that this story is
wanting in sympathy with them, I may pomt out that it
does not happen to deal with Canadians proper, but with
immigrants, most of whom are slow to identify theﬁlselves
with their adopted C(;mltry; hence their point of view is
here 'necessanly set forth.. ‘ , .

I woilld take this: opportumty to express my oblwa.txon
to amy fellow-worker, Miss M. S. Earp, for her constant

a.ml sympathetic criticism and help in composition.

L. D.

EDINBURGH, June, 1893,
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“ Necessity knows no Law.”
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WHAT NECESSITY - KN OWS.

CHAPTER I‘.

INTRODUCTION.

oy

“Ir is not often that what we call the ‘great sorrows of
life’ canse us the greatest sorrow. Death, acute disease,
sudden and great losses—these are someétimes easily borne
compared with those intricate difficulties which, without
name and without appearance, work themselves into the
web of our daily life; and, if not rightly met, corrode and .
tarnish all its brightress.”

So spoke Robert Trenholme, Principal of the New College
and Rector of the English church at Chellaston, in the
Province of Quebec. He sat in his comfortable library.
The light of a centre famp glowed with shaded ray on books
in theu- shelves, but shone strongly on the faces near it.
As Trenholme spoke his words had all the charm lent by
modulated voice and manner, and a face that, though strong, -
could light itself easily with a winning smile. He was a
tall, rather muscular man; his face had that look of battle
that indicates_the nervous temperament. He was talking
to a membeT of his congregation who had called to ask
advicé and sympathy concerning some carking domestic
care. Theradvice had already been given, and the clergy-
man proceeded to give the sympathy in the form above.

His listener was a sxckly-lookmg man, who held by the
~,hand a little boy of five or six years. The child, pale and
3

-
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sober, refmrdéd wﬁt’h incessant mterest the prosperous and
energetic man who was falking to its father.

*“Yes, yes,” replied the troubled visitor, “yes, there’s
some help for the bl" troubles, but none for the small—
you’re right there.”

“No,” saxd the other, “1 did not say there was no help.
It is just those complex difficulties for- which we feel the
help of our fellow-men is inadequate that ought to teach us
to find out how adequate is the help of the Divine Man,
our Saviour, to all our needs.”

“Yes, ¥ es,” said the poor man again, “yes, I suppose what
you say is true.” )

But he evidently did not suppose so. He sidled to the
door, cap in hand. The clergywan said no more. He was
one of those sensitive men who often know instinctively
whether or not their words find response in the heart of the
hearer, and to whom it is always a pain to say ahything, even
the most trivial, which awakes no feeling common to both.

Trenholme himself showed the visitors out of his house
with a genial, kindly manner, and when the departing foot-
steps hatliceased to crunch the garden path he still stood on
his verandah, looking after thé retreating figures and feel-

" ing somewhat depressed—not as we might suppose St. Paul
- Would have felt depressed, had he, in hke manner, taken

the Name for which he lived upon his lips in vain—and to
render that name futile by reason of our‘spiritual insignifi-
ce is surely the worst form of profanity—but he felt
pressed in the way that a gentleman might who, having
ious interests at heart, had failed in a slight attempt
promote one of them. >~
It was the evening of one of the balmy da.ys of a late
Indian summer. The stars of the Canadian sky had faded
and become invisible in the licht of a moon that hung low
and glorlous, giving light to the dry, sweet-scented haze of
autumn air. Trenholﬁna looked out on a neat garden plot,
and beyond;’]m the same enclosure, upon lawns of ragged,
dry-loohfgrass, in the centre of which stood an ugly -
f f d.‘
<
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brick ; hou§e built 1pp1rently for some pubhc purpose.
This was the immediate outlook. Around, the land was
undulatmg, trees were abundant, and were " more apparent
in the moonlight than the flat field spaces between them.
"The graceful lines of leafless elins at the side of the main
road were clearly seen. About half a mile away the lights
of a large village were visible, buf bits of walls and r'able
ends of wlnte houses stood out brighter in the mooxrlwht
thmy the yellow lights within the “Wadews. Where the
lhouses stretched themselves up on a low hill, a little white
chpreh showed clear against the broken shadow of low-
growing pines.

AS Trenholme was survevmw the place dreamily in_the
wonderful light, that light fell also upon him and his habi-
tatien. He was apparentl)a_ ;ntg_ﬂectual and had in hiin
something of the idealist. For the rest, he was a good-
sized, good-looking man, between thirty and f01ty years of
age, and even by the moonlight on¢ mnight see, from the form
of hls clothes, that he was dressed thh fastidious care.
The walls and verandahf his house, which_were of wood,
glistened almost as br whtly with white paint as the knocker
and doorplate did with brass facquer.

After a few minutes; “Tréenholme’s housekeeper, a wiry,
sad-eyed woman, came to see why the door was left open.
When she saw thie master of the house she retired in abrupt,
angular fashion, but the suggestion of her errand recalled
lum from his brief relaxatlom g *

In his study he again sat down before the table where he

“had been talking to his visitors. From thé}l\e_aggs of his

blottln«-paper he took a letter which he had apparently been
interrupted in writing.. He took it out'in a quick, business-
like way, and dipped.his-pen in the ink as though to finish
rapidly; but then heZsat still until the pen dried, and no
further word had been added. Again he dipped his pen,
and again let it dry. If the first sentence of the letter had
taken as long to compose as the second, it was no ‘'wonder

_ that a caller had caused an interruption.
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The letter, as /it lay before him, had about a third of its
page written In a neat, forcible hand. The arms of his
young college’were printed at the top. He had written:—

My dear brother,—I am very much concerned not to have heard
from you for so long. I have written to your old address in Montreal,
but received no answer.

Here came the stop. At last he put pen to paper and
went on:—

Even though we have disagreed as to what oécupation is best for
you to follow, and also as to the degree of reserve that is desirable
as to what our father did, you must surely know that there is nothing
I desire more than your highest welfa,re.

After looking at this ‘sentence for a little while he struck
his pen through the word “highest,” and then,offended
with the appearance of the obhtera.tlon, he copied/this much
of the letter on a“fresh sheet and again stopped.

‘When he continued, it was on the old sheet. e made a
writing, crossing out, apd rewrit-
ing. It seemed that the task to which he had spt himself
was almost harder than could appear” possible,/for, as he
became more absorbed in it, there was evidence of discom-
fort in his attitude, and although the room was not warm,
the moisture on his forehead became visible in the strong
light of the lamp dbove him. At length, after preliminary
pauses had been followed by a lengthened period of vigor-
ous writing, the letter was’ copied, and the writer sealed it
with an air of obvious relief.

That done, he wrote another letter, the composition of
which, although it engaged his care, was apparently so much
pleasanter, that perhaps the doing of it was chosen on the
same principle as one hears a farce after a tragedy, in order
to sleep the more easily.

This second letter was to a lady. When Tt was Wntten,
Trenholme pulled an album-from a private drawer, and
looked long and with interested attention at the face of the
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lady to whom he had written. It was the face of a young,
handsome girl, who bore herself proudly. The fashion of
the dress would have suggested to a calculating mind that
the portrait had been taken some years before; but what
man who imagines himself a lover, in regarding the face of
the absent dear one in the well-known picture, adds in
thought the marks of time? If he had beén impartial he
would have asked the portrait if the face from which it was
taken had grown more proud and cold as the years went
by, or more sad and gentle—for, surely, in this work-a-day
world of ours, fate would not be likely to have gifts in
store that would wholly satisfy those eager, ambitious eyes;
but, being a man no wiser than many other men, he looked
at the rather faded photograph with considerable pleasure,
and ‘asked no questlons -

It grew late as He contemplated the lady’s picture, and,
moreover, he was not one, under any excuse, to spend much

-time in idleness. He put away his album, and then, having
.. personally locked up his house and said good-night to his
housekeeper, he went upstairs.

Yet, in spite of all that Trenholme’s pleasure in the letter
and the possession of the photograph might betoken, the
missive, addressed to a lady named Miss Rexford, was not
a love-letter. It ran thus:—

I cannot even feign anger against ¢ Dame Fortune,’” that, by so
unexpected a turn of her wheel, she should be even now bringing you
to the remote village where for some time I have been forced to make
my home, and where it is very probable I shall remain for some years
longer. I do, of course, unfeignedly regret the financial misfortune
which, 4s T understand, has made it necessary for Captain Rexford
to bring you all out to this young country ; yet to me the pleasure of
expecting such neighbours must far exceed any other feeling with
which I regard your advent. .

I am exceedingly glad if I have been able to be of service to Cap-
tain Rexford in making his business arrangements here, and hope all
will prove satisfactory. I have only to add that, although you must
be prepared for much that you will find dlﬁerent from English life,
much that is rough and ungainly and uncomfortable, you may feel

(.
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confident that, with a little patience, the worst roughness of colonial
life will spon- be overcome, and that you will find compensation a
thousand times over in the glorious climate and cheerful prospects
of this new land.

As I have never had the pleasure of meeting Captain and Mrs.
Rexford, I trust you will excuse me for addressing this note of wel-
come to you, whom I trust I may still look upon as a friend. I have
not forgotten the winter when I received encouragement and counsel
from you, who had so many to admire and-occupy you that, looking”
back now, I feel it strange that you should have_found time to bestow
in mere kindness.

:-‘ < ,".:

Here there followed co,urﬁepus salutations to the Hady’s
father and mother, brothers afid sisters. The’ letter was
signed in friendly style and_ dddressed to an hotel in Hali-
fax, where apparently it was to await the arrival of the
fair stranger from some other shore. -

It is probable that, in the interlacings of human lives,
events are happening every moment which, although bearing
according to present knowledge no possible relation to our
own lives, are yet to have an influence on our future and
make havoe with our expectations. The train is laid, the
fuse is lit, long before we know it.

" That night, as Robert Trenholme sealed his letters, an
event took place that was to test by a strange influence the
lives of these three people—Robert Trenholme, the lady of
whom he thought so pleasantly, and the young brother to
whom he had written so laboriously. And the event was
that an old settler, who dwelt in a remote part of the coun-
tty, went out of his cabin in the delusive moonlight, slipped
on a steep place, and fell, thereby receiving an inward hurt
that was to bring him death.

CHAPTER II

THE Indian summer, that lingers in the Canadian forest
after the fall of the leaves, had passed away. The earthlay _
frozen, ready to bear the snow. The rivers, with edge of
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thin ice upon their quiet places, rolled, gathering into the
surface of their waters the cold that would so seon create
their erystal prison.

The bright sun of a late November day was shining upon
a small lake that lay in the lonely region to the west of the
Gaspé Peninsula near the Matapediac Valley. There was
one farm clearing on a slope of the wild hills that encircled
the lake. The place was very lonely. An eagle that rose
from the fir-clad ridge above the clearing might from its
eminence, have seen other human hablt'l,txons, but such sight
was denied to the dwellers in the rude log-house on the
clearing. The eagle wheeled in the air and ﬁew southward.
A girl standing near the log-house watched it with discon- '
tented eyes.

The blue water of the lake, with ceaseless lappmg, cast
up glinting reflections of the cold sunlight. Down the
hillside a stream ran to join the lake, a,nd it was on the
more ‘sheltered slope by this stream, where grey-limbed
maple trees grew, that-the cabin stood. Above and around,
the steeper slopes bore only fir trees, whose cone-shaped or
spiky forms, sometimes burnt and charred, sometimes dead
and grey, but for the most part green and glossy, from shore
and slope and ridge pointed always to the blue zenith.

The log-house, with its rougher sheds, was hard by the
stream’s ravine. About the other sides of it stretched a few
acres of tilled land.” Round this land the maple wood
closed, and under its grey trees there was a tawny brown
carpet of fallen leaves from which the brighter autumn
colours had already faded. Up the hillside in the fir wood
there were gaps where the trees had been felled for lumber,
and about a quarter of a mile from the liouse a rudely built
lumber slide descended to the lake.

It was about an hour before sundown when the eagle had
risen and fled, and the sunset light found the girl who had
watched it still standing in the same place. All that time
a man had been talking to her; but she herself had not been
talking, she had given him little.reply. The two were not

r
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close to the house; large, square-built piles of logs, sawn
and split for winter fuel, separated them from it. The man
leaned against the wood now; the girl stood upright, leaning
on. nothing.

Her face, which was healthy, was at the same time pale.
L 1 Her hair was very red, and she had much of it. She wasa °
[ B large, strong young woman. She looked larger and stronge#
(than the man with whom she was conversing. He was a

thin, haggard fellow, not at first noticeable in the landseape,

for his clothes and beard were faded and worn into colours

of earth and wood, so that Nature seemed to have dealt with

him as she. deals with her most defenceless creatures, caus-
] o ing them to grow so like their surroundings that even their
enemies do not easily observe them. This man, however, ~
was not lacking in a certain wiry physical strength, nor in
power of thought or of will. And these latter powers, if
the girl possessed them, were as yet only latent in her, for
she had the heavy and undeveloped appearance of backward
youth.

The man was speaking earnestly At last he said:—

“Come now, Sissy, be a good lassie and say that ye’re
content to stay. Ye’ve always been a good Iassw and done
what I told ye before.”

His accent was Scotch, but not the broad Scotch of an
entirely uneducated man. There was sobriety written in -
the traits of his face, and more—a certain quality. of intel~
lectual virtue of the higher stamp. He was not young, but
he was not yet old.

“T haven’t,” said the girl sullenly.

He sighed -at her perverseness. ¢ That’s not the way I
!, remember it. I’m sure, from the time ye were quite a wee

one, ye have always tried to please me. "« We all come short
sometimes; the thing is, what we are trymgto do.”

He spoke as if her antagomsm to what he had been
saying, to what he was yet saying, had had a painful effect
-upon him which he was endeavouring to hide. : o
The girl looked over his head—at the smoke that was
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pxoceed.m" from the log-house chlmne) She saw it curl
and wreathe itself against the cold blue east. It was white
wood smoke, and as she watched it began to turn yellow in
the light from the sunset. She did not turn to see whence
the )ellow ray came.

“Now that father’s dead, I won’t stay here, ’\Ir Bates.”
She said “I won’t” just as a sullen, naughty girl would
speak. “’Twas hateful enough to stay while he lived, but

. now you and Miss Bates ate nothmc to me.”

“Nothing to ye, Sissy?” The Words seemed to come out
of him in pained surprise. :
“T know you’ve brought me up, and taught me, and been

' far kinder to me than father ever was; but I’m not to stay

here a]l my life because of that.”
“’B'urn, I have just been telling ye there “is nothing else
ye2a% o just now. I have no ready money. Your father

. had nothing to leave ye but his share of this place; and,

so far, we’ve just got along year by year, and that’s all.
I'll work it as well as I can, and, if ye like, ye’re welcome
to live free and lay by your share year by year till ye have
something to take with ye and-are old enough to go away.
But if ye go off now ye’ll have to live as a servant, and ye
couldn’t thole that, and I éouldn’t for ye. . Ye have no one -
to protect ye now but me. I’ve no fl'leﬂdb to send ye to.
What do ye know. of the world? It’s uhkind—ay, and it’s
wicked too.”

“How’s it so wicked? You’re not w1cked nor .father,
nor me, nor the men—how’s people outs1de so much
wickeder?” -

- Bates’s mouth—it was a rather broad, powerful mouth—
began to grow hard at her continued contention, perhaps
also at the thought of the evils of which he dreamed. “It’s
a very evil world,” he said, just as he would have sald that
two and two made four to a child who had dared to question
that fact. “Ye’re too young to understand it now: ye must
take my word for it.” '

She made no sort of answer; she gave no sign of yield-
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ing; but, because she had made no answer, he, self-willed -
and opinionated man that he was, felt assured that she had
no answer to give, and went on to talk as if that one point
were settled.

“Ye can be happy here if ye will only thmk so.” If we
seem hard on ye in the house about the meals and that, I'll
try to be better tempered. Ye haven’t read all the books
we have yet, but- 1’1l get more the first chance if ye like.

. Come, Sissy, think how lonesome I’d be without ye!”

He moved his shoulders nervously while he spoke, as if
the effort to coax was a greater strain than the effort to teach
orcommand. His manner might have been that of a father
who wheedled a child to do right, or a lover who sued on
his own behalf; the better love, for that matter, is much the
same in all relations of life.

This: last plea evidently moved her just a little. “I’m
sorry, Mr. Bates,” she said.

“ What are ye sorry for, Sissy"”

“That I’m to leave you

“But ye’re not going. ‘Can’t ye get that out of your

- head? How will ye go?”

“In the boat, when they take father.” ’

At that the first flash’ of anger came from him. “Ye
won’t go, if I have to hold ye by main force. I can’t go to
bury your father. I have to stay here and earn bread and
butter for you and me, or we’ll come short of it. If ye
think I’m oomo' to let ye go with a man I know little
about

His voice broke off in indignation, and as for the" girl,
whether from sudden anger at being thus spoken to, or from
the conviction of disappointment which had been slowly

forcing itself upon her, she began to cry. His anger van-

ished, leaving an evident discomfort behind. He stood
before her with a weary look of effort on his face, as if he
were casting all things in heaven and earth about in his
mind to find which of them would be most likely to afford
her comfort, or at least, to put an end to tears which, per-
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haps for % reason unknown to himself, gave him excessive
annoyance. v

“Come, Sissy ”—feebly-—“ give over.’

But the glrl went on crying, not loudly or passionately,
but With no sign of discontinuance, as shesstood there, large
and miserable, before hinr: He settled his shoulders obsti-
nately against the wood pile, thinking to wait till she should
speak or make some further sign. Nothing but strength of
will kept him in his place, for he would gladly have fled
from her.. He had now less guidance than before to what
was passing in her mmd for her face was more hidden from
his sight as the light of the sinking sun focussed more
exclusively in the ﬁelds of western skﬁl:lhind her.

Then the sun went down behind the “rugged hills of the
lake’s other shore; and,~gs it sank below their sharp out-
lines, their sides, which had been clear and green, became
dim and purple; the blue went out of the waters of the
lake, they became the hue of steel touched with iridescence
of gold; and above the hills, vapour that had before been
almost invisible in the sky, now hung in upright layers of
purple mist, blossoming into primrose yellow on the lower
edges. A few moments more and grey bloom, such ‘as one
sees on purple fruit, was on these vast hangings of cloud
that grouped themselves more largely, and gold flames
burned on their fringes. Behind them there were great
empty reaches of lambent blue, and on the sharp edge of
the shadowed hills there was a line of fire.

It produced in Bates unthinking irritation that Nature
should quietly go on outspreading her evening magnificence
in _face of his discomfort. In ordinary light or darkness
oné accepts the annoyances of life as coming Call § in the day’s
wotk; but Nature has her sublime moments in which, if the
sensmve mind may not yield itself to her delight, it is
forced into extreme a.ntagonism, either to her or to that

which withholds from joining in her ecstasy. Bates was a’

man sensitive to many forces, the response to which within
him was not openly acknowledged to himself. He was

-"“»

N



"

3
14 "WHAT NECESSITY KNOI'S [BoOK 1

familiar with the magnificence of sunsets in this region, but
his mind was not dulled to the marvel of the coloured glory
in which the dayligh&o often culminated.

He looked off at the western sky, at first chiefly conscious
of the unhappy girl who stood in front of him and irritated
by that intervening shape; but, as his vision wandered
along the vast reaches of illimitable clouds and the glorious
gulfs of 'sky, his mind yielded itself the rather to the beauty
and light. More dusky grew the purple of the upper
mists whose upright layers, like league-long wings of softest
feather held edge downward to the earth, ever changed in
form without apparent movement. More sparkling glowed
the gold upon their edges. The sky beneath the cloud was
now like emerald. The soft darkness of purple slate was on
the hills. The lake took on a darker shade, and daylight
began to fade from the upper blue.

It was only perhaps a moment—one of those moments-

an had gone out ‘of him, as it were, into the vastness of the
sunset; and when he recalled it his situation took on for
him a somewhat different aspect. He experienced some-
thing of that temporary relief from personal responsibility
that moments of religious sentimert often give to minds
that are unaccustomed to religion.- He had been free for
the time to disport himself in something infinitely larger
and wider than his little world, and he took up his duty at
the point at which he had left it with something of this
sense of freedom lingering with him.

He was a good man—that is, a man whose face would
have made it clear to any true observer that he habitually

fx which time has no measurement—that the soul of this
m

.- did the right in contradistinction to the wrong. He was,

moreover, religious, and would not have been likely to fall
into any delusion of mere sentiment in the region of re-
ligious emotion. But that which deludes a man commonly
comes through a safe channel. As a matter of fact, the
excitement which the delight of the eye had produced im
him was a perfectly wholesome feeling, but the largeness of
heart it gave him at that moment was unfortunate.
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The girl stood just as before, ungainly and without power’
of expression because undeveloped, but excitation of thought
made what she might become apparent to him in that which
she was. He became more generous towards her, more
loving.

“Don’t greet, that’s a good .lassie,” he said soothingly.
“There’s truth in what ye haye said—that it’s dull for ye
here because ye have nothing to look ahead to. Well, 1’11
tell ye what I didn’t mean to tell ye while ye are so young
—when ye’re older, if ye’re a good lassie and go on learning
your lessons as ye have been doing, I will ask ye to marry
me, and then (we hope of course to get more beforehand wi’
money as years go) ye will have more interest and——"

“Marry!” interrupted the girl, not strongly, but speaking
in faint wonder, as if echoing a word she did not quite
understand.

“Yes,” he went on with great kindliness, “I talked it
over with your father before he went, and he was pleased. I
told him that, in a year or two, if he liked it, I would marry
ye—it’s only if ye lz'ke, of course; and ye’d better not think
about it now, for ye’re too young.”

“Marry me!” This time the exclamation came from her
with a force that was appalling to him. The coarse hand-
kerchief which she had been holding td her eyes was with-
drawn, and with lips and eyes open she exclaimed again:
“Marry me! You!”

It was remarkable how this man, who so far was using,
and through long years had always used, only the tone of
mentor, now suddenly began. to try to justify himself with
almost childlike timidity.

“Your father and I didn’t know of any one else here-
abouts that would suit, and of course we knew ye would
naturally be disappointed if ye didn’t marry.” He went on
muttering various things about the convenience of such an
arrangement.

She listened to nothing more than hlS first sentence, and
began to move away from him slowly a few steps backwards:

4
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then, perceiving that she had come to the brink of the level
ground, she turned and suddenly stretched out her arm with
almost frantic longing toward the cold, grey lake and the
dark hills behind, wlrere the fires of the west still struggled
with the encroaching November night.

As she turned there was light enough for him to see how
bright the burning colour of her hair was—bright as the
burning copper glow on the lower feathers of those great
shadowy wings of cloud—the wings of night that were
enfolding the dying day. Some idea, gathered indefinitely
from both the fierceness of her gesture and his transient
observation of the colour of her hair, suggested to him that
he had trodden on the sacred ground of a passionate heart.

Poor man! He would have been only too glad just then
to have effaced his foot-prints if he had had the least idea

“how to do it. The small shawl she wore fell from her

unnoticed as she went quickly into the house. He picked
it up, and folded it awkwardly, but with meditative care.
It was a square of orange-coloured merino, such as pedlars
who deal with the squaws always carry, an ordinary thing
for a settler’s child to possess. As he held it, Bates felt
compunction that it was not something finer and to his idea
prettier, for he did not like the colour. He deéided that he
would purchase ‘something better for her as soon as possible.
He followed her into the house.

°

- CHAPTER III

NicaT, black and cold, settled over the house that had
that day for the first time been visited by death. Besides
the dead man, there were now three people to sleep in it:

. an old woman, whose failing brain had little of intelligence

left, except.such as showed itself in the everyday habits of
a long and orderly life; the young girl, whose mind slow by
nature in reaching maturity and retarded by the monotony

__of her life, had not yet gained the power of realising its
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own deeper thoughts, still less of explaining them to
another; and this man; Bates, who, being by natural con-
stitution peculiarly suseeptible to the strain of the sight of
illness and death which he had just undergone, was not in
the best condition to resist thc morbid influences of unhappy
companionship.

The girl shed tears as she moved about sullenly. She
would not speak to Bates, and he did not in the least under-
stand that, sullen as she was, her speechlessness did not
.. result from that, but from inability to reduce to any form
the chaotic emotions within her, or tg find any expression

. which might represent her distress. He could not realise

that the childish mnind that had power to converse for trivial
things had, as yet, no word for the not-trivial; that the
blind womanly emotion on which he had trodden had as yet
no counterpart in womanly thought, which might have
formed excuses for his conduct, or at least have compre-

hended its simplicity. He only felt uneasily that her former ’

cause of contention with him, her determination, sudden as
her father’s death, to leave the only home she possessed,
was now enforced by her antagonism to the suggestion he
had made of a future marriage, and he felt increasing annoy-
ance that it should be so. Naturally enough, a deep under-
current of vexation was settling’ mJus mmd towards her for
feeling that antagonism, but he was vexed also with himself
~ for having suggested the fresh source of contest just now to

complicate the issue between them as to whether she should .

remain where she was, at any rate for the present. Remain
she must; he was clear upon that point. The form of his
religious theories, long held in comparative isolation from
mankind, convinced him, whether truly or not, that hu-
manity was a very bad thing; she should not leave his
protection, and he was considerate enough to desire that,
when the time came for launching the hoat which was to
. take her father’s body to burial, he should not need to
detain her by force.

The girl set an ill-cooked snpper before Bates and the

-
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. hired man, and would not herself eat. As Bates sat at his
p supper he felt drearily that his position was hard; and,
being a mian whose training disposed him to v*wuuly look
for the cause of trial in sin, wondered what he had done
that it had thus befallen hima. His memory reverted to the
time when, on an emigrant ship, he had made friends with
the man Cameron who that day had died, and they had
agreed to choose their place and cast in their lot together. -
It had been part of the agreement that the aunt who accom-
panied Bates should do the woman’s work of the neiw home
until she was too old, and that Cameron’s child should do it
when she was“old enough. -

The girl was a little fat'thing then, wearing a red hood.
Bates, uneasy in his mind both as to his offer of marriage
and her resentment, asked himself if he was to blame that
he had begun by being kind to her then, that he had played
with her upon the ship s deck, thiat on their land journey he
had often carried her in his arms, or that, in the years of
the hard isolated life’ which since then they had all lived,
y he had taught and trained the girl with far more care than
B her father had bestowed on her. "Or was he to blame that
he had so often been strict and : §évere with her? Or was he

unjust in feeling now that he had a righteous claim td

respect and consideration from her to an almost greater

\ extent than the dead father whose hard, silent life had
showed forth little of the proper attributes of fatherhood?

Or did the sin for which he was now being punished lie in
the fact that, in spite of her constant wilfulness and frequent

stupidity, he still felt such affection for his pupil as made

him unwilling, as he phrased it, to seek a wife elsewhere

and thus thrust her from her place in the household. Bafes

had a certain latent contempt for women; wives he thought
were easily found and not altogether dgsua.ble and with ..
: that inconsistency common to men, he looked upon his pro- -
- . posal to the girl now as the result of 'a much more unselfish ‘-
: impulse than he ha.d,.done an hour ago, before she exclaimed

at it s0 scornfully. ~He did not know how to answer h1m-
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self. In all honesty he could not accuse himself of not
having done his duty by the-girl or of any desire to shirk it
in the future; and that being the case, he grew every minute
more inclined to believe that the fact that his duty was now’
being made so disagreeable to him was owing, not to any
P fault of his, but to the naughtiness of her disposition.
The hired man slept in an outer shed.. When he had
"+ aone, and Bates went up to his own bed in the-loft of the
log-house, the last sound that he heard was the girl sobbing
where she lay beside the old woman in the rodin below.
The sound was not cheering.
3 The next day was sunless and colder. Twice that morn-
v; ing Sissy Cameron stopped Bates at his work to urge her
. determination to leave the place, and twice he again-set his
reasons for refusal before her with what patience fie could
command. He .told her, what she knew withq‘u:h telling,
that the winter was close upon them, that the winter’3-work
at the lumber was necessary for their livelihood, that it was
not in his power to find her an escort for a journey at this
"season or to seek another home for her. Theén, when she
came to him again a third time, his anger broke out, and he
treated her with neither patience nor good sense. ’
It was in the afternoon, and a chill north breeze ruffled
the leaden surface of the lake and seemed to curdle the
water with its breath; patches of soft ice already mottled
it. The sky was white, and leafless maple and.evergreen
-seemed almost alike colourless in the dull, cold air. Bates
-had turned from his work to stand for a few moments on
the hard trodden level in front of the house and survey the
weather. He had reason to survey it with anxiety. He
was anxious to send the dead man’s body to the nearest
graveyard for decent burial, and the messenger and cart sent
-on this errand were to bring back another man to work with
him at felling the timber that was to be sold next spring.

. The only way by n his house and other houses lay across
the lake and through a~w p_in the hills, a way that was
passable now, and passable in ¢alm j\ays when winter had

~
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fully come, but impassable at the time of forming ice and of
falling and drifting snow. He hoped that the snow and ice
would hold off until his plan could be carried out, but he
held his face to the keen cold breeze and looked at the mottled
surface of the lake with irritable anxiety. Tt was not his
way to confide his anxiety to any ‘one; he was bearing it
alone when the girl, who liad been sauntering aimlessly
out, came to him.

“If I don’t go with the boat to-morrow,” she said, “I’1l
walk across as soon as the ice’ll bear.”

‘With that he turned upon her. ‘“And if I was a worse
man than I am I’d let ye. It would be a comfort to me to
be rid of ye. Where would ye go, or what would ye do?
Ye ought to be only too thankful to have a comfortable home

where ye’re kept from harm. It’s a cruel and bad world, I -

tell ye; it’s going to destruction as fast as it can, and ye’d
go.with it.” -

The girl shook with passion. “I’d do nothing of the
sort,” she choked. .

All the anger and dignity of her being were aroused, but
it did not follow that she had any power to give them ade-
quate utterance. She turned from him, and, as she stood,
the attitude of her whole figure spoke such incredulity,
scorn, and anger,-that the flow of hot-tempered arguments
with which he was still ready to seek to persuade her
reason, died on his lips.~—He lost all self-control in increas-
ing ill-temper.

“Ye may prance and ye may dance”—he jerked the
phrase between his teeth, using words wholly inapplicable
to her attitude because he could not analyse its offensiveness
sufficiently to find words that applied to it. “Yes, prance
and dance as much as ye like, but ye’ll not go in the boat
to-morrow if ye’d six fathers to bury instead of one, and
ye’ll not set foot out of this clearing, where I can look after

- ye. Isaid to the dead I’d take care of ye, and I’ll do it—

ungrateful lass though ye are.”
He hurded the last words at her as he turned and went
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into a shed at the side of the house in which he had before
been working.

The girl stood quite still as long as he was avithin sight.
She seemed conscious of his presence though she was not
looking towards him, for as soon as he had stepped within
the low opening of the shed, she moved away, walking in a
wavering track across the tilled land, walking as if move-
ment was the end of her purpose, not as if she had destina-
tion.

The frozen furrows of the plourrhed land erumbled beneath
her heavy-tread. The north wind grew stronger. When
she reached the edge of the maple wood and looked up with
swollen, tear-blurred eyes, she saw the grey branches moved
by the wind, and the red squirrels leaped from branch to
branch and tree to tree as if blown by the same air. She
wandered up one side of the clearing and down the other,
sometimes wading knee-deep in loud rustling maple legyes
gathered in dry hollows within the wood, sometimes stum-
bling over frozen furrows as she crossed corners of the
pl()uOhed land, walking all the time in helpless, hopeless
anger. .

When, however, she came back behind the house to th'mt
part of the clearing bounded by the narrow and not very
deep ravine which runaning water had cut into the side of
the hill, she seemedNo g vather soie reviving sensations from
the variety which the bed of the brook presented to her
view. Here, on some dozen feet of steeply sloping rock
and earth, which on either side formed the trough of the

brook, vefreta,ble life was evidently more delicate and luxu-

riant than elsewhere, in the season when it had sway.

" Even now, when the reign of the frost held all such life in
abeyance, this grave of the dead summer lacked neither

fretted tomb nor wreathing garland; for above, the bitter-
sweet hung out heavy festoons of coral berries over the pall
of its faded leaves, and beneath, on frond of fern and
stalk of aster, and on rough surface of lichen-covered rock,
the frost had turned the spray of water to white crystals,
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and_the stream, with imprisoned far-off murmur, made its
little leaps within fairy palaces of icicles, and spread itself
in pools whose leafy contents gave colours of mottled mar-
ble to the ice that had grown upon them. It was on the
nearer bank of this stream, where, a little below, it curved
closer to the house, that her father, falling with a frost-
loosened rock, had received his fatal injury. Out of the
pure idleness of despondeney it occurred to the girl that,
from the point at which she had now arrived, she might
. obtain a new view of the small landslip which had caused
the calamity.

She cast her arms round a‘lithe young birch whose silver
trunk bent from the top of the bank, and thus bridging the
tangle of shrub and vin® she hung over the short precipice
to examine the spot with sad curiosity.

She herself could hardly have told what thoughts passed .

through her mind as, childlike, she thus lapsed from hard
anger into temporary amusement. But greater activity of
mind did come with the cessation of movement and the
examination of objects which stimulated such fancy as she
possessed. She looked at the-beauty in the ravine beneath
her, and at the rude destruction that falling earth and rock
had wrought in it a few #fards further down. She began
to wonder whether, if the roots of the tree on which she
was at full length stretched should give way in the same
manner, and such a fall prove fatal to her also, Mr. Bates

would be sorry. It gave her a semsation of pleasure to .

know that such a mishap would annoy and distress him
very much; and, at the very moment of this sensation, she

.

drew back and tested the firmness of the ground about its*

roots before resigning herself unreservedly to the tree
again. When she had resumed her former position with a
feelmg of perfect safety, she continued for a few minutes
to dilate in fancy upon the suffering that would be caused
by the death her whim had suggested She was not a cruel

girl, not on the whole ill-natured, yet such is human nature .

that this idea was actually the first that had given her sat-
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1sfaction for many hours. How sorry Mr. Bates m
when he found her dead, that he had dared to speak so
angrily to her! Tt was, in a way, luxurious to contemplate
the pathos of such an artistic death for herself, and its
fine effect, by way of revenge, upon the guardlan Who had
made himself intolerable to her.
» From her post of observation she now saw, Wha.t had not
] before been observed by any one, that where rock and earth
E had fallen treacherously under her father’s tread, another
portion of the bank was loosened ready to fall. " Where ‘ .
this loosening—the work no doubt of the frost—ha,d taken
place, there was but a narrow passage between the ‘ravine
and the house, and she was startled to be the first to dis-
cover what was so essential for all in the house to know.
For many days the myriad leaves of the.forest had lain
every where in the dry atmosphere peculiar to a Canadian
autumn, till it seemed now-that all weight and. moisture
had left them. They were curled and puckered into ‘half
y}oﬁns, ready for the wind to toss and drift into every
ailable gap. So strewn was this passage with such dry
leaves, which even now the wind was drifting upon it more
thickly, that the danger might easily have rema.ined unseen.
Then, as faney is fickle, her mind darted from the pleas-
urable idea of her own death to consider how it would be if
she did not make known her discovery and allowed her
enemy to walk into the snare. This idea was not quite as -
attractive as the former, for it is sweeter to think of oneself E—
as inmocently dead and mourned, than as guilty and perform-
ing the office of mourner for another; and it was of -herself
only, whether as pictured in Bates’s sufferings or as left _
liberated by hig death, that the girl was thinking. Still it
afforded relaxgtion to imagine what she might do if she
, istress of the situation; and she devised a
scheme of action™for these circumstances that, in its clever
adaptation to what would be required, would have greatly
amazed the man who looked upon her as an unthinking child.
The difference between a strong and a weak mind is not
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that the strong mind does not indulge itself in wild fancies,
but that it never gives to such fancy the power of capri-

cious sway over the centres of purpose. This.young-woman

was strong ih mind as in body. Xo~ ﬂlckenn" intention
of actually performing that ‘which she had imagined had
place within her. She played with the idea of death as
she might have played with a toy, while resting herself
from the angry question into which' her whole being had

for two days concentrated itself, as to how she could thwart-

the will of the man who had assumed authority over her,
and gain the freedom that she felt was necessary to life
itself. -

She had not la.m many minutes upon the out-growing
birch before she had again forgotten her gust of revengeful
fancy, and yielded herbelf to her former serious mood Wlth
a reaction of greater earnestness. The winter beauty of
the brook, the grey, silent trees above, and the waste of
dry curled léaves all round—these faded from her observa-
tion because the eye of her mind was again turned inwards
to confront the circumstances of her difficulty.

As she leaned thus in childlike attitude gnd womanly
size, her arms twined round the tree and her cheek resting
on its smooth surface, that clumsiness which in all young
animals seems 1nseparable from the period when recent
physical growth is not yet entirely peunea.ted by the char-
acter-life which gives it individual expression, was not
apparent, ‘and any intelligent eye seeing her would have
seen large beauty in her figure, which, like a Venus in the
years when art was young, had no cra,mped proportions.
Her rough, grey dress huncr heavily about he1, the mocca-
sins that encased her feet were half hidden in the loose pile
of dry leaves which had drifted high against the root of
the tree. There was, however, no visible eye there to
observe her youthful comeliness or her youthful distress.
If some angel was- near, regarding her, she did not know
it, and if she had, she would not have been much inter-
ested; there was nothing in-her mood to respond to angelie
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pity or appreciation. As it was, the strong tree was im-

potent to return her embrace; its cold bark had no response

for the caress of her cheek; the north wind that howled,:
the trees that swayed, the demd leaves that rustling fled,
and the stream that murmured under its ice, gave but drear
compamonshlp Had she yielded her mind to their in-
fluence, the desires of her heart might have been numbed
to a transient despair more nearly akin to a virtuous resig-
nation to circumstanee than the revolt that was now ram-
pant within her. She did not yield; she-was not now
observing them\—ﬂbhey only effected upon:ler inattentive
© senses an impression of misery which fed the strength of
revolt. 2

A minute or two more and the recumbent position had'
become unendurable as too passive to correspond with the
inward energy. She clambered back, and, standing upon
level ground, turned, facing the width of the bare clearing
and the rough buildings on it, and looked toward the down-
ward slope and the wild lake, whose cold breath of water
was agitated by the wind. The sky was full of cloud.

She stood up with folded arms, strength and energy in
the stillness of her attitude. She heard the sound of car-
penter’s tools coming from the shed into which Bates had
retired. No other hmt of humanity was in the world to
which she listened, which she surveyed. As she folded
her arms she folded her bright coloured old shawl about
her, and seemed to gather within its folds all warmth of
colour,’all warmth of feeling, that was in that wild, deso-
late place.

A flake of snow fell on-the shawl; she did not notice it.

. Another rested upon her cheek; then she started. She did
not move much, but her face hfted itself slightly; her tear-
swollen eyes were wide open; her lips were palted as if
her breath could hardly pass to and fro quickly enough to
keep pace with agitated thought. The snow had begun to
come. She knew well that it would go on falling, not to-
day perhaps, nor to-morrow, but as certamly as time would
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bring the following days, so certainly, the snow would fall,
covering the frozen surface of the earth and water with
foot above foot of powdery whiteness. Far as she now
was from the gay, active throng of fellow-creatures which
she conceived as existing in the outer world, and with
whom she longed to be, the snow would make that distance
not only great, but impassable to her, unaided.

It was true that she had threatened Bates with flight by
foot across the frozen lake; but she knew in truth that such
departure was as dependent on the submission of his will

to hers as was her going in the Elﬁo/rc;wu:alﬂway by boat
the next day, for the track of her snmow-shoes and the

. slowness of her journey upon them would always keep her

within his power.

The girl contemplated the falling flakes and her own
immediate future at the same moment. The one notion
clear to her mind was, that she must get away from that
place before the cold had time to enchain the lake, or these
flakes to turn the earth into a frezen sea. Her one hope
whas in the boat that would be launched to carry her dead
father. She must go. She must go!

Youth would not be strong if it did not seek for happi-
ness with all its strength, if it did not spurn pain with
violence. All the notions that went to make up this girl’s
idea of pain were gathered from her present life of monot-
ony and loneliness. All the notions that went to make up
her idea, of happiness were culled from what she had heard
and dreamed of life beyond her wilderness. Added to this
there was the fact that the man who had presumed to stand
between her and the accomplishment of the first strong vo-
lition of her life. had become intolerable to her—whether
more by his severity or by his kindliness she could not tell.
She folded her shawl-draped arms more strongly across her
breast, and hugged to herself all the dreams and desires,
hopes and dislikes, that had grown within her as she had
grown in mind and stature in that isolated place.

How could she accomplish her will?

9
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The flakes fell upon the copper gloss of her uncombed
hair, on face and hands that reddened to the cold, and
gathered in the folds of the shawl. She stood as still as
a waxen figure, if waxen figure could ever be true to the
-power of will which her pose betrayed. When the ground
was white with small dry flakes she moved again. Her

reverie, for lack of material, seemed to have come to noth-

ing fresh. + She determined to prefer her request again to
Bates. )

She walked round the house and came to the shed door.
In this shed large kettles and other vessels for potash-
making were set up, but in front of these Bates and his
man were &t work making a rude pinewood coffin. The
servant was the elder of the two. He had a giant-like,
sinewy frame and a grotesquely small head; his cheeks
were round and red like apples, and his long whiskers
evidently received some attention from his vanity; it
seemed an odd freak for vanity to take, for all the rest
of him was rough and dirty. He wriggled when the girl
darkened the doorway, but did not look straight at her.

“There’s more of the bank going to slip where father
fell—it’s loose,” she said. .

They both heard. The servant answered her, comment-
ing on the information. These were the only words that
were said for some time. The girl stood and pressed her-
self against the side of the door. Bates did not look at
her. At last she addressed him again. Her voice was low
and gentle, perhaps from fear, perhaps from desire to per-
suade, perhaps merely from repression of feeling.

“Mr. Bates,” she said, “you’ll let me go in the boat with
that? ”—she made a gesture toward the unfinished coffin.

His anger had cooled since he had last seen her, not
lessening but hardening, as molten metal loses malleability
as it cools. Much had been needed to fan his rage to flame,
but now the will fused by it had taken the mould of a hard

decision that nothing but the blowing of another fire would
melt. - g "
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“Ye’ll not go unless you go in a coffin instead of along-
side of it.”
" The coarse humour of his refusal was analogous to the
laugh of a chidden child; it expressed not amusement, but

an attempt to conceal nervous discomposure. The other

man laughed; liis mind was low enough to be amused. . -

“It’s no place for me here,” she urged, “and I ought by
rights to go to the burying of my father.”

“There’s no place for ye neither where he’ll be buried;
and as to ye being at the funeral, it’s only because I’m a
long sight better than other men about the country that I
don’t shovel him in ‘where he fell. P'm getting out the
boat, and sending Saul here and the ox-cart two days jour-
ney, to have him put decently in a churchyard. I don’t
b’lieve, if I’d died, you and your father would have done as
much by me.”

As he lauded his own righteousness his voice was less
hard for the moment, and, hke a child, she caught~some
hope.

“Yes, it’s good of you, and in the end you’ll be good and
let me go too, Mr. Bates.”

“QOh yes.” There was no assent in his voice. “And
I’1l go too, to see that ye’re not murdered when Saul gets
drunk at the first house; and we’ll take my aunt too, as we
can’t leave her behind; and we’ll take the cow thdt has to
be milked, and the pigs and hens that have to be fed; and

when we get there, we’ll settle down without any house to

live in, and feed on air.”

His sarcasm came from him like the sweat of anger; he
did not seem to take any voluntary inferest in the play of
his words. His manner was cool, but it was noticeable

that he had stopped his work-.and was merely cutting-a -

piece of wood with his jack-khife. As she looked at him
steadily he whittled the more sgvagely.

The other man laughed adgain, and wriggled as he
laughed.

“No,” she rephed “you can’t come, I know; but I can
take care of myse
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“It’s a thieving, drunken lot of fellows Saul will fall in
with. Ye may prefel their somety to mine, but I'll not
risk it.”

“I can go to the minister.” '

“ And his wife would make a kitchen-girl of ye, and ye’d
run off from her in a week. If ye’d not stay here, where
ye have it all your own way, it’s not long that ye’d put up
wi’ my lady’s fault-finding; and ministers.and their wives
isn’t much better than other folks—I’ve told ye before'
what I think of that sort of truck.”

There was a glitter in her eyes that would have startled
him, but he did not see it. He was looking only at the
wood he’was cutting, but he never observed that he was
cutting it. _After a minute he uttered his (,on(,lumon

“Ye’ll stay wi’ me.” -

“Stay with you,” she cried, her breath catching at her
words—* for how long?-”

“I don’t know.” Complete indifference was in his tone.
“Till ye’re old, 1 suppose, for I’m not likely to find a
better place for ye.’

All the force of her nature was in the words she cast at
him.

“I’U not stay.”

“No?” he sneered in heavy, even irony. “Will ye ery
on the neighbours to fetch ye away?”

She did not need to turn her head to see the wild loneli-
ness of hill and lake. It was present to her mind as she
leaned on th# rough wooden lintel, looking into the shed.

“Or,” continued he, “will ye go a-visiting. There’s the
Iidians camping other .side o’ the mountain here >—he
jerked his head backward to denote the direction— and’
one that came down to the tree-eutting two weeks ago said
there were a couple of wolves on the other hill. I dare say
either Indians or wolves would be quite glad of the pleasure
o’ your company.”

Shé raised herself up and seemed suddenly to fill the

doorway, so that both men looked up because much of their
light was withdrawn. {

1

-~
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“You’d not have dared to speak to me like this while
father was alive.” .

As a matter of fact the accusation was not true. The .
father’s presence or absence would have made no difference S
to Bates had he been wrought up to the same pitch of s
anger; but neither he nor the girl was in a condition to |
know this. He only replied:

“That’s the reason I waited till he was dead.” ;

“If he h _‘_ﬂ;t‘been hurt so sudden he wouldn’t have left ¥
me here.” " ZL©

“But he was hurt sudden, and he did leave ye here.”

She made as if to answer, but did not. Both men were
looking at her now. The snow was white on her hair.
Her tears had so long, been dry that the swollen look was
passing from her face. It had been until now at best a
heavy face, but feeling that is strong enough works like a
master’s swift chisel to make the features the vehicle of
the soul. Both men were relieved when she suddenly took
her eyes from them and her shadow from their work and
went away. X

Saul stretched his head and looked after her. There was
no pity in his little apple face and beady eyes, only a sort
of cunning curiosity; and the rest was dulness and weak-
ness. :
Bates did not look after her. He shut his knife and fell
to joining the coffin.
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, CHAPTER IV. |
THE girl lifted the latch of the house-door, and went in: 2
She was in the living-room. The old weman sat in a chair 5
that was built of wood against the log wall. She was look- 5

- ing discontentedly before her at an iron stove, which had ks
grown nearly cold for lack of attention. Some chairs, a
table, a bed, and a ladder which led to the room above, 3
made the chief part of the furniture. A large mongrel 3

|
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dog, which looked as if he had some blood of the grey
southern sheep dog in him, rose from before the stove and
greeted the in-comer silently.

The dog had blue eyes, and he held up his face wistfully,
as if he knew something was the matter. The old’woman
complained of cold. It was plain that she did not remem-
ber anything concerning death or tears.

There was one other door in the side of the room which

led to the only inner chamber. The girl went into this ‘

chamber, and the heed she gave to the dog’s sympathy was
to hold the dgor and let him follow her. Then she bolted
it. There were two narrow beds built against the wall; in

~one of these the corpse of a grey-haired man was lying.
The dog had seen death before, and he evidently “under-
stood what it was. He did pot move quickly or sniff
about; helaid his head on the euﬂe o: the winding-sheet
and moaned a little. .

The girl did not moan. She knelt down some way from
the bed with a desire to pray. She did not pray; she whis-
pered her anger, her unhappiness, her desires, to the air of
the cold, still room, repeating the same phrases again and
again with clenched hands and the convulswe gestures of
h').lf controlled passion.

The reason she did not pray was that she. belxeved that

she could only pray when .she was “good,”-and after fall-
ing on her knees she became aware that goodness, as, she
undelstood it, was not in her just then, nor did she éven
-desire it. The giving vent to her misery in half-audible
whispers followed involuntarily on her intention to pray.
She knew not why she thus poured out her heart; she
hardly realised what she said or wished to say; yet, be-
cause some expression of her helpless need was necessary,
and betause, through fear and a rugged sense of her own
evil, she /sedulously averted her mind from the thought of
(zod hef action had, more than anything else, the sem-
blance of an invocation to the dead man to arise -and save
her, and take vengeance on her enemy.
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Daylight was in the room. The girl had knelt at first
upright; then, as her passion seemed to avail nothing, but
only to weary her, she sank back, sitting on her feet,
buried her locked hands deeply in her lap, and with head
bowed over them, continued to stab the air with short,
almost inaudible, complaints. The dead man lay still.
The dog, afteg-standing long in subdued silence, came and
with his touglfé softly lapped some of the snow-water from
her hair. . .

After that, she got up and went with him back into the
kitchen, and lit the fire, and cooked food, and the day waned.

There is never in Nature that purpose to thwart which
man' in his peevishness is apt to attribute to her. Just
because he desired so much that the winter should hold off
a few days longer, Bates, on seeing the snow falling from
the white opaque sky, took for granted that the downfall
would continue and the ice upon the lake increase. - Instead
of that, the snow stopped falling at twilight without appar-
ent cause, and night set in more mildly.

Darkness fell upon the place, as darkness can only fall
upon solitudes, witha lonesome dreariness that seemed to
touch and press. . Night is not always dark, but with this
night came darkness. There was no star nor glimmer of
light; the pine-clad hills ceased to have form; the water in
the lake was lost to all sense but that of hearing; and upon
nearer objects the thinly sprinkled. snow bestowed no dis-
tinetness of outline, but only a weird show of whitish
shapes. The water gave forth fitful sobs. At intervals
there were sounds round the house, as of stealthy feet, or

" of quick pattering feet, or of trailing garments—this was

the wind busy among the drifting leaves.

The two men, who had finished the coffin by the light of
a lantern, carried it into the house and set it up against
the wall while they ate their evening meal. Then they
took it to a table in the next room to put the dead man in
it. The girl and the- dog went with them. They- had
cushioned the box with coarse sacking filled with fragrant
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pine tassels, but the girl took a thickly quilted cloth from
her owni bed and lined it more carefully. Theéy did not
hinder her.

“We’ve made it a bit too big,” gg.id Saul; “that’ll stop
the shaking.” At P

The corpse, accordié:sq JAlénerica custom, was dressed
in its clothes—a suit of light greyéme-spun, such as is
to be bought everywhere from French-Canadian weavers.
When they had lifted the body and put it in the box, they
stopped involuntarily to look, before the girl laid a hand-
kerchief upon the face. There lay a stalwart, grey-haired
man—dead. Perhaps he had sinned deeply in his life;
perhaps he had lived as nobly as his place and knowledge
would permit—they could not tell. Probably they each
-estimated what they:-knew of his life from a different
standpoint. The face was as ashen as the grey hair
about it, as the grey clotheés the body wore. They
stood and looked at it—those three, who were bound to
each other by no tie except such as the accident of time and
place had wrought. The dog, who understood what death
was, exhibifed no excitement, no curiosity; his tail drooped;
he moaned quietly against the coffin. -

- Bates made an impatient exclamation and kicked him.
The kick was a subdued one. The wind-swept solitude
without and the insistent presence of death within had
its effect upon them all. Saul looked uneasily over his .
shoulder at the shadows which the guttering candle cast on_
b the wall. = Bates handled the coffin-lid with that shrinking
from noise which is peculiar to such occasions,

“Ye’d better go in the other room,” said he to Sissy.’
“It’s unfortunate we haven’t a screw left—we’ll have to
nail it.” .

Sissy did not go. They had made holes in the wood for
the nails as well as they could, but they had to be ham-
mered in. It was very disagreeable—the sound and the
jar. - With each stroke of Saul’s hammer it seemed to the
two workmen that the dead man jumped.
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“There, man,” cried Bates angrily; “that’ll do.”

Only four nails had been put in their places—one in each
side. With irritation that amounted to anger against
Saul, Bates took the hammer from him and shoved it on to
a high shelf.

“Ye can get screws at the village, ye know,” he said,
still indignantly, as if some fault had appertained to Saul.

Then, endeavouring to calm an ill-temper which he felt
to be wholly unreasonable, he crossed his arms and sat
down on a chair by the wall. His sitting in that room at
all perhaps betokened something of the same\sensation
which in Saul produced those glances before and\behind,
indicating that he did not like to turn his back upoi~any
object of awe. In Bates this motive, if it existed; whs
probably unconscious or short-lived; but while he gtill gat -
there Saul spoke, with a short silly la,uvh which by

way of preface.

“Don’t you think, now, Mr Bates, it ’ud be better to
have a prayer, or a hymn, or something of that sort?
‘We’d go to bed easier.”

To look at the man it would not have been easy to attri-
bute any just notion of the claims of religion to him. He
looked as if all his motions, except those of physical
strength, were vapid and paltry. Still, this was what he
said, and Bates replied stiffly:

_ “TI’ve no objections.”
Then, as if assuming proper position for the ceremony
* that was to ease his mind, the big lumberman sat down.
The girl also sat down.

Bates, wiry, mtelhgent Scot that he was, sa.t his arms
crossed and his broad jaw firmly set, regarding them both
with contempt in his mind. What did they either of them
know about the religion they seemed at this juncture to
feel after as vaguely as animals feel after something they

want and have not? But as for him, he understood relig- -

ion; he was quite capable of being priest of his household,
and he felt that its weak demand for a form of worship at
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this time was legitimate. In a minute, therefore, he got
up, and fetching a large Bible from the living-room he sat
down again and turned over its leaves with great precision
and reverence. .

He read one of the more trenchant of the Psalms, a long
psalm that had much in it about enemies and slaughter.
It had a very strong meaning for him, for he put himself
in the place of the writer. The enemies mentioned were,
in the first place, sins—by which he denoted the more
open forms of evil; and, in the second place, wicked men
who might interfere with him; and under the head of
wicked men he classed all whom he knew to be wicked,
and most other men, whom he supposed to be so. He was
not a self-righteous man—at least, not more self-righteous
than most men, for he read with as great fervour the adju-
rations against sins into which he might fall as against
those which seemed to him pointed more especially at other
sinners who might persecute him for his innocence. He
was only a suspicious man made narrower by isolation, and
the highest idea he had of what God required of him was
a life of innocence. There was better in him than this—
much of impulse and action that was positively good; but
he did not conceive that it was of the workings of good
that seemed so natural that God took account.

-Upon Saul also the psalm had adequate effect, for it
sounded to him pious, and that was all he desired.

The girl, however, could not listen to a word of it." She
fidgeted, not with movement of hands or feet, but with
the restlessness of mind and eyes. She gazed at the boards
of the ceiling, at the boards of the floor, at the log walls
on which each shadow bhad a scalloped edge because of
the form of tree-trunks laid one above another. At length
, her eyes rested on the lid of the coffin, and, with nervous
strain, she made them follow the grain of the wood up and
down, up and down. There was an irregular knot-hole in
the 1id, and on his her eyes fixed themselves, and the focus
of her sight seemed to eddy round and round its darkened
edge till, with an effort, she turned from it. ‘

~
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The boards used for making the coffin had been by no
means perfect. They were merely the best that could be
chosen from among the bits of sawn lumber at hand.
There was a tiny hole in one side, at the foot, and this
larger one in the lid above the dead man’s breast, where
knots had fallen out with rough handling, leaving oval
apertures. The temptation Sissy felt to let her eyes
labour painfully over every marking in the wood and round
these two holes—playing a sort of sad mechanical game
therewith—and her efforts to resist the impulse, made up
the only memory she had of the time the reading occupied.

There was a printed prayer upon a piece of paper kept
inside the 1lid of the Bible, and when Bates had read the
psalm, he read this also. He knelt while he did so, and
the others did the same. Then that was finished.

“T’1l move your bed into the kitchen, Sissy,” said Bates.

He had made the same offer the night before, and she
had accepted it then, but now she replied that she would
sooner sleep in that room than near the stove. He was in
no mood to contest such a point with her. Saul went out
to his shed. Bates shut the house door, and went up the
ladder to his loft. Both were soon in the sound slumber
that is the lot of men who do much outdoor labour.

"The girl helped the old woman to bed in the kitchen.
Then she went back and sat in the chamber of death.

Outside, the wind hustled the fallen leaves.

CHAPTER V. -

At dawn Bates came down the ladder again, and went
out quietly. The new day was fair, and calm; none of
his fears were fulfilled. The dead man might start upon
his journey, and Bates knew that the start must be an
early one.

He and Saul, taking long-handled oars and poles, went
down to the water’s edge, where a big, flat-bottomed boat
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was lying drawn up on the shore to avoid the autumn
storms. The stones of the beach looked black: -here and
there were bits of bright green moss upon them: both
stones and moss had a coating of thin ice that glistened in
the morning light.

It was by dint of great exertion that they got the clumsy
vessel into the water and fastened her to a small wooden
landing. They used more strength than time in their
work. There was none of that care and skill required in
the handling of the scow that a well-built eraft would have
needed. 'When she was afloat and tied, they went up the
hill again, and harnessed a yoke ofegen to a rough wooden
cart. Neither did this take them IDag. Bates worked
with a nervousness that almost amounted to trembling.
He had in his mind the dispute with the girl which he felt
sure awaited him.

In this fear also he was destined to be disappointed.
When he went to the inner room the coffin lay as he had
{eft it, ready for its journey, and on the girl’s bed in the

corner the thick quilts were heaped as though the sleeper .

had tossed restlessly. But now there was no restlessness ;
he only saw her night-cap beyond the quia]@; it seemed

that, having perhaps turned her face to the wall to weep, .

she had at last fallen into exhausted and dreamless
slumber.

Bates and Saul carried out the coffin eagerly, quietly.
Even to the callous and shallow mind of Saul it was a
relief to escape a contest with an angry woman. They set
the coffin on the cart, and steadied it with a barrel of pot-
ash and sacks of buckwheat, which went to make up the
load. By a winding way, where the slope was easiest,
they drove the oxen between the trees, using the goad more
and their voices as little as might be, till they were a dis-
‘tance from the house. Some trees had been felled, and cut
off close to the ground, so that a cart might pass through
the wood; this was the only sign of an artificial road. The
fine powdered snow of the night before had blown away.
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‘When they reached the beach again, the eastern sky,
which had been grey, was all dappled with cold pink, and
the grey water reflected it somewhat. There was ‘clearer
light on the dark green of the pine-covered hills, and the
fine ice coating on stone and weed at the water-side had
sharper glints of brilliancy.

Bates observed the change-in light and colour; Saul did-
not; neither was disposed to dally for a moment. They
were obliged to give forth their voices now in hoarse ejacu-
lations, to make the patient beasts understand that they
were to step off the rough log landing-place into the boat.
The boat was almost rectangular in shape, but slightly
narrower at the ends than in the middle, and deeper in the
middle than at the ends; it was of rough wood, unpainted.
The men disposed the oxen in the middle of the boat; the

cart they unloaded, and distributed its contents as they

best might. With long stout poles they then pushed off
from the shore. Men and oxen were reflected in the quiet
water. ' R

They were not bound on a long or perilous voyage. The

boat was merely to act as a ferry round-a precipitous cliff

,:zherexhe—shore’\fa?'_ﬂw@able, and across the head of the
gushing river that formed the lake’s outlet, for the only
road through the hills lay along the further shore of this
stream.

The men kept the boat in shallow water, poling and row-
ing by turns. There was a thin coating of ice, like white
silk, forming on the water. ~ As they went, Bates often
looked anxiously where the log house stood on the slope
above him, fearing to see the girl come running frantic to
the water’s edge, but he did not see her. The door of the
house remained shut, and no smoke rose from its chimney.

_ They had left the childish old woman sitting on the edge

~ of her bed; Bates knew that she would be in need of fire
and food, yet he could not-wish that the girl should wake
yet." s

-~y

“Let her sleep,” he muttered to himself. “Tt will do,
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her good.” Yet it was not for her good he wished her to
sleep, but for his own peace.

The pink faded from the sky, but the sun did not shine
forth brightly. It remained wan and cold, like a moon
behind grey vapours.

“T’11 not get back in a week, or on wheels,” said Saul.
He spoke more cheerfully than was pleasing to his em-
loyer. -

i If it snows ye’ll have to hire a sleigh and get back the
first minute you can.” _ The reply was stern.

The elder and bigger man made no further comment.
However much he might desire to be kept in the gay world
by the weather, the stronger will and intellect, for the hour
at least, dominated his intention.

They rowed their boat past the head of the river. In an
~ hour they had reached that part of the shore from which
the inland road might be gained. They again loaded the
cart. It, like the boat, was of the roughest description;
its two wheels were broad and heavy; a long pole was mor-
tised into their axle. The coffin and the potash barrel filled
the cart’s breadth; the sacks of buckwheat steadied the
barrel before and behind. The meek red oxen were once
more fastened to it on either side of the long pole. The
men parted without farewells.

Saul turned this back on the water. The large, cold
morning rang to his voice—*“Gee. Yo-hoi-ist. Yo-hoi-
eest. Gee.” The oxen, answering to his voice and his
goad, laboured onward over the sandy strip that bound the
beach, up the hill among the maple trees that grew thickly
in the vale of the small river. Bates watched till he
saw the cattle, the cart, and Saul’s stalwart form only
indistincﬁl’y”ﬂfrough the numerous grey tree-stems that
broke the view in something the way that ripples in water
break a reflection. When the monotonbus shouting of
Saul’s voice—* Gee, gee, there. Haw, wo, haw. Yo-hoi-
eest,” was somewhat mellowed by the widening ‘space,
Bates stepped into the boaf, and, pushing off, laboured
alone to propel her back across- the lake.



4o . Whrar NECESSITY KNOWS [BOOK 1

R N

It took him longer to get back now that he was single-
-handed. The current of the lake towards its outlet tended
to push the great clumsy scow against the shore. He
worked his craft with one oar near the stern, but very often
he was obliged to drop it and push out from shore with his
pole. It was arduous, but all sense of the cold, bleak
weather was lost, and the interest and excitement of the
task were refreshing. To many men, as to many dogs,
there is an inexplicable and nreasoning pleasure in deal-
ing with water that no operation upon land can yield.
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Bates was one of these; he would hardly havé chosen his
present lot if it had not been so; but, like many a dry
character of his stamp, he did not give his more agreeable & ;

sensations the name of pleasure, and therefore could afford
to look upon pleasure as an element unnecessary to a sober
life. Mid pushings and splashings, from the management
of his scow, from air and sky, hill and water, he was in
reality, deriving as great pleasure as any millionaire might
from the sailing of a choice yacht; but he was aware only
that, as he neared the end of his double journey, he felt in
better trim in'mind and body to face his lugubrious and
- rebellious ward. )
‘When, however, he had toiled round the black rock
cliff which hid the clearing from the river’s head, and was
again in full sight of his own house, all remembrance of
the girl and his dread of meeting her passed from him in
his excessive surprise at seeing several men near his dwell-
ing. His dog was barking and.leaping in great excite-
ment. He heard the voices of other dogs. It took but the
; first glance to show him that the men were not Indians.
i Full of excited astonishment he pushed his boat to the
shore. |

His dog, having darted with noisy scatter of dry leaves
down the hill to meet him, stood on the shore expectant
with mouth open, excitement in his eyes and tail, saying -
as clearly as aught can be said without words—* This is o
very agreeable event in our lives. Visitors have come.”
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The moment Bates put his foot on land the dog bounded
barking up the hill, then turned again to Bates, then again
bounded off toward the visitors. Even a watchdog may be
glad to see strangers if the pleasure is only rare enough.

Bates mounted the slope as a man may mount stairs—
two steps at a time. Had Ne seen the strangers, as the
saying is, dropping from the clouds, he could hardly have
been more surprised than he was to see civilised people
had reached his place otherwise than by the lake, for the
rugged hills afforded nothing but a much longer and more
arduous way to any settlement within reach When he
got up, however, he saw that these men carried with
them implements of camp-life and also surveying instru-
ments, by which he judged, and rightly, that his guests
were ranging the lonely hills upon some tour of official
survey.

That the travellers wére his guests neither he nor they
had the slightest doubt. They had set down their traps
close to his door, and, in the calm confidence that it would
soon be hospitably opened by rightful hands, they had
made no attempt to open it for themselves. There were
eight men in the party, two of whom, apparently its more
important members, sauntered to meet Bates, with pipes
in their mouths. These told him what district they were
surveying, by what track they had just come over the hill,
where they had camped the past night, where they Wanted
to get to by nightfall. They rema.rked on the situation of
his house and the extent of his land. They said to him,
in fact, more than was immediately nécessary, but not more
than was pleasant for him to hear or for them to tell It
is a very taciturn man who, meeting a stranger in a wilder-
ness, does not treat' him with more or less of friendly
loquacity.

Under the right circumstances Bates was a genial man.
He liked the look of these men; he liked the tone of their
talk; and had he liked them much less, the -rarity of the
occasion and the fact that he was their host would have
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expanded his spirits. He asked astute questions about
o the region they had traversed, and, as they talked, he
motioned them towards the house. He had it distinctly
in his mind that he was glad they had come across his
“place, and that he would give them a hot breakfast; but
he did not say so in words—just as they had not troubled
to begin their conversation with him by formal greetings.

The house door was still shut; there-was still no smoke
from the chimney, although it was now full three hours
since Bates had left the place, Saying that he would see
if the women were up, he went alone into the house. The
living-room was deserted, and, passing through the inmer

. door, which was open, he saw his aunt, who, according to
custom was neatly dressed, sitting on the foot of Sissy’s
empty bed.- The old woman was evidently cold, and
frightened at the unusual sounds outside; greatly fretted,
she held the girl’s night-cap in her hand, and the moment
he appeared demanded of him where Sissy was, for she
must have her breakfast. The girl he did not see.

The dog had followed .him. He looked up and wagged
his tail; he made no sign of feeling ‘concern that the girl
was not there. Bates could have cursed his dumbness; he

N would fain have asked where she had gone. The dog
probably knew, but as for Bates, he not only did not know,
but no conjecture rose in. his mind as to her probable
whereabouts. .

, He took his aunt to her big chair, piled the stove from
- , the well-stored wood-box, and lit it. Then, shutting the
| door of the room where the disordered bed lay and throw-
ing the house-door open, he bid the visiters enter. He
went out himself to search the surroundings of the house,
but Sissy was not to be found.

The dog did not follow Bates on this search. He sat
down before the stove in an upright position, breathed with
his mouth open, and bestowed on the visitors such cheerful
and animated looks that they talked to and patted him.
Their own dogs had been shut into the empty ox-shed for
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the sake of peace, and the house-dog was very much master
of the situation.

Of the party, the two surveyors—one older and one
younger—were men of refinement and education. British
they were, or of such Canadian birth and training as makes
a good imitation. Fivé of the others were evidently of
humbler position—axe-men and carriers. The eighth man,
who completed the party, was a young American, a singu-
larly handsome young fellow—tall and lithe. He did not
stay in the room with the others, but lounged outside by
himself, leaning against the front of the house in the
white cold sunlight.

In the meantime Bates, having searched the sheds -and
inspected with  careful eyes the naked woods above the
clearing, came back disconsolately by the edge of the
ravine, peering into it suspiciously to see if the girl could,
by some wild freak, be hiding there. When he came to

the narrow strip of ground between the wall of the house:

and the broken bank he found himself walking knee-deep
in the leaves that the last night’s gale had drifted there,,
and because the edge of the ravine was thus entirely con-
cealed, he, remembering Sissy’s warning, kicked about the
leaves cautiously to find the crack of which she had
spoken, and discovered that the loose portion had already
fallen. It suddenly occurred to him to wonder if the girl
could possibly have fallen with it. Instantly he sprang
down the ravine, feeling among the drifted leaves on all

sides, but nothing except rock and earth was to be found -

under their light heaps. It took only a few minutes -to
assure him of the needlessness of his fear. The low
window of the room in which Sissy had slept looked out
immediately upon this drift of leaves, and, as Bates passed
it, he glanced through the uncurtained glass, as if the fact

that it was really empty was so hard for him to believe’
that it needed this additional evidence. Then the stacks.

of fire-wood in front of the house were all that remained
" to be searched, and Bates walked round, 'ooking into the
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narrow aisles between them, looking at the same time down

the hill, as if it might be pos51ble that she had been on

; the shore and he kad missed her,

5 “What are you looking for? ” asked the young Ameri-

; can. The question was not put rudely. There was a

i . serenity about the youth’s expectation of an answer which,
proving that he had no thought of over-stepping good
manners, made it, at the same time, very difficult to with-
hold an answer.

Bates turned annoyed. He had supposed everybody was
within.

“What have you lost? ” repeated the youth.

“Oh——" said Bates, prolonging the sound indefinitely.
He was not deceitful or quick at invention, and it seemed
to him a manifest absurdity to reply—“a girl.” He ap-
proached the house, words hesitating on his lips.

“My late partner’s daughter,” he observed keeping wide
of the mark, “usually does the cooking.”

“ Married‘? ” asked the young man rapidly
. “She?—No,” said Bates, taken by surprise.

¢« Young lady? ” dsked the other, with more interest. Bates

] was not accustomed to consider his ward under his head.

“She is just a young girl about seventeen,” he replied
stiffly.

“Oh, halibaloo!” cried the youth joyously. “Why,
stranger, I haven’t set eyes on a young lady these two
months. I’d give a five dollar-bill this minute, if I had it,
to set eyes on her right here and now.” He took his pipe
from his lips and clapped his hand upon his side with
animation as he spoke.~ -

Bates regarded him with dull disfavour. He would him-
self have given more than the sum mentioned to have com-
passed the same end, but for différent reasons, and his own
reasons were so grave that the youth’s frivolity seémed to
him doubly frivolous.

“I hope,” he said coldly, “that she will come in soon.’
His eyes wandered involuntarily up the hill as he spoke.
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“Gone ‘out walking, has she?” The Yyouth’s eyes fol-
lowed in the same direction. « Which way has she gone?”

“Idon’t know exactly which path she may have taken.”*
Bates’s words grew more formal the harder he felt himself
pressed. S

“Path!” burst out the young man— Macadamised road,
dor’t you mean? There’s about as. much of one as the
other on this here hill.”

“I meant,” said Bates, “that I didn’§ know where she
was.” . x o

His trouble escaped somewhat with his voice as he said
this with irritation. -

The youth looked at him curiously, and with some ineipi-
ent sympathy. After g minute’s reflection he asked, touch-
ing his forehead :

“She ain’t weak here, is she—like the old lady? »

“Nothing of the sort,” exclaimed Bates, indignantly.
The bare idea cost him a pang.  Until this moment he had
been angry with the girl; he was still angry, but a slight
modification” took place. He felt with her against - 3]l
possible-imputations. )

“All right in the headpiece, is she? reiterated the
other more lightly. . -

“Very intelligent,” replied Bates. “T have taught her
myself. She is remarkably intelligent.” - The young man’s
sensitive spirits, which had suffered slight depression from
contact with Bates’s perturbation, now recovered entirely.

“Oh, Glorianna!” he cried in irrepressible anticipation.
“Let this very intelligent young lady.come on! Why »—
in an explanatory way—“if T saw as much as g female
dress hanging on a clothes-line out to dry, ’m in that state
of mind I’d adore it properly.”

If Bates had been sure that the girl would return safely’
he would perhaps have. been as well pleased that she
should not return in time to meet the proposed adoration;
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first feeling made his manner severe; the second con-
strained him to say he supposed she would shortly appear.

His mind was a good deal confounded, but if he supposed
anything it was that, having wakened to find herself left
behind by the boat, she had walked away from the house
in an access of anger and disappointment, and he expected
her to return soon, because he did not. think she had cour-
age or resolution to go very far alone. Underneath this

was the uneasy fear that her courage and resolution might -

take her farther into danger than was at all desirable, but
he stifled the fear. - .

When he vgnt in he told the company, in a few matter-
of-fact words;; 0f his partner’s death, and the object of the

_excursion from Which they had seen him return. He also

mentioned that his aunt’s companion, the dead man’s child,
had, it appeared, gone off into the woods that morning—
this was by way of apology that she was not there to cook
for them, but he took occasion to ask if they had seen her
on the hill. As they had come down the least difficult
way and had not met her, he concluded that she had not
endeavoured to go far afield, and tried to dismiss his anxi-
ety and enjoy his guests in his own way.

Hospitality, even in its simplest form, is more often a
matter of amiable pride than of sincere unselfishness, but
it is not a form of pride with which people are apt to quar-
rel. Bates, when he found himself conversing with scien-
tific men of gentle manners, was resolved to show himself
above the ordinary farmer of that locality. He went to the
barrel where the summer’s eggs had been packed in soft
sand, and took out one apiece for the assembled company.
He packed™the oven with large potatoes.  He put on an
excellent supply of tea to boil. The travellers, who, in
fact, had had their ordinary breakfast some hours before,
made but feeble remonstrances against these preparations,
remonstrances which only caused Bates to, make more
ample provision. He brought out a large paper "bag
labelled, “patent self-raising pancake meal,” and a small
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piece of fat pork. Here he was obliged to stop and confess
himself in need of culinary skill; he looked at the men,
not deubting that he could obtain it from them.

“The Philadelphian can do it better,” said one. This
was corroborated by the others. “Call Harkness,” they
cried, and®t the same time they called Harkness them-
selves. '

The young American opened the door and came in in a
very leisurely, not to say languid, manner. He took in the
situation at a glance without asking a qyestion. “But,”
said he, “are’we not to wait for the intelli;%nt young lady?
Female intelligence can make the finer pancake.”

The surveyors manifested some curiosity. “What do .
you know about a young lady?” they asked.

“The young lady of the house,” replied Harkness.
“Hasn’t he”—referring to Bates—“told you all about her?
The domestic divinity who has just happened to get mislaid
this morning. I saw him looking over the wood pile to
see-if she had fallen behind it, but she hadn’t.”

“It is only a few days since her father died,” said the
senior of the party gravely.

" “And so,” went on the young man, “she has very prop--

erly given these few days to inconsolable grief. But now
our vigit is just timed to comfort and enliven her, why is
she not here to be comforted and enlivened? ”

No one answesgd, and, as the speaker was slowly mak-
ing his way towdrd the frying-pan, no one seemed really
apprehensive that he would keep them waiting. The youth
had an oval, almost childish face; his skin was dark, clear,
and softly coloured as any girl’s; his hair fell in black,
loose curls over his forehead. He was tall, slender with-
out being thin, very supple; but his Tanguid attitudes fell
short of grace, and were only tolerable because they were
comic. When he reached out his hand for the handle of
the frying-pan he held the attention of the wholé company
by virtue of his office, and his mind, to Bates’s annoy-
ance, was still running on the girl.
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“Ts she:fond of going out walking aléne? ” he asked.

“How could she be fond of walking when there’s no
place to walk?” Bates spoke rouvhly “Besides, she has
too much work to do.” )

“ Ever lost her before? ” - _

“No,” said Bates. It would have been perfectly un-
bearable to his pride that these strangers should guess his
real uneasiness or its cause, so he talked as if the fact of
. the girl’s long absence was not in any way remarkable. -

Having mixed a batter the American sliced pork fat into
the hot pan and was instantly obscured from view by the
smoke thereof. In a minute his face appeared above it
like the face of a genius.

“You will observe, gentlemen,” he cried without bash-
fulness, “that I now perform the eminently interesting
operation of dropping cakes—one, two, three. May the
intelligent ‘young lady return to eat them!”

No one laughed, but his companions smiled patiently at
his antics—a patience born of sitting in a very hot, steamy
room after weeks in the open air.

“You are a cook,” remarked Bates.

The youth bent his long body towards him at a sudden
angle. “Born a cook—dentist by professmn—by choxce a
vagabond »

“Dentist? 7 said Bates curlously

“ At your service, sir.” ‘

“He is really a dentist,” said one of the surveyors with
sleepy amusement. ““He carries his forceps round in_his
vest pocket.” '

“T lost them when I scrambled head first down this gen-
tleman’s macadamised road this morning, but if you want a
tooth out I can use the tongs.”

“My teeth are all sound,” said Bates. .

“Thank the Lord for that!” the young man answered
with an emphatic piety which, for all that appeared, might
have been perfectly sincere.

“And the young lady?” he asked after a minute.
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“What?” .

“The young lady’s teeth—the teeth of the intelligent
young lady—-the intelligent teeth of the young lady—are
they sound? ”

43 Yes'”

He sighed deeply. “And to think,” he mourned, “that

- he should have casually lost her just this morning!”

He spoke exactly as if the girl were a penknife or a
marble that had rolled from Bates’s pocket, and the latter,
irritated by an inward fear, grew to hate the jester. -

When the meal, which consisted of fried eggs, pancakes,
and potatoes, was eaten, the surveyors spent an hour or
two about the clearing, examining the nature of the soil
and rock. They had something to say to Bates concerning
the value of his land which interested him exceedingly.
Considering how rare it was for him to see any one, and
how fitted he was to appreciate intercourse with men who
were manifestly in a higher rank of life than he, it would
not have been surprising if he had forgotten Sissy for a
time, even if they had had nothing to relate of personal
interest to himself. As it was, even in the excitement of
hearing what was of importance concerning his ¢wn prop-
erty, he did not wholly forget her; but while his visitors
remained his anxiety was in abeyance. .

When they were packing their instruments to depart, the
young American, who had not been with them during the
morning, came and ook Bates aside in a friendly way.

“See here,” he said, “ were you gassing about that.young
lady? There ain’t no young lady now, is there? ”

. “I told you”—with some superiority of manner—¢she is
not ayoung lady; she is a working girl, an emigrant’s——”

“Oh, Glorianna!” he broke out, “ girl or lady, what does it
matter to me? Do you nfean to say you’ve really lost her?”

The question was appalling to Bates. All the morning
e had not dared to face such a possibility and now to have
the question hurled at him with such imperative force by
another was like a ‘terrible blow. But when a blow is thus

o
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dealt from the outside, a man like Bates rallies all the
opposition of his nature to repel it.

“Not at all ”—his manner was as stiff as ever—“she is
lurking somewhere near.’

“Look here—I’ve been up the hill that way, and that
way, and that way ”—he indieated the directions with his
hand—*“and I’ve been down round the shore as far as I
could get, and I’ve had our two ‘dogs with me, who’d
either of them have mentioned it if there’d been a stranger
anywheres near; and she ain’t here. An’ if she’s climbed
over the hill, she’s a spunky one—somewhat spunkier than
I should think natural.” He looked at Bates very suspi-
ciously as he spoke.

13 Well‘) »

“Well, my belief is that there ain’t no young lady, and
that you’re gassing me.”

“Very well,” said Bates, and he turned away. It was
offensive to him to be accused of telling lies—he was not a
“man to give any other name than “lie” to the trick attri-
buted to him, or to perceive any humour in the idea of it—
but it was a thousand times more offensive that this youth
should have presumed to search for Sissy and to tell him
that the search had been vain.

Horrible as the information just given was, he did not
more than half believe it, and something just said gave him
a definite idea of hope—the strange dogs had not found
Sissy, but the house-dog, if eneouraged to seek, would
certainly find her. He had felt a sort of grudge against
the animal all day, because he must know which way she
had gone and could not tell. Now he resolved as soon as
the strangers were gone to set the dog to seek her. Upon
this he stayed his mind. :

The surveyors hoped to get a few days’ more work done

. before the winter put an end to theéir march; they deter-
mined when thus stopped to turn down the river valley
and take the train for Quebec. The way they now wished
to take lay, not in the direction in which the ox-cart had
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" gone, but over the hills directly across the lake. The
scow belonging to this clearing, on which they had counted,
was called into requisition.

The day was still calm ; Bates had no objection to take
them across. At any other time he would have had some
one to leave in charge of the place, but, especially as he
would be in sight of the house all the time, he _nade no
difficulty of leaving as it was. He could produce four
oars, such as they were, and the way across was traversed
rapidly.

“And there ain’t really a female belonging to the place,
except the old lady,” said the dentist, addressing the as-
sembled - party upon the scow. “It was all a tale, and—
my eye;—he took me in completely.”

" Probably he did not give entire credence to his own
words, and wished to provoke the others to question Bates
further ; but they were not now in the same idle mood that
had enthralled them when, in the morning, they had listened
to him indulgently. Their loins were girded; they were
“intent upon what they were doing-and what they were
going to do. No one but Bates paid heed to him.

Bates heard him clearly enough, but, so stubbornly had
he set himself to rebuff this young man, and so closely
was he wrapped in that pride of reserve that makes a merit
of obstinate self-reliance, that it never even occurred to him
to answer or to accept this last offer of a fellow-man’s
interest in the search he was just about to undertake.

He had some hope that, if Sissy were skulking round, she
would find it easier to go back to the house when he was

absent, and that he should find her as usualon his return ;

but, as he wrought at his oar in returning across the leaden
water, looking up occasionally to make the log house his
aim, and staring for the most part at the lone hills, under
the pine woods of which his late companions had dis-
appeared, his heart gradually grew more heavy; all the
more because the cheerfulness of their society had buoyed
up his spirit in their presence, did it now suffer depression.

~

A S Pk Lt L e

o

vt ey

comnily s arme

& g AR ST T T AR

e s Az

-



EEN

52 WHAT NECESSITY KNOWS [BOOK1

The awful presentiment began to haunt him that he would
not find the girl that night, that he had in grim reality “lost
her” TIf this were the case, what a fool, what a madman,
he had been to let -go the only aid within his reach! He
stopped his rowing for a minute, and almost thought of
turning to call the surveying party back again. But no,
Sissy might be—in all probability was—already in the
house; in that case what folly to have brought them back,
delaying their ‘'work and incurring their anger! So he
reasoned, and went on\towards home; but, in truth, it was
not their delay or displeasure that deterred him so much as
his own pride, which loathed the thought of laying bare his
cause for fear and distress.

CHAPTER VL

THE day was duller now. The sun, in passing into the
western sky, had entered under thicker veils of white. The
film of ice on the bay, which had melted in the pale sun-
beams of noon, would soon form again: The air was grow-
ing bitterly cold.

‘When Bates had moored his boat, he went up the hill
heavily. The dog, which had been shut in the house to
gudrd it, leaped out when he opened the door. Sissy was
" not there.

Bates went in and found one of her frocks, and, bringing
it out, tried to. put the animal on the scent of her track.
He stooped, and held the garment under the dog’s nose.
The dog sniffed it, laid his nose contentedly on Bates’s arm,
looked up in his face, and wagged his tail with most annoy-
ing cheerfulness. .

“ Where is she ?” jerked Bates. ¢ Where is she ? Seek
her, good dog.* : .

The dog, all alert, bounded off a little way and returned
again with an inconsequent lightness in tail and eye. One
of his ears had been torn in a battle with the strange dogs,
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but he was more elated by the conflict than depressed by
the wound. When he came back, he seemed to Bates al-
most to smile as if he said : It pleases me that you should
pay me so much attention, but as for the girl, I know her
to be satisfactorily disposed of.” Bates did not swear at
the animal; he was a Scotchman, and he would have con-
-sidered it a sin to swear: he did not strike the dog either,
which he would not have considered a sin at all. He was
actually afraid to offend the only living creature who could
befriend and help him in his search. ' Very patiently he
bent the dog’s nose to the frock and to the ground, begging
and commanding him to seek. At length the dog trotted
off by a circuitous route up the clearing, and Bates followed.
He hoped the dog was really seeking, but feared he was
nierely following some ‘fancy that by thus running he would
be rid of his master’s solicitude.

Bates-felt it an odd thing that he should be wandering
about with a girl’s frock in his hands. It was old, but he
did not remember that he had ever touched it before or
noticed its material or pattern. He looked at it fondly
now, as he held it ready to renew the dog’s memory if his
purpose should falter. :

The dog went_on steadily enough until he got to the edge
of the Woods, where his footsteps made a great noise on the
brittle leaves. He kicked about in them as if he liked the
noise they made, but offered to go no farther. Bates looked
at them and knew that the dog was not likely to keep the
scent among them if the girl had gone that way. He stood
erect, looking up the drear expanse of the hill,-and the des-
perate nature of his situation came upon him. He had been
slow—slow to take it in, repelling it with all the obstinacy
of an obstinate mind. Now he saw clearly that the girl had

might now have reache¥, the more so as he could not tell
- which way she had takek. He would have left his live
stock, but the helpless old woman, whose life depended on
his care, he dared not leave. He stood and considered, his

fled, and he was powerlgss to pursue at the distance she -
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mind working rapidly under a stress of emotion such as
perhaps it had never known before — certainly not since
the first strong impulses of his youth had died within his
cautious heart.

Then he remembered that Sissy had walked about the
previous day, and perhaps the dog was only on the scent
of yesterday’s meanderings. He took the animal along the
top of the open space, urging him to find another track, and
at last the dog ran down again by the side of the stream.
Bates followed to the v1cxmty of the house, no wiser than
he had been at first.

The dog stopped under the end window of the house
where old Cameron fell, and scratched among the leaves on
the fresh fallen earth. Bates was reminded of the associa-
tions of the fatal spot. He thought of his old friend’s death-
bed, of the trust that had there been confided to him. Had"
he been unfaithful to that trust? With the impatience of
sharp pam, he called the dog again to the door of the house,
and again from that starting-point tried to make him seek
the missing one. He did this, not because he had much
hope in the dog now, but because he had no other hope.

This time the dog stood by, sobered by his master’s sober-
ness, but looking with éeasing expectancy, ready to do what-
ever was required if he might only know whi% that was.
To Bates, who was only anxious to act at the dumb thing’s
direction, this expectancy was galling. He tore off a part

" of the dress and fastened it to the dog’s collar. He com-
manded him to‘carry it to her in such excited tones that the
old woman heard, and fumbled her way out of the door to
see what was going on. And Bates stood between the dumb
animal and the aged Wreck of womanhood, and felt horribly
alone.

Clearly the sagacious creature not only did not know
where to find the girl, but knew that she was gone where
he could not find her, for he madeé no effort to carry his burden
a step. Bates took it from him at last, and the dog, whose
feelings had apparently been much perturbed, went down

}
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to the water’s edge, and, standing looking over the lake,
barked there till darkness fell.

The night came, but the girl did not come. Bates made
a great torch of pine bouahs and resin, and this he lit and
- hoisted on a pole fixed in the ground, so that if she was
seeking to return to her home in the darkness she might be
guided by it. He hoped also that, by some chance, the sur-

veying party might see it and know that it was a signal of -

distress ; but he looked for their camp-fire on the opposite
hills, and, not seeing it, felt only too sure.that they had
gone out of sight.of his. He fed and watched his torch all

‘ mcrht Snow befran to fall; as he looked up it seemed that -

the flame made a globe of light in the thick atmosphere,
around which closed a low vault of visible darkness. From
out of this darkness the flakes were falling thickly. When
the day broke he was still alone. *

CHAPTER VIIL

Wauex Saul and the oxen were once fairly started, they
plodded on steadily. The track lay some way from the
river and above it, through the gap in the hills. Little of
the hills did Saul see, for he was moving under trees all
the way, and when, before noon, he descended into the plain
on the other sidg) he was still for a short time under a can-
opy of interlacing boughs. There was no road; the trees
were notched to show the track. In such forests there is
little obstruction of brushwood, and over knoll and hollow,
between the trunks, the oxen laboured on. Saul sat on the
front ledge of the cart to balance it the better. The coffin,
wedged in with the potash barrel, lay pretty still asdong as
they kept on the soft soil of the forest, but when, about one
o’clock, the team emerged upon a corduroy road, made of
logs lying side by sxde across the path, the jolting oftén
Jerked the ba.rrel out of place, and then Saul would go to
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the back of the cart and jerk it and the coffin into position
again.

The forest was behind them now. This log road was
constructed across a large tract which sometime since had .
been cleared by a forest fire, but was now covered again by
thick brush standing eight or ten feet high. One could see
little on either sjde the road except the brown and grey
twigs of the saplings that grew by the million, packed close
together. 'The way had been cut among them, yet they
were forcing their sharp shoots up again between the seams
of the corduroy, and where, here and there, a log had rotted
they came up thickly. The ground was low, and would
have been wet about the bushes had_ it not been frozen.
Above, the sky was white. Saul could see nothing but his
straight road before and behind, the impenetrable thicket
and the white sky. It was a lonely thing thus to journey.

While he had been under the forest, with an occasional
' squirrel or chipmunk to arrest his gaze, and with all things
as familiar to sight as the environments of the house in
which he was accustomed to live, Saul had felt the vigour
of the morning, and eaten his cold fat bacon, sitting on the
cart, without discontent. But now it was afternoon—
which, we all know, brings a somewhat more depressing air
—and the budless thickets stood so close, so still, Saul
became conscious that his load was a corpse. He had
hoped, in a dull way, to fall in with a companion on this
made road ; the chances were against it, and the chances
prevailed. Saul ate more bread and bacon. He _had to
* walk now, and often to give the cart a push, so that the

way'was laberious; but, curiously enough, it was not the
labour he objected to, but the sound of his own voice. All
the way the silent thicket was listening to his “Gee-e, gee; "
haw then”; — ¢ yo-hoi-eest”; yet, as he and his oxen pro-
“gressed further into the quiet afternoon, he gradually grew
more and more timid at the shouts he must raise. I
seemed to him that the dead man was listening, or that
* unknown shapes or essences might be disturbed by his -
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- voice and rush out from the thicket upon him. Such fears
he had—wordless fears, such as men never repeat and soon
forget. Rough, dull, hardy woodman as he was, he felt
now as a Chlld feels in the dark, afraid of he knew not
what.

The way was very weary. He trudged on besxde the -

cart. Something went wrong with one of his boots, and he
stopped the oxen in order to “ake it off. The animals, thus
checked, stood absolutely still, hanging down their heads in
an attitude of rest. The man went behind the cart and sat

on its edge. He leaned on the end of the coffin as he .

examined the boot. When that was put right he could not
deny himself the luxury of a few minutes’ rest. The oxen,
with hanging heads, looked as if they had gone to sleep.
The man hung his head also, and might have been dozing
from his appearance. He was not asleep, however. What
mental machinery he had began to work more freely, and
he actually did something that might be called thinking on
the one subject that had lain as a dormant matter of curi-
osity in his head all day—namely, how the girl would act
when she woke to find the cart was actually gone and she
left behind. He had seen old Cameron die, and heard
Bates promise to do his best for his daughter; he remem-
bered her tears and pleading on the preceding day; the
" situation came to- him now, as perceptions come to dull
minds, with force that had gathered with the lapse of time.
He had not the refinement and acuteness of mind neces-
sary to make him understand the disinterested element in
Bates’s tyranny, and while he sympathised cunningly with
the selfishness of which, in his mind, he accused Bates, it
seemgd to him that the promise to the dead was broken,
and he thought upon such calamities as might befall in
token of the dead man’s Tevenge.

How awfully silent it was! There was no breath in the
chill, still air; there was no sound of life in all the dark,
close brushwood the oxen slept; and Saul, appalled by
the silence that had come with his silence, a,ppa.lled to real-
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-ise more vividly than ever that he, and he alone, had been
the instigator of voice in all that region, was cowed into
thinking that, if the dead could rise from the grave for.
ggtposes of revenge, how much more easily could he rise

w from so crude a coffin as he himself had helped to
construct for him !

It was in this absolute silence that he heard a sound..
He heard the dead man turn in his coffin! He heard, and
did not doubt his hearing; it was not a thing that he could
easily be deceived about as he sat with his elbow on the
‘ coffin. He sat there not one instant longer; the next
p moment he was twenty feet away, standing half-hidden in
the edge of the brushwood, staring at the cart and the
coffin, ready to plunge into the icy swamp and hide farther
among the young trees if occasion required.s Occasion did

ithe coffin stood just as he had left them.

Perhaps for five minutes the frightened man was still.
Gradually his muscles relaxed, and he ceased to stand with
limbs and features all drawn in horror away from the
coffin. He next pulled back his foot from the icy marsh;
but even then, having regained his equilibrium on the road,
he Hhd not decided what to do, a#fd it took him some time
londer to turn over the situation in his mind. He had
heard the dead man move; he was terribly frightened;
still, it might have been a mistake, and, any way, the most
disagreeable course, clearly, was to remain there till night-

- fall. He had run backward in his first alarm; so, to get
to the nearest habitation, it would be necessary to pass the
cart on the road, even if he left it there. Had any further
manifestation of vitality appeared on the part of the corpse
he would have felt justified in running back into the forest,
but this was an extreme measure. He did not wish to go
near the cart, but to turn his back upon it seemed almost
as fearsome. He stood facmg it, as a man faces a fierce
dog, knowing that if he turns and runs the dog will pursue.
He sg‘pposed that as lornig as he stared at the coffin and saw
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nothing he could be sure that the deceased remained inside,
but that if he gave the ghost opportunity to get out on the
sly it might afterwards come at him from any point_of the
compass. He was an ignorant man, with a vulgar.mind;

he had some reverence for a corpse, but none Whafever for
a ghost. His mind had undergone a changé concerning the

dead the moment he had heard him move, and he looked .

upon his charge now as equally despicable and gruesome.

After some Further -delay he discovered that the course
least disagreeable would be to drive the-oxen with his voice
_ and walk as far behind the cart as he now was, keeping the
pine box with four nails on its lid well in view. Accord-
ingly, making a-great effort to encourage himself to break
the silence, he raised his shout in the accustomed command
to the oxen, and after it had been repeated once or twice,
they strained at the cart and set themselves to the road
again. They did not go as fast as when the goad was
within reach of their flanks; or rather; they went more
slowly than then, for “fast” was not a word that could
have been applied to their progress before. Yet they
went on the whole steadily, and the “Gee” and “Haw?”
of the gruff voice behind guided them straight.as surely as
bit and rein. 3

At length 1t could be seen in the dxstance that the road -

turned; and round this turning another human figure came
in sight. Perhaps in all his life Saul never experienced
greater 'pleasure in meeting another man than he did now,
yet his pxterior remained gruff and unperturbed. The only
notice“that he appeared to take of his fellow-man was to
adjust his pace so that, as the other came nearer the cart
in front, Saul caught up with it in the rear. At last they
met close behind it, and then, as nature ‘prompted, they
both stopped.

* The last comer upon the desolate scene was a larve, hulk-
ing boy. He hid been plodding heayily with a sack upon
hls back. As he stopped, he set this upon the ground and

- wiped his brow.
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_. The boy was French; but Saul, as a native of the prov-
ince, talked French about as well as he did English—
that is to say, very badly. He could not have written a
word of either. - The conversation went on in the puatois of
the district.

“What is in the box ?” asked the boy, observing that
the carter’s eyes rested uneasily upon it.

“Old Cameron died at our place the day before yester-
day,” answered Saul, not with desire to evade, but because
it did not seem necessary to answer more directly.

“What of 2” The boy looked at the box with more
interest now. ' -

“He died of a fall ”—briefly.
The questioner looked at the pinewood box now with con-
siderable solicitude. ¢ Did his feet swell 2” he asked. As

Saul did not immediately assent, he added—¢When the
old M. Didier died, his feet swelled.”

“Whgt (do.you think of the coffin?” Saul said this
eyeing 1/as if he were critically considering it as a piece

_of workmanship.

- “M. Didier made # much better one for his little child,”
replied the boy. '
“If he did, heither Mr. Bates nor me is handy at this sort
of work. We Haven’t Been used to it, It’s a rough thing.
Touch it. You will see it’s badly made.”

He gained his object. The boy fingered the coffin, and
* although he did not praise the handiwork, it seemed to

Saul that some hoerid spell was broken when human hands
had again touched the box and no evil had resulted.

“Why didn’t you bury him at home?” asked the boy.

“He was English.”
“Mr. Bates has strict ideas, though he is English. He

wanted it done proper, in a graveyard, by a minister. He .

has wrote to the minister at St. Hennon’s and sent money
for the burying—Mr. Bates, he is always particular.”

“You are not going ‘to St. Hennon’s ?” said the boy
incredulously.
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“I'll stay to-night at Turrifs, and go on in the morning.
It’s four days’ walk for me and the cattle to go and come,
but I shall take back a man to cut the trees.”

“VWhy not send him by the new railroad ?” -

“It does not stop at Turrifs.”

“Yes; they stop at the cross-roads now, not more than
three miles from Turrifs, There’s a new station, and an
Englishman set to keep it. I’ve just brought this sack of
flour from there. M. Didier had it come by the cars.”

“When do they pass to St. Hennon’s ?”” asked Saul medi-
tatively, “But anyway, the Envhshman wouldn’t like to
take in a coffin.”

“They pass some time in the night; and he must take
it in if you write on it where it’s going. It’$ not his busi-
ness to say what the cars will take, if you pay.”

“Well,” said Saul. “Good-day. Yo-hoist! Yo, yo,
ho-Hoist!” '

It did not seem to him necessary to state whether he was,
or was not, going to take the advice offerad. The straining
and creaking of the cart, his shouts to the oxen, would have

" obliterated any further query the boy might have made.

He had fairly moved off when the boy also took up his
burden and trudged on the other way.

- CHAPTER VIIL

WuexN the blueberry bushes are dry, all the life in them,
sucked into their roots agaihst another summer, the tops
turn a rich, brownish red; at \this time, also, wild bramble

thickets have many a crimspnu stalk that gives colour to-

their mass, and the twigs rise above the white trunks
of birch-trees are not gré¢y, but brown.

Round the new railway station at the cross-roads near
Turrifs Settlement, the low-lying land, for miles and miles,
was covered with blueberry bushes; bramble thickets were
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here and there ; and where the land rose a little, in irregu-
lar places, young birch woods stood. If the snow had
sprinkled here, as it had upon the hills the night before,
there was no sign of it now. The warm colour of the land

seemed to glow against the dulness of the afternoon, not

with the sparkle and brightness which colour has in sun-
shine, but with the glow of a sleeping ember among its ashes.

" Round the west there was metallic blue colouring upon the

cloud vault. This colouring was not like a light -upon the
cloud, it was like a shadow upon it; yet it was not grey,
but blie. Where the long straight road from Turrifs and

. the long straight road from the hills crossed each other,

and were crossed by the unprotected railway track with
its endless rows of tree-trunks serving as telegraph poles,
the new station stood.

It was merely a small barn, neWIy built of pinewood,
divided into two rooms—one serving as a store-room for

goods, the other as waiting-room, ticket office, and living- -

room of the station-master. . ’.[‘b@; station-master, “who was,
in fact, master, clerk, and por},er in one, was as new to his
surroundings as the little fresh-smelling pinewood house.
He was a young Englishman, and at the first glance it could
be seen he had not long been living in his present place.
He had, indeed, not yet given up shaving himself, and his
clothes, although rough, warm, and suited to his occupation,
still suggested, not homespun, but an eutfit bought of a
tailor.

Jdt was about four o’clock on that November afternoon "
when the new official of the new station looked out at the -

dark red land and the bright-tinted cloud. It was intensely
cold. The ruts. of the roads, which were not made of logs

here, were frozen stiff. The young man stood a minute at

his door with his hands in his pockets, sniffed the frost, and
turned in with an air of distaste. A letter that had been
brought him by the morning train\ay on his table, addressed
to “ Alec Trenholme, Esq.” It hid seen vicissitudes, and
been to several addresses in different cities, before it had
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been finally readdressed to this new station. Perhaps its
owner had not found the path to fortune which he sought
in the New World as easily accessible as he had expected.
Whether he had now found it or not, he set himself to that
which he had found in manly fashion.

Coming'in from the cold without, and shuttmﬂ himself
in, as he supposed, for the evening, he wisely determmed to
alleviate the peculiar feeling of cold and desolation which
the weather was fitted to 1nduce by having an early tea.
He set his pan upon a somewhat rusty stove and put gen-
erous slices of ham therein to fry. He made tea, and then
set forth his store of bread, his plates and eup, upon the
table, with some apparent effort to make the meal look
attractive. The frying ham soon smelt delicious, and while
it was growing brown, Alec Trenholme read his letter for
the fifth time that day It was not a letter that he liked,
but, since the morning train, only two hunran beings had
‘passed by the station, and the young station-master would
have read and re-read a more disagreeable epistle than the
one which had fallen to his lot. It was dated from a place
called Chellaston, and was from his brother. It was couched
in terms of affection, and contained a long, closely reasoned

argument, with the tenor of which it Would seem the reader

did not agree, for he smiled at it scornfully:

He had not re-read his letter and dished his ham before
sounds on the road assured him an ox-cart was approaching,
and, with an eagerness to sée who it might be which cannot
be comprehended by those who have not lived in isolation,
he went out to see Saul and his cattl¢ coming at an even
pace down the road from the hills. The cart ran more
easily now that the road was of the better sort, and the
spirits of both ‘man and beasts were so raised by the sight
of a house that they all seemed in better form for work than
when in the middle of their journey.

Alec Trenholme waited till the cart drew up between his
door and the railway track, and regarded the giant stature
of the lumberman, his small round head, red cheeks, and
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luxuriant whiskers, with that intense but unreflecting inter-
est which the lonely bestow upon unexpected company. He
looked also, with an eye to his own business, at the conteats
of the cart, and gave the man a civil ¢ good evening.”

As he spoke, his voice and accent fell upon the air of
this wilderness as a rarely pleasant thing to hear™ Saul
hastily dressed his whiskers with his: horny left “hand
before he answered, but even then, he omitted to return
the greeting. ’

“I want to know,” he said, sidling up, “ how much it
would cost to-send that by the cars to St. Hennon’s.” He
nudged his elbow towards the coffin as he spoke.

« That box ?” asked the station-master. « How much

_ does it weigh ?”

“We mlaht weigh it if I'd some notion first about how
much T'd need to pay.” '

S What’s in it.?”

Saul smoothed his whiskers again. « Well,” he said—
then, after a slight pause—¢it’s a dead man.” = ,
#«Qh!” said Trenholme. Some habit of politeness,
unnecessary here, kept his exclamation from expressing
the interest he instantly #elt. In a country where there
are few men to die, even death assumes the form of. an
almost agreeable change as a matter of lively concern.
Then, after a pause which both men felt to be suitable, “I
suppose there is a special rate for—that sort of thing, you
know. I really haven’t been here very long. I will look
it up. I suppose you have a certificate of death, haven’t
you??”

"Again Saul dressed his whiskers. His attention to thém
was his recognition of the fact that Trenholme impressed
him as a superior. ’

“I don’t know about a certificate. You've heard of the
Bates and Cameron clearin’, I s’pose; it’s old Cameron
that’s dead”—again he nudged his .elbow coffinward—

“and Mr. Bates he wrote a letter to the mlmster at St.
Hennon’s,’
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He took the letter from his pocket as he spoke, and
Trenholme perceived that it was addressed in a legible
hand and sealed.

«T faney it’s all right,” said he doubtfully. He really
had not any idea what the railway might require before he
took the thing in charge.

Saul did not make answer. He was not quite sure it
was all right, but the saort of wrongness he feared was not
to be confided to the man—ifto whose care he desired to
shove the objectionable burden.

“ What did he die of ? 7 asked the young man.

“ He fell down, and he seemed for some days as if he’d
get over it; then he was took sudden. We put his feet
into a hot pot of water and made him drink lye.”
~“Lye?” ‘

« Ash water—but we gave it him ‘weak.”

“Qh.” .

“But—he died.” i

“Well, that was sad. Does he leave a wife and
family ?

« No,” said Saul briefly. ¢ But how much must I pay to
have the cars take it the rest of the way ?”

Trenholme stepped into his room and lit his lamp that

hemight better examine his list of rates. Saul came inside

to warm himself at the stove. The lamp in that little room
was the .one spot of yellow light in the whole world that
lay in sight, yet outside it was not yet dark, only dull and
bitterly cold.

Trenholme stood near the lamp, reading fine print upon a
large card. The railway was only just opened and its tariff
incomplete as yet. He found no particular provision made
for the carriage of coffins. It took him some minutes to
consider under what class of freight to reckon this, but he
decided not to weigh it. Saul looked at the room, the ham
and tea, and at Trenholme, with quiet curiosity in his
*- beady eyes. Outside, the oxen hung their heads and dozed
again. -
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o . “You see,” said Saul, “I’ll get there myself with the
potash to-morrow night; then I can arrange with the
minister.”

He had so much dlﬂ"lculty 4in producing the requ1s1te
number of coins for the carriage that it was evident the
potash could not be sent by train too; but Trenholme was
familiar now with the mode of life that could g1ve time of
man and beast so easily, and find such difficulty in produc-
ing a little money of far less value. He did remark that,
as the cart was to complete the journey, the coffin might
as well travel the second day as it had done the/ﬁ,r_sg,_hut//
Saul showed reluctance to hear this expostulation, and
certainly it was not the station-master’s business to insist.
The whole discussion did not take long. Saul was ev1dentlf)
in a haste not usual to such as he, and Trenholme felt a
natural desire to sit down to his tea, the cooking of which
filled the place with grateful perfume. Saul’s haste showed
itself more in nervous demeanour than in capacity to get
through the interview quickly. Even when the money
was paid, he loitered awkwardly. Trenholme went into his
store-room, and threw open its double doors to-the outside
air.

“ Help me in with it, will you ? »

It was the pleasant authority of his tone that roused the
other to alacrity. = They shouldered the coffin between them.

" The store-room was fairly large and contained little. Tren-
holme placed the coffin reverently by itself in an empty
corner. He brought a pot of black paint and a brush, and
printed on ‘% the necessary address. Then he thought a

. moment, and added in another place the inscription—
“Box containing coffin—to be-handled with care.”

It is to be remarked how-dependent we are for the
simplest ‘actions on the teaching 'we have had. Never
having received the smallest instruction as to how to deal
with such a charge, it cost him effort of thought and some
courage to put on this inscription. Saul watched, divided
between curious interest and his desire to be away.

y
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“You've got another coffin inside this case, of course ?”
said the station-master, struck with a sudden doubt.

To him, polished wood and silver plating seemed such a
natural accessory of death that he had, without thought,
always associated the one idea with the other.

“No, that’s all there is. We made it too large by mis-
take, but we put a bed quilt in for stuffing.”

“But, my man, it isn’t veryewell put together; the lid
isn’t tight.”

“No—neither it is.” Saul had already sidled to the
door.

Trenholme felt it with his thumb and fingers.

“It’s perfectly loose,” he cried. “It’s only got a few
nails in the lid. You ought to have put in screws, you
know.” .

“Yes, but we hadn’t got any; we had used the last
screws we had for the hinge of a door. I’'m going to buy
some to put in at St. Hennon’s. Good-day.”

As they spoke, Saul.had* been going to his cart, and
Trenholme following, with authoritative digpleasure in his
mien. P )

“It’s exceedingly careless—upon my word. Come back
and nail it up firmer,” cried he.

But Saul drove off.

The young station-master went back to the store-room.
He looked at the box for a mpment, with annoyance still in
his mind. The air that he "had would have sat well upon
a man with servants under him, but was somewhat futile
in the keeper of a desolate railway-station. He had not

been able to command the man, and he certainly could not
" command the coffin to nail itself more firmly together.
After all, his tea waited. Somewhat sullenly he barred
the double door on the inside, and Went back to his own
room and his evening meal.

The, room was filled with the'steam of the boiling tea as
he poured it out, and the smoke of the ham gravy. With
the strength of youth and health he thrust aside the annoy-
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ance of his official position from his present mind, and set
himself to his supper with considerable satisfaction.

He had not, however, eaten a single morsel before he
heard a sound in the next room which caused him to sit
erect and almost rigid, forgetting his food. He had been
so pre-occupied a minute before with the carelessness of
those who constructed the coffin that he had left the inner
door between the two rooms ajar. It was through this
that the sound came, and it seemed to his quickened sense
to proceed from the corner in which the pinewood box re- .
posed, but he hastily went over all the contents of the room
to think if any of them ¢ould be falling or shifting among
themselves. The sound still continued; it seemed as if
something was being gently worked to and fro, as in a soft
socket. His imagination was not very quick to represent
impossible dangers, nor had he in him more cowardice
than dwells in most brave men. He did not allow himself
to conclude that he heard the coffin-lid being opened from
the inside. He took his lamp and went to see what was
wrong.

The sound ceased as he moved. When the light of the

‘lamp was in the next room all was perfectly silent. For

almost half a minute he stood still, shading his eyes from
the lamp, while, with every disagreeable sensation crowd-
ing upon him, he observed distinctly that, -although the
nails were still holding it loosely in place, the lid of the
coffin was raised half an inch, more than that indeed, at
the top.

“Now, look here, you know—this won’t do,” said Tren-
holme, in loud authoritative tones; so transported was he
by the disagreeableness of his sﬂ;uamon that, for the
moment, he supposed himself speaking to the man with
whom he had just spoken. Then, realising that that man,
although gone, was yet probably within call, he set do
the lamp hastily and ran out.

It seemed to him remarkable that Saul and the oxen could
have gone so far along the road, although of course they
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were still plainly in sight. He shouted, but received no
answer. He raised his voice and shouted again and again,
with force and authority. He ran, as he shouted, about
twenty paces. In return he ounly heard Saul’s own-com-
mands to his oxen. Whether the man was’making so much
noise himself that he could not hear, or whether he heard
and would not attend, T;j;holme could not tell, but he felt
at the moment too angry to run after him farther. It was
not his place to wait upon this carter and run his errands!
Upon this impulse he turned again.

However, as he walked back, the chill frost striking his
bare head, he felt more diffidence and perplexity about his
next action than was at all usual to him. He knew that he
had no inclination to investigate the contents of the box.
All the curiosity stirred within him still failed to create
the least desire to pry further; but, on the other hand, he
could not think it right to leave the-matter as it was. A
strong feeling of duty commanding him to open the coffin

and see that all was right, and a stout aversion to perform- -

ing this duty, were the main elements of his consciousness
during the minutes in which he retraced his steps to the
house.

He had set down the lamp on a package just within the
baggage-room door, so that his own room, by which he
entered, was pretty dark, save for the fire showing through
the damper of the stove. Trenholme stopped in it just one
moment to listen; then, unwilling to encourage hesitation
in himself, went through the next door. His hand was owt-
stretched to take the lamp, his purpose was clearly defined

—+%0 go to the far corner and examine the coffin-lid. Hand -

and thought arrested, he stopped on the threshold, for the
1id was thrown off the coffin, and beside it stood a figure.
The lamp, which did not throw very much light across
the comparatively large empty room, was so placed that
what light there was came directly in Trenholme’s eyes.
Afterwards he remembered this, and wondered whether all
that he thought he saw had, in fact, been clearly seen; but

/
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at the moment he thought nothing of the inadequacy of
light or of the glare in his eyes; he only knew that there,
in the far corner beside the empty coffin, stood a white
Jfigure—very tall to his vision, very lank, with white drapery
that clothed it round the head like a cowl and spread upon
the floor around its feet. But all that was not what
_ arrested his attention and chilled his strong courage, it
was the eyes of the figure, which were clearly to be’seen—
large, frightened, fierce eyes, that met his own with a
courage and terror in them which seemed to quell his own
courage and impart terror to him. Above them he saw the
form of a pallid brow clearly moulded. He did not remem-
ber the rest of the face—perhaps the white clothes wrapped
it around. While the eyes struck him with awe, he had a
curious idea that the thing had been interrupted in arrang-
ing its own winding sheet, and was waiting until he retired
again to finish its toilet. This was merely a grotesque

side-current of thought. , He was held and awed by the
surprise of the face, for those eyes seemed to him to belong
to no earthly part of the old man who, he had been told,
lay there dead. Drawn by death or exhaustion as the face
around them looked, the eyes themselves appeared .un-
earthly in their large brightness.

He never knew whether his next actlon was urged more
by fear; or by the strong sense of justice that had first
prompted him to call back the carter as the proper person
to deal with the contents of the-coffin. Whatever the
motive, it acted quickly. He drew back; closed the door;
locked it on the side of his own room; and set out again to
bring back the man. Th_%\s time he should hear and should
return. Trenholme did not spare his voice, and the wide
lonely land resounded to his shout. And this time he was
not” too proud to run, but went at full speed and shouted
too..

Saul undoubtedly saw and heard him, for he faced about
and looked. Perhaps something in the very way in which

Trenholme ran suggested why he ran. Instead of respond-\
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ing to the command to return, he himself began to run
away and madly to goad his oxen. There are those who
suppose oxen yoked to a cart cannot run, but on occasion
they can plunge into a wild heavy gallop that man is pow-
erless to-curb. The great strength latent in these animals
was apparent now, for, after their long day’s draught, they
seemed to become imbued with their driver’s panie, and
changed from walking -to dashing madly down the road.
It was a long straight incline of three miles from the sta-
tion to the settlement called Turrifs. Saul, unable to keep
up with the cattle, flung himself upon the cart, and, with
great rattling, was borne swiftly away from his pursuer.
Young Trenholme stopped when he had run a mile. So
far he had gone, determined that, if the man would not
stop for his commands, he should be collared and dragged
back by main force to face the thing which he had brought,
but by degrees even the angry young man perceived the

* futility of chasing mad cattle. He drew up panting, and,

- turning, walked back once more. He did not walk slowly;
he was in no frame to loiter and his run had brought such
a flush of heat upon him that it would have been madness
to linger in the bitter cold. At the same time, while his
- legs moved rapidly, his mind certainly hesitated—in fact,
it almost halted, unable to foresee in the least.what its
next opinion or decision would be. He was not a man to
pause in- order to make up his mind. He had a strong
feeling of responsibility towards his little station and its
inexplicable tenant, therefore he hurried back against his
will. His only consolation in this backward walk was the
key of the door 'he had locked, which in haste he had
taken out and still held in his hand. Without attempting
to decide whether the thinfze had seen was of common
clay or of some lighter subftance, he still did not lend
his mind with sufficient readiness to ghostly theory to
imagine that his unwelcome guest could pass through
locked doors.

Nor did the ghest, if ghost it was, pags through un-

)
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opened doors. The flaw it Trenholme’s comfortable theory
was that he had forgotten that the Iarge double door, which
opened from the baggage room to the railway track, was .
barred on the inside. When he got back to his place he
found this door ajar, and neither in his own room, nor in
the baggage room, nor in the coffin, was there sign of
human presence, living or dead.

All the world about lay in the clear white twilight. The
blueberry flats, the bramble-holts, were red. The clouded
sky was white, except for that metallic blue tinge in the
west, through which, in some thin places, a pale glow of
yellower light was now visible, the last rays of the day
that had set. It was this world on which the young Eng-
lishman looked as, amazed and somewhat affrighted, he
walked round the building, searching on all sides for the

" creature that could hardly yet, had it run away. in such a
level land, be wholly out of sight.

He went indoors again to make sure that nothing was
there, and this time he made a discovery—his tea was gone
from his eup. He gave a shudder of diSgust, and, leaving
his food untouched, put on coat and cap, and went out
shutting his door behind him. His spirits sank. It
seemed to him that, had it been midnight instead of this

- blank, even daylight, had his unearthly-looking visitant
acted in more unearthly fashion, the circumstances would
have had less weird force to impress his mind.

We can, after all, only form conjectures regarding inex-
plicable incidents from the successive impressions that
have been made upon us. This man wds not at all given
to love of romance or superstition, yet the easy explanation
that some man, for purpose of trick or erime, had hidden
in the box, did not seem to him to fit the circumstances.
He “could not make himself believe that the eyes he had
seen belonged to a living man; on the other hand, he found
it in:%)ossible to conceive of a tea-drinking ghost. )

About a quarter of a mile away there was a long grove
of:birch trees, the projecting spur of a second growth of

J
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forest that covered the#:listzmt rising ground. Towards .
this Trenholme strode, for it was the only covert near in
which a human being could travel unseen. It was more
by the impulse of energy, however, than .by reasonable
hope that. he came there, for by the time he had reached
the edge of the trees, it was beginning to grow dark, even
in the open plain.

No one who has not seen birch trees in thelr undisturbed
native haunts can-know how purely white, unmarred by
stain or tear, their trunks cam be. Trenholme looked in
among them. They grew thickly. White—white—it
seemed in the gathering gloom that each was whiter than
the other; and Trenholne, remembering that his only
knowledge of the *Agure he sought was that it was wrapped
in white, recognised the uselessness, the absurdity even,
of hoping to ﬁnd it here, of all places. -

- Then he went back to the road and started for Turﬂfs_
Settlement. )

CHAPTER IX.

Tue settlement called “Turrifs” was not a village; it
was only a locality, in which there were a good many
houses within the radius of a few square miles.

When Alec Trenholme started off the third time to re-
proach the recreant driver of the ox-cart, he had no inten-
tion of again dealing with him directly. He bent his steps
to the largest house in the neighbourhood, the house of the
family called Turrifs; whose present head, being the
second of his generation .on the same farm,'held a posi-
tion of loosely acknowledged pre-eminence. Turrif was a
Frenchman, who had had one Scotch forefather through -
whom his name had come. This, indeed, was thé case
with many of his nelghbours

Trenholme had had various negotiations with this Turmf
and his neighbours, but he had only once been to the

.
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house he was now seeBNfies and in the darkness, which
had fallen completely during his three-mile walk, he was
a little puzzled to find it quickly. Its wooden and weather-
greyed walls glimmered but faintly in the night; it was
only by following the line of log fences through the flat
treeless fields that he found himself at last full in the
feeble rays of the candle-light that peeped from its largest
window. Trenholme knocked.

Turrif himself opened the door. He was a man of
middle age, thick-set but thin, with that curious grey shade
on a healthy skin that so often pertains to Frenchmen.

For a moment his shrewd but mild countenance peered into

the darkness; then, holding wide the door and making
welcome motion with his hand, he bade Trenholme enter.
Trenholme could not speak French, but he knew that
Turrif could understand enough English to comprehend
his errand if he told it slowly and distinctly. Slowly
and distinetly, therefore, he recounted all that had befallen
him since Saul arrived at the station; but such telling of
such a story could not be without some embarrassment,
caused by the growing perception, on the part of both men,
of its extraordinary nature. -
“Eh—h!” said the Frenchman during the telling. Tt
was a prolonged syllable, denoting meditative astonish-
ment, and it brought another listener, for the wife came
and stood by her hiusband, who interpreted the story to her,
and shortly a girl of thirteen also drew near and stood

" listening to her father’s interpretation. Trenholme began
to wonder whether the elder listeners were placing any

confidence in his word; but the doubt was probably in his
mind only, for an honest man does not estlmate the subtile

" force of his own honesty.

Turrif and his wife listened to all that was said, apd

j_'looked at each other, and looked at him, and asked h1m a

good many questions. They were neither of them hasty,

but, as the woman’s manner was the more vivacious, so her’

questions, when translated, showed a somewhat quicker
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wit. When all was said, like wise people, they pro-
nounced no sentence, either upon Trenholme’s actions or
upon those of tlie creature that had inhabited the coffin;
but they remarked that if the carter had committed no evil
he would not have run away. They said that they had
some knowledge of this man, whom they called “Monsieur
Saul,” and that he was a fgllow of little worth. They
agr eed that Turrif should go with Trenholme, as requested,
to_bring the man to book.

On crossing the threshold of the house Trenholme had
come at once into a large, long room, which, composed the
whole lower flat ‘of the dwelling, as appeared from the

windows on both sides and from the fact that the staircase |

went up from one end of it. It was a comfortable, well-
warmed room, containing evidences of all the various
industries offthe family, from the harness that hung on

the wall and the basket of carded wool by the spmmg-‘
. wheel, to the bucket of cow’s mash that stood warming by

the stove at the foot of the baby’s cradle. At the far end

> a large table, that held the candle, had a meal spreadsupon

it, and also some open dog’s-eared primers, at which small
children were Spelling audlbly

When the conference, which had taken place near the
door, was over, the wife went back to her children and her
lighted table, and Trenholme made as if to open the door,
supposing that Turrif would walk away with him.

“Eh—non,” said the~older man, with a kindly smile.
“ Pas encore,” and taking Trenholme by the arm, he pushed
him gently towards the table. “I weel get out my ’orse,”

. said he, in slow, broken English. “You have had enough
walking to-day, and I have had enough work. A présent”

—with a gesture toward the table. .
He madé Trenholme sit down at the table. There was
a very large pan of thick sour milk on it, and a:loaf of

grey bread. Bits of this bread were set round the edge of
.the table, near the children, who munched at them. , - :
Turrif gave Trenholme a bit of bread, cutting into the -
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loaf as men only do in whose lives bread is not scarce.
With a large spoon he took a quantity of the thick rich
‘cream from the top of the milk and put a saucer of it before
" the visitor. Trenholme ate it with hi§ bread, and found. it
not as sour as he expected, and on the whole very good.
Turrif, eating bread as he went, carried the harness out of
the house.

As there was no one left for him to talk to, Trenholme .
grew more observant. He remarked the sweetness and |
sense in the face of the house-mother as she bestowed their
suppers upon the children. She was still comparatively
young, but there was no beauty of youth about her, only
the appeararice of strength that is produced by toil and
endurance before these two have worn the strength away.
But, in spite of this look of strength, the face was not hard—
no, nor sad; and there was a certain latent poetry, too,
about the gesture and look with which she gave food to the
little ones, as if the giving and receiving were a free thing,
and not the mere necessity of life. Her manner of giving
them supper was to push the large pan of curded milk close
to the edge of. the table, where the little ones were clus-
tered, and let them, four of them at once, lap out- of the
side of it with their little spoons. At the same time she
pushed the creasy yellow cover of cream-to the farther
side, with a watchful glance at Trenholme’s saucer, evi-
dently meaning that it was kept for him. She and the
elder boy and girl waited to sup till the little ones had
finished.

Trenholme endeavoured to say that he should not Wa.nt
any more cream, but she did not understand his words.
He would have felt more concerned at the partiality shown
him if the youngsters had looked more in need of cream;
-but they were, in truth, so round-faced and chubby, and so
evidently more pleased to stare at him with their big, black
eyes than grieved to lose the richest part of their milk,
that he “felt distress would have been thrown way. All
four little- ones wore round knitted caps, and their little .
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heads, at uneven heights, their serious eyes rolling upon

him, and their greedy little mouths supping in the milk
the while, formed such an odd picture round the white disk

of the milk-pan that Trenholme could not help laughing.
" The greedy little feeders, without dropping their spoons,
looked to their mother to see whether they ought to be
frightened or not at such conduct on the stranger’s part,
but seeing her smile, they concluded that they were safe.

Upon Trenholme’s making further overtures of friend--

ship, one or two of them began to smile: the smile was
infectious, it spread to &ll four, and they began to laugh,
and laughed in baby fashion quite immoderately. Their
mother considered this a sign that they had had -enough,
and took their spoons from them. As they scattered from
the table Trenholme perceived that, though their heads
were covered, their feet were not. Theu' whole costume

consisted of &short blue cotton nightgown and the liﬁtle":,:

- knitted cap.

~ When Turrif came in to say that the horse was ready, !
: Trenholme made an effort to present his thanks in saying |

" good-bye to the mistress of the house, but she did not seem

to expect or take much notice of these manners. As he

went out of the door he looked back to see her bending over

the baby in the cradle, and he noticed for the first time
that above the cradle there-was a little shrine fastened to
the wall. It was decked with a crucifix and paper ﬂowers,
above was a coloured picture of the Virgin.

Trenholme, . whose nerves” were perhaps more suscep-
tible than usual by reason of the creature set at large
by the opening of the coffin, wondered that Turrif should
leave his wife and children alone so willingly, without
any effort to bar the house and without objection on their

part. He knew there was no other house within half a-

mlle, and the darkness that lay on the flat land appeared
to give room for a thousand dangers.

He expressed this surprise to Turrif, who rephed placidly
that the good saints took care of women and children—a
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reply which probably did not go to prove the man’s piety

so much as the habitual peace of the neighbourhood.

The vehicle to which Turrif had harnessed his pony was
a small hay. cart—that is to say, a cart consisting of a plat-
form on two wheels, and a slight paling along each side
intended to -give some support to its contents. It was

much more lightly made than Saul’s ox-cart. The wheels’

went over the frozen ruts at a good pace, and the inmates
were badly jolted. Trenholme would rather have walked,
but he had already observed that the Canadian rustic never
walked if he could possibly avoid it, and he suppposed
there must be some reason for this in the nature of the

country. The jolting made talking disagreeable; indeed,-

when he attempted conversation he found his Words
reminded him forcibly of times when, in the nursery, of
. his childhood, he had noticed the cries of baby companions
gradually grow less by reason of the rapid vibrations of
the nurse’s knee. He kept silence therefore, apd wondered
whether Turrif or the pony was guiding, so carelessly did
they go forth into the darkness, turping corners and avoid-
ing ghostly fences with slovenly ease.

.It soon appeared that Turrif knew no more.than Tren-
holme where to find Saul; his only method of seeking was
to inquire at each house. It was not, however, necessary
to go into each house; the cart was only brought suffi-
_ ciently near upon the’ road for a lusty shout to reaeh the
family inside. The first house Trenholme hardly saw in
the ddrkness; at one or two others. g}e had a good view of
the interior thro‘ugh an open door or window. From ‘each

door men and boys, sometimes women and children, sallied -

forth eagerly ihto the cold night to see what was wanted,
and to each inguiry the phlevmatlc Turrif repeated Tren-
holme’s tale. Trenholme would hawve given a good deal
to be able fully to understand what was said. There was
much conversation. -From each house one or two men
joined them, and in one case, from a squalid-looking door-

way, a loud-speaking and wilful girl came out and insisted -
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on getting into ‘the cart. She ‘talked to the men and

shrieked loudly when any object, such as a barn or a tree,"

loomed dimly at the-side of the road. Two of the men

. brought a lantern and walked behind. When they came to

the house whose roof was found to cover Saul, a party of
eight entered to hear and pronounce upon his explanation.

Certainly, if Trenholme had had the management of the -

business, he would not have proceeded in this fashion, but
he had no choice.

The carter had been drinking whisky—not muc’h as yet,
but enough to give him a greater command of words than
he ordinarily possessed. When he saw Trenholme among
the band who were inquiring for him, he manifested dis-
tinct signs of terror, but not at his visifors; his ‘ghastly
glances were at door and window, and he drew nearer to
the company for protection. It was plainly what they had
to tell, not what they had to demand, that excited him to
trembling; the assembled neighbourhood ‘seemed to strike
him in the light of a safeguard: When, however, he found
the incomers were inclined to accuse him of trick or
knavery, he spoke out bravely enough.

01ld Cameron had died—they knew old Cameron?

“Yes, the men assented to this knowledge.

And after he had been dead two days and one night, Mr.
Bates—they knew Mr. Bates?—

Assent again.

—Had put him in the coffin with his own hands and
nailed down the lid. He was quite dead—perfectly dead.

On hearing this- the bold girl who had come with them

shrieked again, and "two of the younger men took her
aside, and, holding her head over a bucket in the.corner
poured water on it, a process which silenced her.

“ And,” said Turrlf quietly speakmg in French, “what
then? ”

“ What then? ” said Saul; “Then to-day I brought h1m
in the cart.” ' =

% And buried him-on the road, because he was hea,vy a.nd
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useless, and let some friend of yours play with the box?”
continued Turrif, with an insinuating smilé.

Saul swore loudly that this was not the case, at which
the men shrugged their shoulders and looked at Trenholme.

To him the s¢ene and the circumstances were very curious.
The house into which they had come was much smaller
than Turrif’s. The room was a dismal one, with no sign
of woman or child about it. Its atmosphere was thick
with the smoke of tobacco and the fumes of hot whisky, in
which Saul and his host had been indulging. A soft, home-
made candle, guttering on the table, shed a yellow smoky
light upon the faces of the bearded men who stood around
_it. Saul, pethaps from an awkward feeling of trembling
in his long legs, had resumed his seat, his little eyes more
beady, his little round cheeks more ruddy, than ever, his
whiskers now entirely disregarded in the importance of
his self-vindication,

Too proud for asseveration,. Trenholme had not much
more to say. He stated briefly that he could not be respon-
sible for the contents of a box when thescontents had run
away, nor_for any harm that the runaway might do to the
neighbourhood, adding that the man who had consigned
the box to his care must now come and take it away.

He spoke with a fine edge of authority in his voiee, as
a man speaks who feels himself superior to his circum-
stances and companions. He did not look at the men as he
spoke, for he was not yet sure whether they gave him the
credence for which he would not sue, and he did not care to
see if they derided him.

“I sink,” said Turriff, speaking slowly in English now,

—«T sink we cannot make that mée-rdcle be done.”

“What miracle ?”” asked Trenholme.

Those of the men who understood any. Enghsh laughed.

“Se miracle to make dis genteelman, M. Saul, fetch se
box.”

Trenholme then saw that Saul’s shuddermgs had come
upon him again at the mere suggestlon

.
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“What am I to do, then ?” he asked.

At this the men had a good deal of talk, and Turrif
interpreted the decision.

“We sink it is for M. Bates to say what shall be done
wit se box. We sink we take se liberté to say to sis
man—* Stay here till some one go to—mm row aud fetch M.
Bates.””

This struck Trenholme as just, and any objection he
felt to spending the night under the same roof with the
mysterious coffin did not seem worth remark.

As for Saul, he professed himself satisfied with the
arrangement. He was only -too glad to have some one

brought who would share his responsibility and attest, in’

part at least, his tale.
“ Well,” sald Trenholme, “I’ll go then.” -
He felt for the key of the station in his pocket, and

would have thanked the men and bid them “good even- -
ing,” had they not, rather clamorously, deprecated his inten- -

tion. Living, as they did, far from all organised justice,
there was in them a rough sense of responsibility for ea.ch
other which is not found in townsmen.

Trenholme shortly made out that they had decided tha,t
two of them,should help him to guard the station that

night, and w’éBre only disputing as to who should be allotted
for the purpose.

“It isn’t at all necessary,” said Trenholme.

“We sink,” said Turrif, with his deliberate smile, «“it
will be best; for if you have not been wandering in your
mind, some one else’s body has been wandering.”

Trenholme went back to his station in the not unpleasant
company of two sturdy farmers, one young and vivacious,
the other old and slow. They found the place just as he
had left it. The coffin was empty, save for the sweet-
scented cushion of roughly covered pine tassels on which
the body of the gaunt old Cameron had been laid to rest.

The three mex??y the stove in the other room. The

smoke from their fpipes dimmed the light of the lamp.

i
l

[T S

b b ban

[, TR
A

B M e M e

e
®y

= e g

T e——————



P

ST | SRR ISR 2 B8l - i

/

82 WHAT NECESS/ITY KNOWS [BOOK 1

The quiet sounds of their talk <and movements never
entirely took from them the consciousness of the large
dark silence that lay without. No footfall broke it. \When
they heard the distant rush of the night train, they all
three went out to see its great yellow eye come nearer.and
nearer.

Trenholme had one or two packages to put in the van.
He and his companions exchanged greetings with the
men of the train.

Just as he was handing in his last package, a gentle-

manly voice accosted him.

“Station-master! ” said a grey-haired, military-locking
traveller, “Station-master! Is there any way of getting
milk here?”

A lady stood behind the gentleman. They were both on

 the platform at the front of a passenger car.

“It’s for a child, you know,” explained the gentleman.

Trenholme remembered his untouched tea, and confessed
to the possession of a little milk.

Oh, hasten, hasten!” cried the lady, “ for the guard says
the train will move on in a moment.”
* As Trenholme knew that the little French conductor thus
grandly quoted did not know when the train would start,
and as in his experience the train, whatever else it did,
never hastened, he did not move with the sudden agility
that was desired. Before he turned he heard a loud-
whispered aside from the lady: ‘‘Tell him we’ll pay him
dquble—treble, for it; I have heard they are avaricious.”

When Trenholme had started the train he jumped upon
it with "the milk. He found himself in a long car. The
double seats on either side were filled with sleepy people.
There was a passage down the middle, and the lamps above
shone dimly through dirty glasses. Trenholme could not
immediately see any one like the man who had spoken to
him outside, but he, did spy out a baby, and, jug in hand
he went and stood a moment near it.

The lady who held the baby sat upright, with her head

S — -
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leaning avainsi; the side of the car. She was dozing, and-

the baby was also asleep. It was a rosy, healthy Chlld
about a year old. The lady’s handsome face suggested
she was about seven-and-twenty. Among all the shawl-
wrapped heaps of restless humanity around them, this pair
looked very lovely together. The.dusty lamplight fell
upon them. They seemed to Trenholme like a beautiful
picture of mother and child, such as one sometimes comes

upon among the evil surroundings of old frames and hide-

ous prints. .

Said Trenholme aloud: “I don’t know who asked me for
the milk.”

The lady stirred and looked'at him indifferently. She
seemed very beautiful. Men see with different eyes in
these matters, but in Trenholme’s eyes this lady was fault-
less, and her face and air touched some answering mood of
reverence in his heart. It rarely happens, however, that
we can linger gazing at the faces which possess for us the
most beauty. The train was getting up'speed, and Tren-
holme, just then catching sight of the couple who had asked
for the milk, had no choice but to pass down the car and
pour it into the jar they held.

The gentleman put his hand in his pocket. “Oh no,”
said Trenholme, and went out. But the more lively lady
reopened the door behind him, and threw a coin on the
ground as he was descending.

By the sound it had made Trenholme found it, and saw
by the light of the passing car that it was an Enghsh shil-
. ling. When the train was gone he stood a minute where
it had carried him, some hundred feet from the station,
and watched it going on into the darkness.

Afterwards, when his companions had composed them-
selves to sleep, and he lay sleepless, listening to all that
could be heard in the silent night, curiously enough it was
not upon the exciting circumstances of the early evening

that he mused chiefly, but upon the people he had seen in
the night train. . .
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A seemingly little thing has sometimes the power to
change those currents that set one way and another within
a man, making him satisfied or dissatisfied with this or
that. By chance, as it seems, a song is sung, a touch is
given, a sight revealed, and man, like a harp hung to the
winds, is played upon, and the music is not that which He
devises. > So it was that Trenholme’s encounter in the dusty
car with the beautiful woman who had looked upon him so
indifferently had struck a chord which was like a plaintive
sigh for some better purpose in life than he was beating
out of this rough existence. It was not a desire for greater
pleasure that her beauty had aroused in him, but a desire
for nobler action—such was the power of her face.

The night passed on; no footfall broke the silence.
The passing train was the only episode of his vigil.

In the morning when Trenholme looked out, the land
was covered deep in snow.

CHAPTER X.

WaeN the night train left Turrifs Station it thundered
on into the darkness slowly enough, but, what with bump-

" ing over its rough rails and rattling its big cars, it seemed

anxious to deceive its passengers into the idea that it was
going at great speed. A good number of its cars were long
vans for the carriage of freight; behind these came two for
the carriage of passengers. These were both labelled
“First Class.” One was devoted to a few men, who were
smoking; the other was the one from which Trenholme
had descended. Its seats, upholstered in red V;I[vet, were
dusty from the smoke and dirt of the way; its atmosphere,

heated by a stove at one end, was dry and oppressive. It

would have been impossible, looking at the motley company
lounging in the lamplight, te have told their relations one
to another; but it was evident that an uncertain number bf
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yoﬁng people, placed near the lady who held the baby, were
of the same party; they slept in twos and threes,, leaning

on one another’s shoulders and covered by the same wraps. °

It was to seats left vacant near this group that the man
and his wife who had procured the milk returned. The
man, who was past middle life, betook himself to his.seat
wearily, and pul@ his cap over hig eyes without speaking.
His wife deposited the mug of milk in a basket, speaking
in low but brisk tones to the lady who held the baby.

“There, Sophia; I’ve had to pay a sh1i’hng for a cupful,
but I’ve got some milk.”

I should have thought you would have been surer to get
good milk at a larger station, mamma.” She did not turn
as she spoke, perhaps for fear of waking the sleeping baby.

The other, who was the infant’s mother, was rapidly
tying a shawl round her head and shoulders. She was a

little stout woman, who in middle age had retained her’

brightness of eye and complexion. Her features were
regular, and her little nose had enough suggestion of the
eagle’s beak in its form to preserve her countenance from
insignificance. ™

“Qh, my dear,” she returned, “as to the milk—the
young man looked quite clean, I assure you; and thén such
a large country as the cows have to roam in!?”

Having delivered herself of this eneroetxc whisper, she

subsided below the level of the seat back, leaving Sophia
to sit and wonder in a drowsy muse Wh\ether the mother
supposed that the value of a cow’s milk would be increased
if, like Io, she could prance across a continent.

Sophia Rexford sat upright, with the large baby in her '

arms and a bigger child leaning on her shoulder. Botlr
children were more or less restless; but their sister was
not restless, she sat quite still. The attitude of her tall
figure had the composure and strength in it which do not
belong to first youth. Hers was a fine face; it might even
be called beautiful; but no one now would call it pretty—
the skin was too colourless, the expression too earnest.
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Her eyes took on the look that tells -of inward, rather
than outward, vision. Her thoughts were such as she
would not have told to any one, but ot  because of evi in
them.

This was thé lady to whom\ Robert Trenholme, the
master of the college at Chellastoh, had written his letter;

and she was thinking of that letter now, and of him, pon-

dering much that, by some phantasy of dreams, she should
have been suddenly reminded of him by the voice of the
man who had passed through the car with the milk.

Her mind flitted lightly to the past; to a season .she had
once spent in a fashionable part of  London, and to her
acquaintance with the young curate, who was receiving
some patronage from the family with whom she was visit-
ing. She had been a beauty then; every one danced to the

_ tune she piped, and this curate—a mere fledgeling—had

danced also. © That was nothing. No, it was nothing that
he had, for a time, followed lovesick in her train—she

never doubted that he had had that sickness, although he ‘

bad not spoken of it—all that had been notable in the
acquaintance was that she, who at that time had played
with the higher aims and impulses of life, had thought, in

her youthful afrogance, that she discerned in this- man -

something higher and finer than she saw in other men.
She had been pleased to make something of a friend of
him, condesoendmg to advise and encourage lum, pro-
nouncing upon his desire to seek a wider field in a new
country, and calling it godd. Later, when he was gone,
and life for her had grown more quiet for lack of circum-
stances to feed excitement, she had wondered sometimes if

__this man had recovered as perfectly from' that love-sickness
as others had done. That was all—absolutely all. Her .~

life had lately come again into indirect relations with him
through circumstances over which neither he nor she had
had any control; and now, when she was about to see him,
he had ta.ken‘upon him to write and pick up the thread of
personal friendship again and remind her of the past.
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In what mood had he written this reminder? Sopliia.
Rexford would surely not have been a woman of the world
if she had not asked herself this question. Did he think

that on seeing her again he would care for her as before? <
Did he.imagine that intervening years, which  had brought =~ -

misfortune to her family, would bring her more within
his grasp? Or was his intention in writing still less pleas-
ing to her than this? Had he written, speaking so guard-
edly of past friendship, with the desire to ward off any hope
she might cherish that he had remained unmarried for her
sake? Sophia’s lips. did not curl in scorn over this last
suggestion, because she was holding her little court of
inquiry in a mental region quite apart from her emotions.
This woman’s character was, however, revealed in this,
that she passed easily from her queries as to what the man
in question did, or would be likely to, think of her. " A
matter of real, possibly of paramount, interest to her was
to wonder whether his life had really expanded into the
flower of which she had thought the bud gave promise.
She tried to look back'and estimate the truth of her youth-
ful instinet, which had told her he was a man above other

men. And if that had been so, was he less or more now’
-than he had been then? Had he been a benefit to the new

country to which he had come? Had the move from the
Old World to this—the decision in which she had rashly
aided with youthful advice—been a good or a bad thmg for
him and for the people to whom he had come?

From this she fell a-thinking upon her own life as, in
the light of Trenholme’s letter, the contrast of her present
womanly self with the bright, audacious girl of that past
time was set strongly before her. It is probably as rare
for any one really to wish to be the self of any former time
—to wish to be younger—as it is really to wish to be any
one else. Sophia certainly did not dream of wishing to be
younger. We are seldom just to ourselves—either past or
present: Sophia had a fine scorn for whatt she remembered
herseif to have been; she had greater respect for her present
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self, because there was less of outward show, and more of
reality.

It might have been a quarter of an hour, it mlght have
been more, since the train had last started, but now it
stopped rather suddenly. Sophia’s father murmured sleep-
ily against the proximity of the stations. He was reclin-
ing in the seat just behind her.

- Sophia looked out of her window. She saw no light.

By-and-by some men came up the side of the track with
lanterns. She saw by the light they held that they were
officials of the train, and that the bank on which they
walked looked perfectly wild and untrodden - She turned
her head toward her father.

“We are not'at any station,” she remarked.

“Ay!” He got up with cumbrous haste, as a horse

might rise. He, too, looked out of the window, then

round at his women and children, and clad himself in an

. immense coat.

“I’ll just go out,” he whispered, “and see how thmgs
are. If there’s anything wrong I’ll let you know.” -

He intended his whisper to be something akin to silence;
he intended to exercise the utmost consideration for those
around him; but his long remark was of the piercing
quality that often appertains to whispers, and, as he turned
his back, two of the children woke, and a young girl in the
seat in front of Sophia sat up, her grey eyes dilated with
alarm.

“Sophia,” she said, with a low sob, “oh, Sophia, is there
something wrong? ” .

“Be qulet' ” said Sophia, tartly.

The snoring mother now shut her mouth with a snap
In a twinkling she was up and lively.

“Has your father got on his overcoat, Sophia? Is there
danger?” She darted from one-side of the carriage to
another, rubbing the moisture off each window with a bit
of her shawl and speaking with rapidity.

Then she ran out of the car. Two of the children fol-
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lowed her. The others, reassured by Sophia’s stillness,
huddled together at the. windows, shivering in the draught
of cold air that came from the open doot.

After some minutes Sophia’s father came in again, lead-

" ing his wife and children with an old-world gallantry that
was dpparent even in these unsatisfactory circumstances.
He had a slow impressive way of speaking that made even
his unimportant words appear important. In the present
case,.as soon as he began to spedk most of the people in the -
car came near to hear.

Some obstruction, he said, had fallen across the line. It.
was not much; the men would soon remove it. An Indian
woman, who lived near, had heroically lit a fire, and thus
stopped the train in time. There was no other train due
upon the road for many hours. There was no danger.

_4 ... There-might have been a bad accident, but they had been
providentidlly preserved.

- His utterance greatly impressed the bystanders, for he
was an important-looking gentleman; but long before he
had finished speaking, the bright-eyed little mother had
.set her children into their various seats again, pulled their
jackets close in front, rolled up their feet, patted their caps
down on their heads, and, in fact, by a series of pokes and
pulls, composed her family to sleep, or, at least, started

' them as far on the way to sleep as a family can be sent by

such a method.

Quiet settled on the car again. Soon the train went on.
Sophia Rexford, looking out, could dimly discern the black
outline of wood ahd river. At length the window grew
thicker and opaque. There was no sound of rain or hail,
and yet something from without muffled the glass. Sophia
slept again.

When the dawn of day at length stole upon them she
found that snow had been upon the glass and had melted.
Snow lay thick on the ledges of the windows outside. Yet
in that part of the country in which they now were there
was none on the ground. They seemed to have run 4 race
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with a snowstorm in the night, and to have gained it for
the nonge. But the sight stru¢k her sadly. The winter,
which ghe dreaded, was evidently on their track.

It was in the first grey hour of dawn that the train
steamed into the station, which was the junction for Quebec,
and passengers bound for the English settlements south of

. that city were obliged to change.

For a few minutes before the train’ stopped the Rexford
family had been booted and spurred, so to speak, ready for
the transfer. Each. young person was warmly buttoned up
and.tied into a warlike:looking muffler. Each had several
packages in charge. A\youth came in from the smoking-
car and attached himself to them. When the train bad
come to a standstill the liftle French conductor was ener-
getic in helping them’to descend.

The family was very largé, and, moreover, it was hvely, '
its members were as hard to dount as chickens of a ‘brood.
Sophia, holding "the youngest child and the tlckets, en-
deavoured to explain ‘their number to the conductor.

-“There are three children that go free,” she said. “Then’
two little boys at half fare—that makes one ticket. Myself
and three young ladies—maké five fickets; my brother -
and father and mother—eight.”

The sharp Frenchman looked dubious. ¢ Three children
free; two at half fare,” he PFpea,ted He was trying to see
them all as he spoke.

Sophia repeated her count with terse severity.

“There was not another young lady?”

“Certainly not.”

And Sophia was not a woman to be trifled with, so he
punched the tickets and went back into his car.

Wooden platforms, a station hotel built of wood, innum-
erable lines of black rails on which freight trains stood idle,
the whole place shut in by a high wooden fence—this was
the prospect which met the eyes of the English travellers,
and seen in the first struggling light of morning, in the bit-
ter cold of a black frost, it was not a cheerful one. The

-
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Rexford family, however, were not considering the prospect
they were intent only on finding the warm passenger-car of
the train that was to take them the rest of their journey,
and which they had been assured would be waiting here to
receive them. ! . \

This train, however, was not immediately to be seen, and,
in the meantime, the broad platform, which was'dusted over
with dry frost crystals, was the scene of varied activities.

From the baggage-car of the train they hdd left, a great
number of ‘boxes and bags, labelled “ Rexford,” were being
thrown down in a violent manner, which greatly distressed
some of the girls and their father.

“Not that way. That is-got the way. Don’t you know
that is not the way boxes<should be handled?” shouted
€aptain Rexford sternly, and then, seeing that ng one paid
the slightest attention to his words, he was fain to turn
away from the cause of,his agitation. He took a brisk turn
down the empty epd of the platform, and stood there as a
man might who felt that the many irritations of life were
growing too much for his self-control.

The little boys found occupation because they observed
that the white condensed vapour which came from their
mouths with each breath bore great resemblance to the
white steam a slowly movmg engine was hissing forth.
They therefore strutted in imitation of the great machine,
emitting large puffs from their little warm mouths, and

' making the sound which a groom makes when he plies the

curry-comb The b1g brother was a.ssxstmg in the unload-
ing of a large carriage from an open van in the rear of the
train, and Mrs. Rexford, neat, quick-moving, and excitable,
after watching this operation for a few minutes and issuing
several orders as to how it was to be done, moved off in
lively search of the next train. - She ran about, a few steps
in each direction, looking at the various railway lines, and

then accosted a tall, thin man who was standing still, doing-

nothing.
“Is the train for the Eastern Townships here? We were
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told it would be here waiting to receive us at daybreak. Is
it here? Is it ready?”

Seeing from-the man’s face, as she had already seen from
the empty tracks, that no such train was in readiness, she
ran at one of the puffing and strutting children whose
muffler was loose, and tied it up again. Then, sfuck by
another thought, she returned to the impassive man whom
she had before addressed.

“This is really the uctual dawn, I suppose?” she asked,
with an air of unportance “I have read that in some coun-
tries there is what is called a‘false dawn ’ that comes before
the real one, you know.”

Compelled now to speak, the man, who was a New Eng-
lander, took a small stick from between his te‘eth and said:
“ As far as I know, marm, this morning is gemnpe e

“Oh really ”—with abatement of interest in her tone—*1
thought perhaps there might be that sort of thing in Canada,
you know—we _ certainly read- of Northern Lights. Very

strange that our traih isn’t here!”

The Yankee took the trouble to reply again, haﬁly mov-
ing a muscle of his face. “XKeep a good heart, marm; it

. may come along yet, a-ridin’ on these same Northern

Lights.”

“Riding on—? I beg your pardon—on what, did you
say?” she asked eagerly.

At this the grey-eyed girl who had been frightened in the
night plucked her by the sleeve and pulled her away.
“Don’t you see he’s making fun of you, mamma?”

Besides the grey-eyed girl, who wore short frocks, there
were two other girls in the first bloom of young-woman-
hood. One of these, having overheard the conversation,

LG and told the other.

“ Just because we happened to read of such a thing in
that book of Asiatic travel! Isn’t it absurd? And there’s
papa fuming at the other end of the station.”

Both girls giggled.

“I know quite well that people will think us all crazy,”
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urged the first speaker. Then they laughed again, not
unhappily.

“There’s not 4 doubt, of it,” gasped the others
. These two girls were very much alikeé, but one wore-a red
" cloak and the other a blue one, In spite of the fact that
they were somewhat bloused and a little grimy, and their
pretty little noses were now nipped red by the-icy morning,
they looked attractive as they stood, pressing-their handker-
chiefs to their mouths and bending with laughter. The .
extent of their mirth was proportioned to their youth and
excitement, not to the circumstances which called it forth.

The train they had left now moved off. Most of the
other passengers who had alighted with them had taken
themselves away in various directions, as travellers are
apt to do, without any one else noticing exactly what had
become of them.

Sophia, with the child in her arms, made her way to a
mean waiting-room, and thither the children followed her.
The mother, baving at last ascertained the train would be
ready in the course of time, soon came in also, and the
father and brother, hearing it would not be ready for at
least a quarter of an hour, went away to see the town.

There was™ a stove burning hotly in the small waiting-
room. The only other furniture was a bench all round the
wall. The family, that had entered somewhat tumultu-
ously, almost filled it. There was only one other traveller
there, a big girl with a shawl over her head and a bundle
under her arm. When Sophia had come into the room
alone with the baby, she had asked the girl one or two
questions, and been answered civilly enough; but when
the rest of the family followed, the girl relapsed into
silence, and, after regarding them for a little whilé, she
edged her way out of the room.

Mrs. Reﬁord, who in the excitement of change and
bustle wa§ always subject to being struck with ideas which
would ngf have occurred to her mind at other times, sud-
denly reipembered now that they were dependent upon the
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resources of the new ‘country for domestic service, and that
she had heard that no chance of securing a.good servant
must be lost, as they were very rare. Stating her thought
hastily to Sophia, and darting to the narrow door without
.waiting for a reply, she stretched out her heid with an
ebullition of registry-office questions.

“My good girl! ” she cried, “my good girl!”

The girl came back nearer the door and stood still.

“Daq you happen to know of a gu'l about your age who
can do kitchen work? ”

“I don’t know any one here. I’m travelling.”

“But perhaps you would do for nfé yourself ”—thls half
aside—“Can you make a fire, keep pots clean, and scour
floors? ”

“Yes.” She-did not express any interest in her assent.

“Where are you going? Would you not like to come

with me and enter my service? I happen to be in need of
just such a girl as you.” -

No answer. S

“She doesn’t understand mamma,” whispered the grey-
eyed girl in a short frock, who, having wedged herself be-
side her mother in the narrow doorway, was the only one
who could see or hear the colloquy. “Speak slower to the
poor thing.”

“Looks very stupid,” commented Mrs. Rexford, hastily
pulling in her head and speaking within the room. “But
still, one must not lose a chance.” Then, with head again
outside, she continued, “Do you understand me, my good
girl? What is your name? ”

“Eliza White.”

“That is a very good name ”——encouragmgly “Where
do you live? ”

" “T used to live a good bit over there, in the French coun-

‘try.” She pointed with her arm in a certain direction,

but as the points of the compass had no existence for
Mrs. Rexford’s newly immigrated intelligence, and as all
parts of Canada, near and remote, seemed very much in -
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little information the girl had given was of no interest to
her and she took little note of it.

“Did you come from Quebec just now?”

“Yes,” replied the girl, after a moment’s pause.

Then, in answer to further questions, she told a succint
tale. She said that her father had a farm; that he had
died the week before; that she had no relatives in the
place; that, having seen her father buried, she thought it
best to’ cﬂme to an English-speaking locality, and wait
there until she had time to write to her fa.ther s -brother
in Scotland.

“Sad, sad story! Lonely fate! Brave girl!” saxd Mrs.
Rexford, shaking/her head for a minute inside the waiting-
room and rapidly repeating the tale.

“Yes, if it’s true,” said Sophia. But Mrs. Rexford did
not hea.r, as she had already turned her head out of the door
again, and was commending Ehza thte for the course she
had taken.

The grey-eyed Winifred, however, still turned inside to
combat reproachfully Sophia’s suspicions. “You would
not doubt her word, Sophia, if you saw how cold and tired
she look

Mrs. Rexford. seemed to argue concerning the stranger’s
truthfulness in very much the same way, for she was
saying:—

“And now, Eliza, will you be my servant? If you will
" come with me to Chellaston I will pay your fare, and I
will take care of you until you hear from your uncle.”

“I do not want to be a servant.” The reply was stolidly
given.

“What! do you wish to be idle?”

“I will work in your house, if you like; but I can pay
my own fare in the cars, and I won’t be a servant.” -

There was so much sullen determination in her manner
that Mrs. Rexford did not attempt to argue the point.

“Take her, mamma,” whispered Winifred. “How ill she

the same i)lace in her nebulous vision of geography, the
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try all alope.”

Mrs. Réxford, having turned into the room, was rapidly
commenting to Sophia. “Says she will come, but won’t be
called a servant, and can pay her own fare. Very peculiar
—but we read, you know, in that New England book, that
that was just the independent way they felt about it. They

\ can only induce slaves to be servants there, I believe.” She
gave this cursory view of the condition of affairs in the
neighbouring States in an abstracted voice, and summed up
her remarks by speaking out her decision in a more lively
tone. “Well, we must have some one to help with the
work. This girl looks strong, and her spirit in the matter
signifies less.” Then, turning to the girl without the door:
“I think you will suit me, Eliza.« You can stay with us, at
any rate, till you hear from your uncle. “You look strong
and clean, and I’m sure you’ll do your best to please me ”—
this with warning emphasis. “Come in now to the warmth
.beside us. We can make room in here.”

The place was so small and the family so large that the
last assurance was not wholly unnecessary. Mrs. Rexford
brought Eliza in and set her near the stove. The girls and
children gathered round her somewhat curiously, but she sat
erect without seeming to notice them much, an expression
of impassive, almost hardened, trouble on her pale face.
She was a. very tall, strong girl, and when she dropped the

shawl back a little from her head they saw that she had red
hair.

seems! R;&;d she must be awfully lonely in this great coun-

CHAPTER XI.

Tak village of Chellaston was, in itself, insignificant. Its
chief incone was derived from summer visitors; its largest
building was an hotel, greatly frequented in sumimer; and
its best houses were owned by townspeople, who used them
only at that season. That which gave Chellaston a position
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and name above other, places of the same size in the coun-

try was an institution called “The New College,” in which
_ boys up to the age of eighteen were given a higher education
* than could be obtained at ordinary schools. The college
was a square brick building, not handsome, but commodious;
and in the same enclosure with it were the head-master’s
house, and a boardmg~heuse in which the assistant-masters
lived with the pupils. With that love of grand terms which
a new country is apt to evince, the head-master was called
“The Principal,” and his assistants “Professors.” The
New College was understood to have the future of a uni-
versity, but its present function was merely that of a public
school.

Chellaston was prettxly situated by a well-wooded hill
and a fair flowing river. The college, with some fields that
were cultivated for its use, was a little apart from most of
the houses, placed, both as to physical and social position,
between the commonplace village and the farms of the
undulating land around it; for, by a curious drift of cir-

cumstances, the farms of this district were chiefly worked -

by I'nglish gentlemen, whose families, in lieu of all other
worldly advantage, held the more stoutly by their family

traditions. - In doing so they were but treasuring their only

heirloom. And they did not expect to gain from the near
future any new source of pride; for it is not those who, as

convention terms it, are the ‘best born who most easily
g%{i;het again the moss of prosperity when that which has
been about them for generations has once been removed.
They were, indeed, a set of people who exhibited more
sweetness of nature than thrift. Elegance, even of the
simplest sort, was almost unknown in their homes, and fash-
ion was a-word that bad only its remotest echoes there;
yet they prided themselves upon adhering strictly to rules

of behaviour which in “their mother-country “had already“

fallen into the grave of outgrown ideas. Their little soci-
ety was, indeed, a curious thing, in which the mincing
propriety of the Old World had wed itself right loyally to
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ﬁhe stern necessity of the New. How stern siith neeess:ty

. ﬁ'lght be, the Rexford family, who came rolling into this "

“state of things in their own family carriage, had yet to learn.
It was to the Principalship of the New College that
Robert Trenholme, by virtue of scholastic honours from
Oxford, had attained. Although a young man for the post,
it was admitted by all that he filled it admirably. The
. school had increased considerably in the three years of

management. And if Trenholme adapted himself to the
place, the place was also adapted to him, for by it he held
an a.ssured standing in the country; he could, as the saying
"is, mix with the best; and he valued his position. Why
should he not value 1t" ‘He had won it honourably, and he

cherished it merely as the greatest of his earthly goods,
which he believed he held in due subordination to more
heavenly benefits. Those lives are no doubt the most peace-
ful in which self-interest and duty coalesce, and Trenholme’s
life at this period was like a fine cord, composed of these
two strands twisted together with exquisite equality. His
devotion to duty was such as is frequently seen when a man
of sanguine, energetic temperament throws the force of his
being into battle for the right. He had added to hjs school
duties voluntary service in the small English ch¥ggh of
Chellaston, partly because the congregation found it hard
to support a clergyman; partly because he preferred keeping
his schoolboys under the influence of his own sermons, which
were certainly superior to those of such clergymen as were
likely to come there; and partly, if not chiefly, because the
activity of his nature made such serving a delight to him.
The small church, like the school, had been greatly improved
since it had come under his hand, and the disinterestedness
of his unpaid ministrations was greatly lauded. He was
a very busy, and a succ¢essful, man, much esteemed by all

who knew him. The New College was expected to becomé -
a umvers1ty, Robert Trenholme hoped for this and expectedv

to remain at its head, but this hope of his was'by the ways; -
he did not think of it often, for he loved worlggc;r its own
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sake. Even the value he set on his present success was not %

e

- often more actively in his mind than the value he set on

the fresh air he breathed. It was very occasionally that
the pride of him came to the surface, and then chiefly when
animated by the memory of the time when he had been at
a disadvantage in worldly things. Such memories came to
him when he prepared to go to the railway station to meet

" the Rexfords. He concealed it perfectly, but it gave him

certain swellings of heart to think that Miss Rexford would
now gradually see all to which he had attained.
When Captain Rexford had decided upon buying a farm

at Chellaston, he had had some correspondence with Princi- -

pal Trenholme on'the subject, having been put into com-
munication with him by the widow of the relative at whose
house Sophia and Trenholme had first met. This was the
whole extent of the acquaintance. Of Sophia’s stepmother
and her numerous children Robert Trenholme knew nothing,

save that a second family existed. .Nor did Captain Rexford
imagize that his eldest daughter had any distinct remem- -
brance of a man whom she had so casually known. Fathers -

are apt to assume that they know the precise extent of thgir
daughters’ acquaintanceships, for the same reason that mest
people assume that what they never heard of does not exist.
Yet when Trenholme actually repaired to the station at the
hour at which Captain Rexford had announced his arrival,
it was a fact that many of his leisure thoughts for a month
back had been pointing forward, like so many guide-posts,
to the meeting that was there to take place, and it was also
true that the Rexford family—older and younger—were

prepared to hail him 'as a frieggd, simply because their
- knowledge of him, though slight, was so much greater than
of any other being in the place to which they were come—

and everything in this world goes by comparison.
Now the main feature-of the arrival of the Rexford family

in Chellaston was that they brought their own carriage-with-
them, It was an old, heavy carriage, for it had come into

Captain Rexford’s possession in the-first place by inheri-
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tance, and it was now a great manyl years since he
possessed horses to draw it. ~ From its long and ignominious
retreat in an outhouse it had lately emerged to be varnished
and furbished anew, in -order to make the handsomer
appearance in the new country. It had been one of the
considerations which had‘reconciled Mrs. Rexford to emi-
gration, that on a farm this carriage could be used with
little extra expense.

Principal Trenholme had come to the station, which was
a little way from the village, in a smart gig of his own.
According to Captain Rexford’s instructions, he had sent to
the station a pair of horses, to be harnessed to the aforesaid
carriage, which had been carefully brought on the same train
with its owners. He had also sent of his own accord a
comfortable waggon behind the horses, and he straightway
urged that the family should repair in this at once to their
new home, and leave the carriage to be set upon its wheels
at leisure.” As he gave this advice he eyed the wheelless

—ooach with a curiosity and disfavour w%ch was .almost

apparent through his studious politeness.

His -arguments, however, and Captain Rexford’s, who
agreed with him, were of no avail. Mrs. Rexford, partly

from sentiment, partly from a certain pathetlc vamty, had -

set her heart on driving to the new home in the old carriage.
Captain Rexford’s eldest. son had helped to get the vehicle
off the train, and was now working steadily with one of the
station hands to get it upon its wheels. It was assuredly
such 4 arriagé as that bit of Canadian road had never seen
before. The station loiterers, sometimes helping in its
arrangement, sometimes merely looking on, gazed at it with
vering attention. Robert Trenholme gazed at it also,
gt last felt obliged to ‘give some more distinct warning

of difficulties- he foresaw.

“We have native horses,” he said, with a good-humoured
smile that leaped out of his eyes before it parted his lips;
“we have horses, and we have ponies, and I am afraid that
a pair of the one would be as serviceable in the long run as
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a pair of the other in drawing it on these roads. Are you
getting out carriage-horses from England, Captain Rex-
ford?”

The gentleman addressed continued to set the cushions in
their places, but in a mirute he went back into the station,
where by a stove he found his wife and Sophia warming
themselves, the smallest children, and a pot of carriage oil.

“You know, my dears, I never felt quite clear in my
own mind that it was wise of us to bring the carriage.” He

Jheld his hands to the warmth as ke spoke. “Mr. Tren-

holme, I find, seems to think it heavy for these roads.”

His wife heard him quite cheerfully. “In weather like
this nothing could be more desirable,” said she, “than to
have one’s own comfortably cushioned carriage; and besides,
I have always told you we owe it to our children to show
the people here that, whatever misfortunes we have had,
we have been people of consequence.” She added after a
moment in conclusion: “Harold has brought the best grease
for the wheels.” :

She had her way therefore, and in course of time the
ladies, and as many of the children as could be crowded

““into the carriage, thus commenced the last stage of their

journey. The others were driven on by Trenholme. As
for the little boys, “a good run behind,” their mother said,

- was just what they needed to warm them up.

They began running behind, but soon ran in front, which
rather confused Mrs. Rexford’s ideas of order, but still the
carriage lumbered on.

. CHAPTER XIL

" CarpraiNy Rexrorp had no fortune with his second wife;
and their children numbered seven daughters and three sons.
It was natural that the expenses of so large a family should
have proved too much for a slender income in an English
town where a certain style of living had been deemed a
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necessity. When, further, a mercantile disaster had swept

away the larger part of this income, the anxious parents
had felt that there was nothing left for their children but a
choice between degrading dependence on the bounty of others
and emigration. From the new start in life which the latter
course would give they had large hopes. Accordingly, they
gathered together all that they had, and, with a loan from
a richer relative, purchased a house and farm in a locality
where they were told their chjldren would not wholly lack
educational opportunities or society. This move of theirs
was heroic, but whether wide or unwise remained to be

proved by the result of indefinjte years. The extent of their

wealth was now this new erty, an income which, in pro-

portion to their needs, was a mere pittance, and the debt to

the richer relative.

The men who came to call on their new neighbour, an(;
congratulate him on his choice of a farm, did not know how
small was the income nor how big the debt; yet even they
shook their heads dubiously as they thought of their own
difficulties, and remarked to each other that such a Ia.rge
family was certainly a great responsibility..

“I wonder,” said one to another, “if Rexford had an
idea in coming here that he would marry his daughters
easily. It’s a- natural thing, yot know, when one hears of
the flower of British youth leaving England for the Colonies,
to imagine that, in a place like this, girls would be at a
premium. I did. When we came out I said to my wife
that when our little girls grew up they might pick and
choose for themselves from among a dozen suitors, but—
well, this isn’t ]ust the locality for that, is it?”

Both men laughed-3 little. - They knew that, however
difficult it might be to find the true explanation of thé'?act,
the fact remained that there were no young men in Chellas-
ton, that boys who grew up-there went as inevitably else-
where to make their fortunes as they would have done from
an English country town. =®
" Among the ladies who came to see Mrs. Rexford and
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count her children, the feeling concerning her was more
nearly allied to kindly commiseratien than she would at all
have liked had she known it. They said that Captain
Rexford might succeed if his wife and daughters—— h
would complete the conditional clause in her ownway, but

it was clear to the.minds of all that the success of the
Rexford farm would depend to a great extent upon the

. economy and good management practised in the house.

~Now the Rexfords, man, woman, and child, had come with
brave hearts, intending to work and to economise; yet they
found what #vas actually required of them different from all
that their fancy had pictured; and their courage, not being
obliged to face those dangers'to which they had adjusted it,
and being forced to face much to which it was not adjusted,

. suffered shock, and took a little time to rally into moderate

animation. -

At the end of their weary journey they had found them-
selves in a large wooden house, not new by any means, or
smart in any of its appointments; and, as convenience is
very much a matter of custom, it appeared to them incon-
venient—a house in which room was set against room
without: vestige of lobby or pdssage-way, and in which
there Wgre almost as many doors to the outside as there
were-windows. They had bought it and its furniture as a
mere adjunct to a farm which they had chosen with more
care, and when they inspected it for the first time their
hearts sank somewhat within them.” Captain Rexford,
with impressive sadness, remarked to his wife that there
was a greater lack of varnish and upholstery and of traces
of the turning lathe than lie could have supposed possible
in—* furniture.” But his wife had bustled away before he
had quite finished his speech. Whatever she might feel,
she at least expressed no discouragement. Torture does
not draw from a brave woman expressions of dismay.

That which gave Both Mrs. Rexford and Sophia much
perplexity in the first day or two o6f the new life was that
the girl Eliza-seemed to them to prove wholly incompetent.
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She moved in a dazed and weary fashion which was quite i

_ inconsistent with the intelligence and sapacity occasionally 4

] displayed in her remarks; and had they in the first three i

‘ days been able. to hear of another servant, Mrs. Rexford

i would have abruptly cancelled her agreement with Eliza.

At the end of that time, however, when there'came a day

on which Mrs. Rexford and Sophia were both too exhausted

by unpacking and housework to take their ordinary share

' of /téspo‘nsibility, Eliza suddenly seemed to awake and

o shake herself into thought and action. She .cleared the

house of the litter of packing-cases, set their contents in
: ‘ _order, and showed her knowledge of the mysteries of the .

g -kitchen in a manner which fed the family and sent them

' to bed more comfortably than since their arrival. From

) that day Eliza became more cheerful; and she not only did

z- her own work, but often aided others in theirs, and set the

’ household right in all its various efforts towards becoming
a model Canadian home. If the ladies had not had quite
so much to learn, or if the three little children had not

R been quite so helpless, Eliza’s work would have appeared

more effective. As it was, the days passed on, and no
cie tragedy occurred.

o : It was a great relief to Captain and Mrs. Rexford in
those days to turn to Principal Trenholme for society and
advice. He was their nearest neighbour, and had easy
opportunity for being as friendly and kind as he evidently
desired to be. Captain Rexford pronounced him a fine
fellow and a perfect gentleman. Captain Rexford had
great natural courtesy of disposition.

“I suppose, Principal Tremholme,” said he blandly, as

S he entertained his visitor one day in the one family sitting-
room; “1 suppose that you are related to the Trenholmes
of ?”

Trenholme was playing with one of the little ones who
stood between his knees. He did not instantly answer—
indeed, Captain.Rexford’s manner was so deliberate that it
left room for pauses. Sophia, in cloak and fur bonnet,

~—
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was standing by the window, ready to take the children for
their airing. Trenholme found time to look up from his
tiny playmate and steal a glance at her handsome profile
as she gazed, with thoughtful, abstracted air, out uponthe
Snow. ' 4

*“Not a very near connection, Captain Rexford,” was his
reply; and it was given with that frank smile which always
leaped first to hls eyes before it showed itself about his
mouth.

It would have been impossible for a much closer observer
than Captain Rexford to have told on which word of this
small sentence the emphasis had been given, or whether
the smile meant that Principal Trenholme could have

proved his relationship had he chosen, or. that he laughed
at the notion of there being any rela.txonshlp at all. Cap-
tain Rexford accordingly mterpreted it Just as 'suited his
inclination, and mentioned to another neighbour in the
course of a week that his friend, the Principa.l of the Col-
lege, was a distant relative, by a younger branch probably,
of the Trenholmes of——, ete. ete., an item of news of
which the whole town took account sooner or later.

To Mrs. Rexford Trenholme was chiefly useful as a per-
son of whom she could ask questions, and she wildly asked
his advice on every possible subject. On account of
Captain Rexford’s friendly approval, and his value to Mrs
Rexford as a sort of guide“to useful knowledge on the sub-
ject of Canada in general and Chellaston in particular,
Robert Trenholme soon became intimate, in easy Canadian
fashion, with the newcomers; that is, with the heads offthe
‘household, with the romping chlldren and the pretty babies.
The young girls were not sufficiently forward in socialaarts
to'speak much to a visitor, and with Sophia he did not feel
at all on a sure footing.

After this little conversation with Captain Rexford about
his relatives, and when Sophia had received the other
children from the hands of Eliza and repaired with them to

the house door, Trenholme also took leave, and rose to -

accompany her as far as the gate.

. ] o :
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Sophia shivered a little when she stepped out upon t:
narrow wooden gallery in front of the door.

The Rexford house was not situated in the midst of the
farm, but between the main road that ran out of the village
and the river that here lay for some distance parallel with
the road. On the next lot of land stood an empty house in
the centre of a large deserted garden; and on the other
side of the road, about a quarter of a mile off, stood the

college buildings, which were plainly to be seen over flat
fields and low log fences. Beyond the college grounds

were woods and pastures, and beyond again rose Chellaston
Mountain. This view was what Sophia and Trenholme
looked upon as they stood on the verandah; and all that
they saw—field, road, roof, tree, and h111-—wa.s covered
with sparkling snow. It was a week since ‘the snow came,
and Sophia still shivered a little wheneVer she looked
at it.

“I am sorry to see you do not look .upon this scene as
if it tejoiced your heart,” he said. “When you know it
better, you yill, I hope, love it as I do. It is a glorious
climate, Mis® Rexford; it is a glorious country. The
depressions and fears that grow up with one’s life in the
0Old World fall away from one in this wonderful ‘air, with
the stimulus of a new world and a strong yﬁung nation all
around. This snow is not cold; it is warm. In this garden
of yours it is just now acting as a blanket for the germs of
flowers that could not live through an English winter, but
will live here, and next summer will astonish you with
their richness. Nor is it.cold for you; it is dry as dust;
you can walk over-it in moccasins, and not be damp: and
it has covered away all the decay of autumn, censerving
for you in the air such pure oxygen that it will be like new
life in your veins, causing you to laughwt the frost.”

“1 have not your enthusiasm,” she replied. Together

they led the unsteady feet of the little ones down the crisp -

snow path which Harold’s industrious shovel had made.
Trenholme spoke briefly of the work he was trying to do
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: jin his school. A clergyman has social licence to be serious
! avhich is not accorded to other men. Wherefore he spoke
as a clergyman might speak to a friend, saying, in general

terms, how steep is the ascent when, among mundane |,

affairs, human beings try to tread only where the angels of
the higher life may lead.

Sophia assented, feeling a little sharp because it seemed
to her that he was taking up the thread of his acquaintance
with her just where it had formerly parted when she had

<= thrown before him the gauntlet of such high resolves and
hea.ven]y aims as’ young girls can easily talk about when
they know as yet nothing of their fulfilment. Whether or
not Sophia knew more of their fulfilment since then, she
had, at least, learned a more humble reverence for the very
thought of such struggles, and she was quite ready to be-
lieve that the man to whom she had once called to come
onward had by this time far outstripped her in the race.
She was ready for this belief; but she had not accepted it,
because, as yet confused and éxcited by all that was new,
she had formed no conclusion whatever with regard to
.Trenholme. ¥ bad puzzled her somewhat from the outset
to find him such a model of eleganee in the matter of clothes
and manners. She had, somehow, fancied that he would
have a long heard and wear an old coat. Instead of that,
his usual manner of accosting her reminded her more of
those fashion plates in which one sees tailors’ blocks tak-
ing off their hats to one another. She did not think this
was to his disadvantage; she did not, as yet, think dis-
tinctly on the matter at all. She certainly had no time to
Z.deliberate during this particular conversation, for her com-
panion, having only a few minutes to utilise, was in a
talkative humour. Having spoken of his own work, and
made the more general observations on the difficulties of
what is commonly called the “narrow road,” in a quiet,
honest way, he.said something more personal.

“I have always felt, Miss Rexford, that it would be a

pleasure to me to see you again, because of the strength

11 i

[
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and courage which you managed to infuse into my youth-
ful aspirations; but now that I have seen you, will you ¢
permit me to say that you have been quite unknowingly a
help to me again? A week ago I was half-disheartened of
my life because of the apparent sordidness of its daily
. duties, and now that I have seen you giving your life to
perform small and unassuming services for others, my own
duties have appeared .more sacred. I can’t tell you how
much I admire your unselfish devotion to these children. !
Don’t think me rude because I say it. - I~ often “think we
are shabby to one another because, in the strife, we do not
frankly say when we are helped by seeing the brave fight -
that some one else is making.”
____———--—Fheyhad stopped by the gate, for he was going one way
and she and theé, little ones another. Two strong young
firs, with snow upon their shelving branches, formed gate-
posts. The long broad road was white as their footpath \
had been. ,
Sophia answered: “There is no virtue in what I do, for,
had I the choice, I cértainly should not be their nurse- 7
maid.” '
* ‘ “Do you know,” he said, “I think when we see life in
; its reality, instead of in its seeming, we shall find that the A
greatest deeds have been done just because their doers
believe that they could not do otherwise.”
¥ “I don’t see that. If circumstances shut us up to doing
¥ certain things, there is no virtue in doing them. There
may be a little virtue in not repining at our fate, but not
much.”
* .. He did not answer for a minute, but broke the curl of a
-little snow-drift gently with his stick. Because he did not
answer or say good-bye, Sophia tarried for a moment and
then looked up at him.
! “Miss Rexford,” he replied, “the voice of circumstances
b ) says to us just whatewe interpret it to say. It is in the
: needs must of a high nature that true nobility lies.”

“\(
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CHAPTER XIII

It is upon the a.nixiversa.ry of feasts that a family, if de-
spondent at all, feels most despondent. So it fell out that
at Christmas-time the home-sickness which hitherto had
found its antidote in novelty and surprise now attacked the
Rexford household. The girls wept a good deal. Sophia
chid them for # sharply. Captain Rexford carried a sol-
emn face. The little boys were in worse pickles of mis-
chief than was ordinary. Even Mrs. Rexford was caught
once or twice, in odd corners, hastily wiping away furtive-
tears. - :

This general despondency seemed to reach a climax one
afternoon some days before the end of the year. Without,
the wind was blowing and snow was descending; inside,
the housework dragged monotonously. . The only lively
people in the house were the ligtle children. They were
playing quite riotously in an uppef room, under the care
of the Canadian girl, Eliza; but their shouts only elicited
sighs from Mrs. Rexford’s elder daughters, who were help-
ing her to wash the dinner dishes in the kitchen..

These two elder daughters had, since childhood, always
been dressed, so far as convenient, the one in blue, the
other in red, and were nicknamed accordingly. Their
mother thought it gave them individuality which they
otherwise lacked. The red frock and the blue were any-
thing but gay just now, for they were splashed and dusty,
and the pretty faces above them showed a decided disposi-
tion to pout and frown, even to shed tears.

The kitchen was a long, low room. The unpainted wood
of floor, walls, and ceiling was darkened somewhat by time.
Two square, four-paned windows were as yet uncurtained,
except that Nature, with the kindness of a fairy helper,
bad supplied the lack of deft fingrers and veiled the glasg
with such devices of the frost as resembled miniature land-
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scapes of distant alp and nearer minaret. The large,
square cooking-stove smoked a little. Between the stove
and the other door stood the table, which held the dishes
at which worked the neat, quick mother and her rather
untidy and idle daughters. -

“Really, Blue and Red!” The words were jerked out to
conceal a sigh which had risen involuntarily. This is
disgraceful.”

Her sharp brown eyes fell on the pile’ of dishes she had
Z washed, which the two girls, who were both drying them,
: failed to diminish as fast as she increased it. - -

“Qur cloths are wet,” said Blue, looking round the ceiling
vaguely, as if a dry dish-towel might be lying somewhere
on a rafter.

“I declare ” the mother began, tapping her foot. But
what she was going to declare was never known, for just
then a knock at the outer door diverted their attention.

’*& However commonplace may be the moment after a door
is opened, the moment before the opening is apt to be full
‘of interest, for one can never know but that some cause of
delightful excitement is on the other side.

It was Blue who opened the door. She did not at first. \
open it very wide, for she had learned by experience how
much icy air could rush in, and the other two, watching -
from bebind, saw her answering some salutation with dubi-
ous politeness. Then, after a moment, they saw her open
it more widely, and with a shy but hospitable inclination
of the pretty head—* Will you walk in?”’ said Blue.

The young man who immediately entered had a very
smart appearance to eyes which had grown accustomed to .
the working garb of father and brother. He was, more-
over, handsome " to" a degree that is not ordinary. The
curly hair from which he had lifted his fur cap was black -
and glossy as 4 blackbird’s plumage, and the moustache,

. which did not cover the full red lips, matched the hair,

save that it seemed of finer and softer material. His
brown' eyes had the glow of health and good spirits in
them

-
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“Dear me!” Mrs. Rexford gave this involuntary ex-
clamation of surprise; then she turned inquiringly to the
visitor. It was not in her nature to regard him with an
unfriendly eye; and as for Blue and Red, a spot of warm
colour had.come into each of their sorrowful cheeks.
They were to6 Wed to look at each other or stare at
the stranger, but there was a flutter of pleased interest
about the muscles of their rosy lips that needed no expres-
sive glances to interpret it.

To be sure, the next few minutes’ talk rather rubbed the
bloom off their pleasure, as one rubs beauty off a plum by
handling; but the plum is still sweet; and the pleasure
was still there, being composed purely -of the excitement

of meeting a young human creature apparently so akin to’

themselves, but different with that mysterious difference
which nature sets between masculine and feminine attri-
butes of mind and heart.

“The young man was an American. Any one experienced
in American life would have observed that the youth was
a wanderer, his tricks of speech and behaviour savouring,
not of one locality, but of many. His accent and manner
showed- it. He was very mannerly. He stated, without
loss of time, that, hearing that they had lately come to the
country and had some rooms in their house which they did
not use, he had taken the liberty of calling to see if they
could let him a couple of rooms. He was anxious, he said,
to set up as a dentist, and had failed, so far, to find a
suitable place.

The disappointment which Blue and Red experienced in
finding that the handsome youth was a dentist by profession
was made up for by the ecstasy of amusement it caused
them to think of his desiring to set up his business in their
house. They would almost have forgiven Fate if she had
-withdrawn her latest novelty as suddenly as she had sent
him, because his departure would have enabled them to
give vent to the mirth the suppression of which was at that
moment a pain almost as great as their girlish natures could
bear. :

Lo
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Oh, no, Mrs. Rexford said, they had no rooms to let in
the house. ’ .

The stranger muttered something under his breath, which
to an acute ear might have sounded hke Oh, Jemima!”
but he looked so very disconsolate they could not help being

_sorry for him as he immediately replied, soberly enough,

“I am sorry. I can’tthink of any place else to go, ma’am.
I'm real tired, for I’ve been walking this long time in the
loose snow. Will you permit me to sit and rest for a time
on the doorstep right outside here till I can think what I
better do next?”

Blue fingered- the back of a chair nervously.

“Take a chair by the stove and rest yourself,” said Mrs.
Rexford. She “had, a dignity about -her in dealing with a
visitor that was not often apparent in_other circumstances.

She added, “ We have too lately been strangers ourselves to

wish to turn any one weary from our door.” Then, in
whispered aside, “ Dry your dishes, girls.”

The dignity of bearing with which she spoke to Him
altered as she threw her head backward to give this last

‘command.

“I thank you from my heart, madam.” The young man

" bowed—that is, he made an angle of himself for a moment.

He moved the chair to which she had moétioned him, but did

not sit down. “It is impobsible for me to sit,” said he,

ferventlzf- “while a lady stands.”

The quaintness and novelty in his accent made them
unable to test his manners by any known standard. For all

they knew, the most cultured inhabitant of Boston, New

York, or Washington might have behaved precisely in this
way. o -
“8it down, mamma,”. whispered Blue and Red, with

‘praiseworthy consideration for their mother’s fatigue;

“we’ll finish the dishes.”

The girls perceived what, perhaps, the stranger had
already perceived, that if their mbther consented to sit
there was a chance of a more equal conversation. And Mrs.
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Rexford sat down. Her mind had been unconsciously

~ relieved from the exercise of great dignity by the fact that

.- the stranger did not appear to notice her daughters, appar-
ently assuming that they were only children.

“Tt is real kind of you, ma’am, to be so kind to me. I
don’t think any lady has seemed so.kind to me since I saw
my own mother last®

He looked pensively at the stove ——

“Your mother lives in the United States, I suppose.”

e shook his head sadly. “In- heaven now.” -

h!” said Mrs. Rexford; and then in a minute, “I am

glad o see that you feel her loss, I am sure.” Here she

got half off her chair to poke the damper of the stove.
“There is no loss so great as the loss of a mother.”

“No, and I always feel her loss most when I am tired and
hungry; because, when I was a little chap, you know, it
was always when I was tired and hungry that I went home

E . and found her just- sitting there, quite natura,l waiting for
me. »

Blue and Red looked at the cupboard. They could not
conceive how 'their mother could refrain from an offer of
tea. But, as it was, shé®*gave the young man a sharp glance
and qpuestioned him further. Where had he come from?
When had he arrived? ‘

) He had come, he said, from the next station on the rail-
way. He had been looking there, and in many other places,
for an openmg for his work, and £or various reasons he had
now decided that Chellaston was a more eligible place than
any. He had come in the early morning, and had called on
'the doctor and, on Principal Trenholme of the College.
They had both agreed that there was an opening for a young
dentist who would do his work well, charge low prices, and
be content to live chea.ply till the vﬂla.ge grewricher. “It’s .
just what I want,” he"%ald “I don’t seem to care much

, about ma.kmg money I can live honestly a.mong kmd-

— hearted folks.” =

“But surely,” cneti‘Mrs Rexford “neither Dr., Na.sh nor

L

| [ P

A

|



114 WHAT NECESSITY KNOWS , [BOOK 1

Principal Trenholme suggested to yon that Captain Rexford
could give you rooms for——" She was going to say “ pull-
ing out teeth,” but she omitted that. :

The young man looked at her, evidegt]y,th}hking of
something else. “Would you consider it a liberty, ma’am,
if I—" He stopped diffidently, for, seeing byghis manner

. that he meditated immediate action of some sort, she looked
at him so fiercely that her glance interrupted him for a
moment, “if I’were to stop the stove smoking?” He com-
pleted the sentence with great humility, evidently puzzled
to know how he had excited her look of offence.

She gave another excited poke at the damper herself, and,
having got her hand blacked, wiped it on her coarse grey
apron. The diamond keeper above the wedding-ring looked
oddly out of place, but not more so than the small, shapely
hand that wore it. Seeing that she had done the stove no
good, she sat back in her chair with her hands crossed upon
her now dirty apron. - -

“You can do.nothing with it. Before we came to Canadg
no one told us that the kitchen stoves invariably smoked.
Had théy done so I should have chosen another country.
However, as I say to my children, we must make the best
of itnow. There’snouse erying; there’s no use lamenting.
It only harasses their father.”

The last words were said with a sharp glance of reproof
at Blue and Red. This mother never forgot the bringing
up of her children in"any one’s presence, but she readily
forgot the presence of others in her remarks to her children.

“But you aren’t making the best of it,” said the visitor.
With that he got up, carefully lifted an iron piece in the

back of the stove, turned a key thus disclosed in the pipe,

and so materially altered the mood of the fire that in a few
moments it stopped smoking and erackled nicely.
“Did you ever, mamma!” cried the girls. A juggler’s
feat could not have entertained them more. .
€If for a time, first off, you had someon? in the house
ho had lived in this country, you’d get on first class,” said
the youth. o
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“But you know, my dears,” Mrs. Rexford spoke to her
daughters, forgetting the young man for a moment as before,
«if 1 had not supposed that Eliza understood the-stove I
should have inquired of Principal Trenholme before now.”
“May I enquire where you got your help?” asked the
American. “If she was from this locality she certainly
ought to have comprehended the stove.” -

“She is a native of the country.”

“As I say,” he went on, with some emphasis, “if she
comes from hereabouts, or further west, she ought to have
understood this sort of a stove; but, on the other hand, if
she comes from the French district, where they use only
the common box stove, she would not understand this kind.”

He seemed to be absorbed entirely .in the stove, and in
the benefit to them of having a “help,” as he called her,
who understood it. .

“1 think she comes from the lumbéring country some-
where near the St. Lawrence,” said Mrs. Rexford, examin-
ing the key in the stove-pipe. She could not have said ‘a
moment before where Eliza had come from, but this phrase
seemed to sum up neatly any remarks the girl had let fall
about her father’s home. ‘ .

“ That accounts for it! Will you be kind enough to let
me see her? I could explain the .mechanism of this stove
to her in a few words; then you, ma’am, need "have no
further trouble.” ’

She said she should be sorry to trouble him. If the key
were all, she could explain it.

“Pardon me”—he bowed again—*“it is not all. There
are several inner dampers at the back here, which it is most
important to keep free from soot. If I might only explain
it to the help, she’d know once for all. I’d be real glad to
do you that kindness.”

Mirs. Rexford had various things to say. Her speeches
were usually complex, composed of a great variety of short
sentences. She asked her daughters if they thought Eliza

would object to coming down. She said that Eliza was
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invaluable, but she did not always like to do as she was
asked. She thought the girl had a high temper. She had
no wish to rouse her temper; she had never seen anything
of it; she didn’t wish to. Perhaps Eliza would like to
come down. Then shé&#sked her daughters again if they
thought Eliza would come pleasantly. Her remarks showed
the track of her will as it veered round from refusal to
assent, as bubble§'in muddy water show the track of a diving
insect. Finally, because the young man had a strong will,
and was quite decided as to what he thought best, the gu'ls
were sent to fetch Eliza.

Blue and Red ran out of the kitchen. When they got
into the next room they clasped one another and shook with
silent laughter. - As the door between the rooms did not
shut tightly, they adjured one another, by dances and ges-
tures, not to laugh loud. Blue danced round the table on
her toes as a means of stifling her laughter. Then they
both ran to the foot of the attic stair and gripped each

- other’s arms very tight by way ‘of explaining that the situ-

ation was desperate, and that one or other must control her
voice sufficiently to call Eliza.

The dining-room they were in was built and furnished in_
the same style as the kitchen, save that here the wood was-

painted slate-colour and a clean rag carpet covered the floor.
The upper staircase, very steep and dark, opened off it at
the further end. All the light from a square, small-paned
window fell sideways upon the faces of the girls as they
stretched their heads towa,rds the shadowed covert of the
stairs. .

And they could not, could not, speak, although they made
gestures of despair at each'other and mauled each other’s
poor little*arms sadly in the endeavour to prgve how hard
they were trying to be sober.

If any one wants to know precisely what they were laugh-
ing at, the only way would be to become for a time one of

., two girls to whom all the world is a matter of mutual mirth

except when it is a matter of mutual tears.
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Although it seemed very long to them, it was, after all,
only a minute before Blue called in. trembling tones,
“Eliza!”

“Eliza!” called Red.

“Eliza! Eliza!” they both called, and though there was
that in their voices which made it perfectly apparent to-the
young man ‘in the next room that they were laughing, so
grand was their composure compared with what it had been
before, that they thought they had succeeded admirably.

But when a heavy foot was heard overhead and an
answering voice, and it was necessary to explain to Eliza
wherefore she was/alled, an audible laugh did escape, and
then Blue and Red scampered upstairs and made the com-
munication there.

It spoke much for the strength and calibre of character
of the girl who had so lately come into this family that a
few minutes later, when the three girls entered the kitchen,
it was Eliza who walked first, with a bearing equal to that
of the other two and a dignity far greater. '

The young man, who had been fidgeting with the stove,
looked up gravely to see them enter, as if anxious to give
his lesson; but bad any one looked closely it would have
been seen that his acute gaze covered the foremost figure
with an intensity of observation that was hardly“called for
if he took no other intere8t in her than as a transient pupil
in the matter of stove dampers.

Perhaps any one might have looked with interest at her.
She was evidently young, but there was that in her face that
put years, or at least experience of years, between her and
the pretty young things that followed her. She was largely
made, and, carrying a dimpled child of two years upon her
shoulder, she walked erect, as Southern women walk with
their burdens on their heads. It detracted little that her
gown was of the coarsest, and that her abundant red hair
was tossed by‘the child’s restless hands. _Eliza, as she
entered the kitchen, was, if not a beautiful girl, a girl on
the eve of splendid womanhood; and the young man, per-
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ceiving thi¥galmost faltered in his gaze, perhaps also in
the purposé:he was pursuing. The words of the lesson he
had ready seemed to be forgotten, although his outward
composure ‘did not fail him.

Eliza came near, the child upon her shoulder, looked at

" him and waited.

“Eliza will hear what you ha.ve to say,” said Mrs. Rex-
ford.

“Qh,” said he, and then, whatever had been the cause of
his momentary pause, he turned it off with the plea that he

- - had not supposed this to be “the—young lady who—wished

to.learn about the stove.”

She received what he had to say without much apprecia-
tion, remarking that, with the exception of the one key, she
had known it before.

As for him, he took up his cap togo. “Good-day, ma’am,” _

he said; “I’m obliged for your hospitality. Ladies, I beg
leave now to retire.” He made his bow elaborately, first to
Mrs. Rexford, then in the direction of the girls. ™~

“My card, ma’am,” he said, presenting Mrs. Rexford
with the thing he mentioned.

Then he went out.

On the card was printed, “Cyril P. Harkness, M.D.S.”

a

It was growing so dark that Mrs. Rexford had to go to .-

the window to read it. As she did so, the young man’s
shadow passed below the frosted pane as he made his way
between snow-heaps to the main road.

CHAPTER XIV.

Nexr day Eliza went out with two of the little chlldren
It was in the early afternoon, and the sun shone brightly.
Eliza had an errand down the street, but every one knows
that one does not progress very fast on an errand with a
toddler of two years at one’s side. Eliza sauntered, giving
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soothing answers to the little one’s treble remarks, and only
occasionally exerting herself to keep the liveliness of her
older charge in check. Eliza liked the children and the
sunshine a.nd the road. Her saunter was not an undignified
one, nor did she neglect her duty in any particular; but all
the while there was an under-current of greater activity in
her mind, and the under-thoughts were occupied wholly and
entirely Wlth herself and her own interests.

After walking in the open road for a little while she came
under the great elm trees that held their leafless limbs
in wide arch over the village street. Here a footpath was
shovelled in the snow, on either side of the sleigh road.
The sun was throwing down the graceful lines of elm twigs ’
on path and snowdrift. The snow lawns in front of the.
village houses were pure and bright; little children played
in them with tiny sledge and snow spade, often under the
watechful eye of a mother who sat sewing behind the win-
dow pane. Now and then sleighs passed on the central road
with a cheerful jingle of bells.

‘When Eliza, with the children, came to the centre of the
village, it became necessary to cross the street. She was
bound for the largest shop, that stood under part of the
great hotel, and just here, opposite the hotel, quite a num-
ber of sleighs were passing. Eliza picked up the little one
in her arms, and, taking the other child by the hand, .
essayed to cross. But one reckons without one’s host in
counting surely on the actions of children. Sturdy five-
year-old baulked like a little horse, and would not come.
Eliza coazed in vain. A long line of draught-horses,
dragging blue box-sleighs, came slowly up the road, each
jingling a heavy belt of bells. Five-year-old was frightened
and would not come. Eliza, without irritation, but at the
same time without he51ta.t10n, took it by the waist under
her left arm and started again. She got half across before
the child seemed thoroughly to realise what was occurring,
and then, with head and arms in front and little gaitered
legs behind, it began to struggle so violently that the young
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woman, strong and composed as she was, was brought for
a minute to a standstill.

Two men were watching her from the smokmg-room of
the hotel; the one an elderly man, the owner of the house,
had his attention arrested by the calm force of character

‘Eliza was displaying; the other, the young American den-

tist, saw in the incident an excuse for interference, and he
rushed out now to the rescue, and gallantly carried the
little naughty one safely to the right side of the road.

Eliza, recognising him, saw that he was looking at her
with the pleasant air of an old acquaintance—one, in fact,
who knew her so well that any formal greeting was ~unnec-
essary—not that she knew anything about greetings, or
what might or might not be expected, but she had an indis-
tinct sense that he was surprisingly friendly. '

“How’s the stove going?” then he asked. He escorted
her into the shop, and superintended her little purchases
in a good-natured, elder-brother fashion. That done, he
carried the elder child across the road again, and Eliza
went upon her way back down the long narrow pavement,
with the children at her side.

She had shown nothing to the young man but composed
appreciation of his conduct. She was, however, conscious
that he would not have been so kind ¥ any girl he hap-
pened to meet. “He admires me,” thought Eliza to her-
self. TFor all that, she was not satisfied with the encounter.
She felt that she had not played her part well; she had
been too—had been too—she did not know what. She
thought if she had held her head higher and shown her-
self less thankful—yes, there had been something amiss in
her behaviour that ought to be corrected. She could not
define what she had done, or ought to have done. How
could she? An encounter of this sort was as new to her as
Mrs. Rexford’s sewing machine, which she had not yet
been allowed to touch. Yet had she been shut up alone
with the machine, as she was now shut up to revise her
own conduct within herself, she would, by sheer force of
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determined intelligence, have mastered its intricacy to a
large degree without asking aid. And so with this strong
idea that she must learn how to aet differently to - this
young man; dim, indeed, as was her idea of what was lack-
ing, or What was to be gained, she strove with it in no fear
of failure. .

She raised her head as she walked, and recast the inter-
view just past in another form more suited to her vague
ideal, and again in another. She had a sense of power
within her, that sense which powerful natures have, with-
out in the least knowing in what direction the power may
go forth, or when they will be as powerless-as Samson
shaven. She only felt the power and its accompanying
impulses; she supposed that in all ways, at all times, it
was hers to use.

In a day or two Cyril Harkness met Eliza in the street
again, and took occasion to speak to her. This time she
was much less obliging in her manner. She threw a trifle
of indifference into her air, looking in front of her instead
of at him, and made as if she wished to proceed. Had
this interview terminated as easily as the other, she would
have been able to look back upon it with complete satisfac-
tion, as having been carried on, on her part, according to
her best knowledge of befitting dignity; but, unfortunately
for her, the young American was of an outspoken dis- -
position, and utterly untrammelled by those instincts of
conventionality which Eliza had, not'by training, but by
inheritance from her law-abiding and custom-loving Scotch
ancestry.

“Say,” said he, “are you mad at anything? ”

He gained at least this much, that she instantly stared
at him.

“If .-you aren’t angry with me, why should you act
crusty?” he urged. “You aren’t half as pleasa,nt as t’other
day »

Eliza had not prepared herself for this free spea.kmg,
and her mind was one that moved slowly.
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> “] must take the children home,” she said. “I’m not
angry. I wasn’t pleasant that I know of.” :

“You ought to be pleasant, any way; for I’m your best
friend.”

Eliza was not witty, and she really could not think of
amymnswer to this astonishing assertion. Again she looked
at®him in simple surprise.

“Well, yes, I am; although you don’t know it. There
isp’t~a man round Turriffs who has the least idea in the
world where you are, for your friends left you asleep when
they came out wi he old gentleman; when I twigged
how you got off I ne¥er told a word. Your father had

‘been seen ” (here he winked) “near Dalhousie, wandering
round! But they won’t find you unless I tell them, and I
won’t.”

“Won’t find me unless you tell them,” repeated Eliza
slowly, the utmost astonishment in her tone. “Who??”

So vague and great was the wonder in her voice that he
brought his eyes to interrogate hers in sudden. surprise.
He saw only simple and strong interest on the face of a
simple and strong country girl. He had expected a differ-
ent response and a different expression.

. He put his tongue in the side of his cheek with the air
- of an uncontrolled boy who has played a trump-card in
vain. #Say,” said he, “didn’t you, though?”

“Didn’t I?” sa.ld Eliza, and after a minute she said,
13 What? »

The young man looked at her and smiled. His smile
suggested a cunning recognition that she was deceiving
him by pretended dulness.

At this Eliza looked excessively oﬁended and, with her
head aloft, bega.n to push on the little slelgh w1th the baby
in it.

“Beg your pardon, ma’am,” he said Wxth sudden humil-
ity, but with a certain lingering in his voice as if he could
not relinquish his’ férmer idea as suddenly as he wished to
appear to do. “I see I’ve made a mistake.”
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Eliza hesitated in her onward moévement. “But what
was it you were going to tell about me?” She spoke as if
she had merely then remembered how the conversation
began. .

His recantation was now complete. “Nothing; .&h, noth-
ing. T’was just my fun, miss.” '

She surveyed him with earnest disapprobation.

“You’re not a very sensible young man, I’'m afraid.”

She said this severely, and then, with great dignity, she
went home.

The young man lingered for a minute or two by the snow
piles in front of the hotel where they had been standing.
Then he went into the hotel with the uncertain step that

betokens an undecided mind. When he got to the window

he looked out at her retreating figure—a white street with
this grey-clad healthy-looking girl walking down it, and
the little red box-sleigh with the baby in it which she

pushed before her. He was quite alone, and he gave vent’

to an empbatic half-whisper to himself.

“Tf she did it, she’s a magnificent deep one—a magnifi-
cent deep one.” There was profound admiration in his
voice.

That evening it was Mrs. Rexford who happened to wipe
the tea-things while Eliza washed them.

“That young Mr. Harkness, the dentlst-—” began Eliza.

“Yes,” said Mrs. Rexford, alert.

“Twice when I’ve been to the shop he’s tried to make

_himself pleasant to me and the children. I don’t suppose

he means arly harm, but he’s not a sensible young man, I
think.”

“You’re a very sensible girl, Eliza,” said Mrs Rexford,
w1th uick vigour and without any sense of contrast.

doesn’t matter to me,” went on Eliza, “for I'don’t

answer him more than I can help; but if he was to talk to
the other girls when they go-out, I suppose they’d know
ot to notice him too much.”

Mrs. Rexford was one of those people who get accustomed

ey
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to circumstances in the time that it takes others to begin

_to wonder at them. She often took for granted now that

Eliza would consider her daughters as entirely on a level
with herself, but less sensiBle. It might not be wholly

.agreeable; neither, to Mrs. Rexford’s mind, was it agreea-

ble to have the earth covered with snow for four months of
the year; but she had ceased wondering at that phenomenon
a minute after she had first read of it in a book of travels

and all the ever-fresh marvel of its glossy brightness hi %

failed to bring fresh comment to her lips, or to make her
mind more familiar with the idea. In the same way, she
had accepted Eliza’s position and character as a complex fact
which, like the winter, had advantages and disadvantages.
Mrs. Rexford put up with the latter, was thankful for the
former, and wasted no more thoughts on the matter.
Eliza’s last remark, however, was a subject for considera-
tion, and with Mrs. Rexford consideration was speech.
“Dear me! ” she said. “Well!” Then she took a few
paces backward, dish-cloth and dish still in hand, till she
brought herself opposite the next room door. The long
kitchen was rather dark, as the plates were being washed
by the light of one candle, but in the next room Captain

Rexford and his family were gathered round a table upon

which stood lamps’giving plenty of light.

The mother addressed the family in general. “The
dentist,” said she, “talks to Eliza when she goes to the
shop. Blue and Red! if he should speak to you, you must
show the same sense Eliza did, and take not- the slightest
notice.” ’

Sophia had asked what the dentist said to Eliza, and
Mrs. Rexford had reproved the girls for laughing, while the
head of the family prepared himself to answer in his
kindly, leisurely, and impdttant way. .

“To ‘take not the slightest notice ’ is, perhaps, requiring
more of such young heads than might be possible. It
would be difficult’even for me to take no notice whatever
of a young man who accosted me in a place like this.

e e
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Severity, mild d1splea.sure, or a determination not to speak,

-1gight be shown.”

“1f necessary,” said Sophiad; “but——”
“If necessary,” the father corrected himself, emphasizing

‘his words with a gentle tap of his fingers on the table. “I

only mean if necessary, of course.”

“People have such easy-going ways here,” said Sophia.
“Don’t you think, mamma, a little ordinary discretion on
the girls’ part would be enough? Blue and Red have too
much sense, I suppose, to treat him as an equa.l' but they
can be polite.”

Eliza, overhearing this, decided tha.t ‘she would never
treat the young American as ar-equal, although she had no
idea why she should not.

Let it not be supposed that Mrs. Rexford had idled over
the dish she was wiping. The conversation was, in fact,
carried on between the family in the bright sitting-room
and an intermittent appearance of Mrs. Rexford at the
door of the shady kitchen. _Twice she had dlsa,ppeared
towards Eliza’s table to get a , fresh plate and come again,

" rubbing it.

« Kh, girls,” she now cried, “ Sophia is always giving you
credit for more sense than I’m afraid you possess. No
giggling, now, if this young fellow should happen to say
‘good.morning.’ Just ‘good morning’ in return, and pass
on—nothing more.’

The father’s leisurely speech again broke in and hushed
the little babble.

“Certainly, my dear daughters, under such circumstances
as your mother suggests; to look down modestly, and
answer the young man’s salutation with a little primness,
and not to hesitate in your walk—that, I should think, is
perhaps the course of conduct your mother means to 1nd1-

te »

“It strikes me,” said Harold, the eldest son, “a good
deal depends on what he did say to Eliza. Eliza!”

This last was a shout, and the girl responded to it, so

B .
>
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that there were now two figures at the door, Mrs. Rexford
drying the dish, and Ehza standing quite quietly and at
ease.

“Yes, my son,” responded Captam Rexford, “it does
depend a good. deal on what he did say to Eliza. Now,
Eliza ” (this was the beginning of a judicial inquiry), “I
understand from Mrs. Rexford that——"

“I’ve heard all that you have said,” said Eliza. “I’ve
been just here.”

“Ah! Then without any preface” (he gave a wave of
his hand, as if putting aside the preface), “I might just

ask you, Eliza, what this young—Harkness, I believe his -

name is—what——" ) .

“He’s just too chatty, that’s all that’s the matter with
him,” said Eliza. “He took off his hat and talked, and
he’d have been talkmg yet if T hadn’t tome away. There
was no sense in what he said, good or bad.”

The children were at last allowed to go on with their
lessons.

‘When the dish-washing was finished and Mrs. Rexford
came into the sitting-room, Sophia took the la.mp by the
light of which she had been doing the family darning into
the k1tchen, and sheé and Harold established themselves
there. Harold, a quiet fellow about nineteen, was more
like his half-sister than any other member of the family,
and there was no need that either should explain to the

.other why they were glad to leave the nervous briskness of

the more occupied room. It was their habit tospend their
evenings here, and Sophia arranged that Eliza should bring
her own sewing and work at it under her direction. Harold
very often read aloud to them. It was astonishing how
quickly, not imperceptibly, but determinedly, the Canadian

girl took on the habits and manners of the lady beside her; -

not thereby producing a poor imitation, for Eliza was not
imitative, but by careful study. reproducmg in herself much
of Sophia’s refinement.
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CHAPTER XV. .

. - XTI N
TuAT eévening Blue and Red were sent to bed rather im= :
disgrace, because they had professed themselves too sleepy
. to finish sewing a seam their mother had given them to do.
Very sleepy, very glad to fold up their work, they made
their way, through the cold empty room which was intended
to be the drawingjroom when it was furnished, to one of the
several bedrooms that opened off it. There was only one .
object in the empty room which they passed through, and
that was the big-family carriage, for which no possible use
could be found during the long winter, and for the storing -
of which no outside place was considered good enough. It
stood wheelless in a corner, with a large grey cloth over it,
and” the girls passing it with their one flickering candle -
looked at it a little askance. They had the feeling that %
something might -be within or behind- it which would
bounce out at them.
Once, however, within their small whitewashed bedroom,
’ they felt quite safe. Their spirits rose a little when they
shut the door, for now there was no exacting third person
to éxpect anything but what they chose to give. Theirs
was that complete happiness of two persons when it has
beeni long proved that neither ever does -anything which
the other does not like, and neither ever wants from the
other what is not naturally given.
They were still sleepy when they unbuttoned each other’s
trocks, but when they had come to the next stage of shak-
ing out- their curly hair they began to make remarks which
tended to dispel their drowsiness.
Said Blue, “I§it very dreadful to be a dentist?”
Said Red, “Yes; horrid. You have to put your fingers
in people’s mouths, you know.”
“But doctors have to cut off legs, and doctors are qui ?
There is a,nother advantage in perfect union of«twm souls,
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and that is, that it is never necessary to finish a remark the
end of which does not immediately find expression on the

- tip of the tongue, for the other always knows what'Is going

to be said.

" “Yes, I know doctors are,” replied Red “still, you know,
Prmclpal Trenholme said Mr. Harkness is not a well-bred
American.” /

%His first name is Cyril. I saw it on the card,” replied
Blue, quitting the question of social position.

“It’s a lovely name,” said Red, earnestly.

“And I’l tell you,” said Blue, turning round with sud-
den earnestness and empha.sis, “I think he’s the handsomest
young man I ever saw.’

The rather odd plan Mrs. Rexford had hit on forlessen-
mg the likeness between these two, clothing each habitually
in a distinective colour, had not been carried into her choice
of material for their dressing-gowns. These garments were
white; and, as a stern mood of "utility had guided their
mother’s shears, they were short and almost shapeless. The
curly hair which was being brushed over them had stopped
its growth, as curly hair often does, at the shoulders. In
the small whitewashed room the two girls looked as much
like choristers in surplices as anything might look, and
their sweet oval faces had that perfect freshness of youth
which is strangely akin to the look® of holiness, in spite of
the absolute frivolity of conduct which so often characterises
young companionship. ‘

When Blue made her earnest little assertion, she also
made an earnest little dab at the air with her brush to
emphasise it; and Red, letting her brush linger on her curly
mop, replied W1th equal emphasis and the same earnest, open
eyes, “ Oh, so do 1.”

This decided, there was quiet for a minute, only the soft
sound of brushing. Then Red began that pretty little
twittering which bore to their laughter when in full force
the same relation ﬁ@t the first faint chit, chit, chit of a .
bird bears to 1ts'full song.
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“Yeren’t papa and mamma funny when they talked about
what we should do if he spoke to us?”

She did not finish her sentence before merriment made it
difficult for her to pronounce the words; and as for Blue,
she was obliged to throw herself on the.side of the bed.

Then again Blue sat up.
. “You’re to look down as you pass him, Red—Ilike this,
look!”

“ That isn’t right.” Red said this with a little shriek of
delight. “You’re smiling all over your face—that won’t
do.”

“Because I can’t keep my face straight. Oh, Red, what
shall we do? I know that if we ever see him after this we

shall simply die.” )
. “Oh, yes”—with tone of full conviction—*“I know we
shall.”

“But we shall meet him.”

They.became almost serious for some .moments at the
thought of the inevitableness of the meeting and the hope-
lessness of conducting themselves with any propriety.

thetic distress; “he will certainly think we are laughing at
him, for he will never imagine how much we have been
amused.”

Red, however, began to brush her bair again. “Blue,”
said she, “did you ever try to see how you looked in the
glass when your eyes were cast down? You can’t, you
know.”

Blue immediately tried, and admitted the difficulty.

-“I wish I could,” said Red, “for then I should know
how I should look when he had spoken to me and I was
passing him.”

“Well, do it, and I’11 tell you.” *

“Then you stand there, and I’11 come along past and leok
down just when I meet you.”

Red made the experiment rather seriously, ‘but Blue cried
out:

“And what will he think?” continued Blue, in.sympa=
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“Oh, you looked at me out of the corner of your eyg just
as you were looking down—that’ll never do.”
“I didn’t mean to. Now look! I’m doing it again.”

The one white-gowned figure stood with its back to the -

bed while the other through its little acting down the
middle of the room.
“That’s better ”—critically.
“Well,” pursued Red, with interest, “ how does it look?”
« Ra,ther nice. I shouldn’t wonder if he fell in love with
you.”
This was a sudden and extraordinary audamty of thought.
“Oh, Blue! ”—in shocked tones—{‘how-ceould-you think

of such a thing!” She reproached her sister as herself. It
was actually the first time such a theme had been broached
even in their private converse.

“Well,” said Blue, stoutly, “he might, you know. Such
things ha.ppen

“I don’t think it’s quite nice to think of it,” sald Red,
meditatively.

“It isn’t nice,” said Blue, agreeing perfectly, but unwill-
ing to recant; “still, it may be our duty to think of it.
Sophia said once that.a woman was always more or less
responsible if a man fell in love with her.”

“Did Sophia say that?” Weighty worlds of responsibility
seemed to be settling on little Red’s shoulders.

“Yes; she was talking to mamma about something. So,
as it’s quite possible he might fall in love With us, we ought
to consider the matter.”

“You don’t think he’s falling in love with Eliza, do
you‘) »”

“Oh no!”—promptly—*“but then Eliza 1sn’t like us.”

Red looked at her pretty face in the glass as she con-
tinued to smooth out the brown curls. She thought of
Eliza’s tall figure, immobile white face, and crown of red
hair.

“No,” she said, medlta,tlvely, “but, Blue "—this quite
senously—“ I hope he won’t fall in love w1th us.”

£
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“Qh, so do I; for it would make him feel so miserable.
But I think, Red, when you looked down you did not look
prim enough—you know papa said ‘prim.” Now, you stand,
and I’1l do it.”

So Blue now passed down the little narrow room, but when
she came to the critical spot, the supposed meeting ground,
her desire to laugh conflicting with the effort to pull a long
face, caused such a wry contortion of her plump visage that
seriousness deserted them once more, and they bubbled over
in mirth that would have been boisterous had it not been
prudently muffled in the pillows.

After that they said their prayers. , But when they had
taken off the clumsy dressing-gowns and got into the feather-
bed under the big patchwork quilt, like twq’;‘l_ittle white
rabbits nestling-into one another, they reverted once more
to their father’s instructions for meeting the dentist, and
giggled themselves to sleep. - . 14

Another pair of talKers, also with some common attri-
butes of character, but with less knowledge of each other,
were astir after these sisters had fallen asleep. ’

Most of the rooms in the house were on the ground-floor,
but_there were two attic bedrooms opening off a very large
room in the roof which the former occupant had used as a
granary. One of these Sophia occupied with a child; the
other had been given to Eliza. That night, when Sophia
was composing herself to sleep, she heard Eliza weeping.
S0 smothered were the sounds of sorrow- that she could
hardly heaf them. She lifted her head, listened, then;-
putting a long fur cloak about her, went into the next room.

No sooner was her hand on the latch of Eliza’s door than
all sound ceased. She stood for a minute in the large, dark
granary. The draught in it was almost great enough to be
called a breeze, and it whispered in the eaves which the
sloping rafters made round the edges of the floor as a wind

might sigh in some rocky cave. Sophia opened the door and
went in. - '

“What is the matter, Eliza?”
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Even in the almost darkness she could see that the glrl’s \
movement was an involuntary feigning of surprise.

“ Nothing.” U

“Iused to hear you crymg when we first came, Eliza, and
now you have begun it again. Tell me what troubles you.
Why do you pretend that nothing is the matter?”

The cold glimmer of the light of night reflected on snow
came in at the diamond-shaped window, and the little white
bed was just shadowed forth to-Sophia’s sight. The girl in
it might have been asleep, she remained so quiet.

“ Are you thinking about your father?”

“J don’t know.”

“Do you dislike being here?”

“No; but—"

“ But what? What is troubling you, Eliza? You’re fiot
a girl to cry for nothing. Since you came to us I have seen
that you are a straightforward, good girl; and you have
plenty of sense, too. Come, tell me how it is you cry like
this?” .

Eliza sat up. “You won’t tell them downstairs?” she
said slowly.

“You may trust me not to repeat anything that is not
necessary.”

Eliza moved nervously, and her movements suggested
hopelessness of trouble and difficulty of speech. Sophia
pitied her.

“1 don’t know,” she said restlessly, stretching out aimless
hands into the da.rkness, “I don’t know why I ery, Miss
Sophia. It isn’t for one thing more than another; every-
thing is the reason—everything, everything.”

“You mean, for one thing, that your father ha,s gone, and
you are homesick?”

“You said you wouldn’t tell?”

113 Yes »”

“Well, I’m not sorry about tha, because—well, I suppose
I liked father as well as he liked me, but as long as he lived
I’d have had to stay on the clearin’, and I hated that. I’'m

-
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glad to be here; but, oh! I want so much—I want so much
—oh, Miss Sophia, don’t you know?”
In some mysterious way Sophia felt that she did know,

_although she could not in any way formulate her confused

feeling of kinship with this young girl, so far removed from
her in outward experience. It seemed to her that she had
at some time known such trouble as this, which was com-
posed of wanting “so much—so much,” and hands that were
stretched, not towards any living thﬁs.,,, but vaguely to all

- possible possession outside the longing self.

“J want to be something,” said Eliza, “rich or—I don’t
know—I would like to drive about in a fine way like some
ladies do, or wear grander clothes than any one. Yes, I
would like to keep a shop, or do something to make me very

rich, and make everybody wish they were like me.”

Sophia smiled to herself, but the darkness was about
them. Then Sophia sighed. Crude as were the notions
that went to make up the ignorant idea of what was desir-
able, the desire for it was without measure. There was a
silence, and when Eliza spoke again Sophia did not doubt
but that she told her whole mind.

It is a curious thmg, this, that when a human bemg of
average experience is confided in, the natural impulse is to
assume that confidence is complete, and the adviser feels as
competent to pronounce upon the case from the statement
given as if minds were as limpid as crystal, and words as
fit to represent them as a mirror is to show the objects it
reflects. Yet if the listener would but look within, he
would know that in any complicated question of life there
would be much that he would not, more than he could not,
tell of himself, unless long years of closest companionship
had revealed the one heart to the other in wajs that are
beyond the power of words. And that is so even if the
whole heart is set to be honest above all—and how ma.ny

‘hearts are so set?

“You see,” said Eliza, “if people knew I had lived on a
very poor clearin’ and, done the work, they’d despise me
perhaps.”

b
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“Tt is no disgrace to any one to have worked hard, and 1t
ez - certainly cannot be a disadvantage in this country.” -

T e “It was rough.”
s “You are not very rough, Eliza. It strikes me that you

have been pretty carefully trained and taught.”

“Yes, I was that”’—with satisfaction. “But don’t you
think, if T got on, grand people would always look down at
me if they knew I’d lived so common? And besides, I’'m
sometimes afraid the man that went shares at the land with
father will want to find me.”

“But you said you told him you were coming away.”

“T told him, plain and honest; but I~had a long way to
walk till I got to the train, and I just went off. But he
won’t find it so easy to fill my place, and get some one to
do the housework! He’d have kept me, if he could; and
if he heard where I was_ he might come and try to get me
back by saying father sa,xd TI"was to obey him till I was
twenty-one.”

“If your father saad—:%ha,t-—”

“No,” cried the girl, vehemently, “he never did.”

« Yoi1 .will hear from your uncle in Scotland?” said
Sophia.

“T don’t believe he’ll write to me. I don’t believe he
lives any more where I sent the letter. It’S\years and years

have an uncle. And I did write; but he won’t apswer.”

This was certainly frank. - ’

“Was that honest, Eliza? ”

“No, Miss Sophia; but I felt so miserable. It’s
walk off with your bundle, and be all alone and afraid of &
man coming after you, and being so angry. He was dread-
ful angry when I told him I’d come. If you’d only prom-
ise not tell where I came from to anybody, so that it can’t
get round to him that I’'m here, and so that people won’t
know how I lived before——

“Well, we certainly have no reason to tell anybody. If
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it will make you content, I can assure you none of us will
talk about your affairs. Was that all the trouble?”

“No—not all.”

“Well, what else?” Sophia laughed a little, and laid her
cool hand on the girl’s hot one. ’

“T can’t be anything grand ever, and begin by being a
servant, Miss Sophia. I say I’m not a servant, and I try
not to act like one; but Mrs. Rexford, she’s tried hard to
make me one. You wouldn’t like to be a servant, Miss
Sophia?”

. “You are very childish and foolish,” said Sophia. “IfI
had not been just as foolish about other things when I was
your age I would laugh at you now. But I know it’s no use
to tell you that the things you want will not make you
happy, and that the things you don’t want would, because
I know you will not believe it. I will do my best to help
you to get what you want, so far as it is not wrong, if you
will promise to tell me all your difficulties.”

“Will you help me? Why are you so kind?”

“Because——" said Sophia. Then she said no more.

Eliza showed herself cheered.

“You’re the only one I care to talk to, Miss Sophia. The
others haven’t as much sense as you, have they?”

As these words were quietly put forth in the darkness,
without a notion of impropriety, Sophia was struck with the
fact that they comcxded with her own estimate of the state
of the case.

“Eliza, what are you talking of—not of my father and
mother surely?”

“Why, yes. I think they’re good and kind, but I don’t
think they’ve a deal of sense—do you?”

“My father is a wiser man than you can understand,
Eliza; and—" Sophia broke off, she was fain to retreat;
it was cold for one thing.

“Miss Sophia,” said Eliza, as she was getting to the door,
“there’s one thing—you know that young man they were
talking about to-night?
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“What of him?”

" “Well, if he were to ask about’ me, you’d not tell him
anything, would you? I’ve never told anybody but you
about father, or any particulars. The others don’t know
anything, and you won’t tell, will you? ”

“I’ve told you I won’t take upon myself to speak of your
affairs. 'What has that young man to do with it?”—with
some severity.

“It’s only that he’s a traveller, and I feel so silly about
every traveller, for fear they’d want me to go back to the
clearin’.”

Sophia took the few necessary steps in the cold dark
granary and reached her own room.

Y

CHAPTER XVI.

SorHIA was sitting with Mrs. Rexford on the sofa that
stood with its back to the dining-room window.. The
frame of the sofa was not turned, but fashioned with saw
and knife and plane; not glued, but nailed together. Yet
it did not lack for comfort; it was built oblong, large, and
low; it was cushioned with sacking filled with loose hay
plentifully lg;xed with Indian grass that gave forth a
sweet perfur®®; and the whole was covered with a large neat
pinafore of such light washing stuff as women wear about
their work on summer days. Sophia and her step-mother
were darning stockings. The homesickness of the house-
hold was rapidly subsiding, and to-day these two were not
uncomfortable or unhappy. The rest of the family, some
to work, some to play, and some to run errands, had been
dismissed into the large outside. :

The big house was tranquil. The afternoon sun, which
had got round to the kitchen window, blazed in there
through a fringe of icicles that hung from the low eaves

- of the kitchen rogf, and sent a long strip of bright pris-
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matic rays across the floor and through the door on to the
rag carpet under the dining-room tab}e Ever and anon,
as the ladies sewed, the sound of sleigh-bells came to them,
distant, then npearer, then near, with the trotting of horses’
feet as they passed the house, then again more distant.
The dining-room window faced the road, but one could not
see through it without standing upright.

“ Mamma,” said Sophia, “it is quite clear we-can never
make an ordinary servant out of Eliza; but if we try to
be companionable to her we may help her to learn what she
needs to learn, and make her more willing to stay with us.”

It was Mrs. Rexford’s way never to approach a subject
gradually in speech. If her mind went through the process
ordinarily manifested in introductory remarks it slipped
through it swiftly and silently, and. her speech darted into
the heart of the subject, or skipped about and hit it on all
sides at once.

“ Ah, but I told her again and again, Sophia, to say ‘miss’
to the girls. She either didn’t hear, or she forgot, or she
wouldn’t understand. I think you’re the only one she’ll
say ‘miss’ to. But we couldn’t do without her. Mrs.
Nash was telling me the other day that her girl had left in
the middle of the washing, and the one they had before
that for a year—a little French Romanist—stole all their

handkerchiefs, and did not give them back till she made

confession to her priest at Easte.r It was very awkward,
Sophia, to be without handkérchiefs all winter.” The
crescendo emphasis which Mrs. Rexford had put into her
remarks found its fortissimo here. Then she added more
mildly, “Though I got no character with Eliza I am con-
vinced she will never pilfer.”

Mrs. Rexford was putting her needle out and in with
almost electric speed. Her mind was never quiet, but
there was a healthy cheerfulness in her little quick move-

~ments that removed them from the region of weak nervous-

ness. Yet Sophia knit her brow, and it was with an effort
that she continued amicably:
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“Certainly we should be more uncomfortable without her
just now than she would be without us; but if she left us
there’s no saying where her ambition might lead her.”

Mrs. Rexford bethought her that she must look at some
apples that were baking in the kitchen oven, which she
did, and was back in time to make a remark in exchange

without causing any noticeable break in the conversation. ’

She always gave remarks in exchange, seldom in reply.

“Scotchmen are faithful to their kinsfolk usually, aren’t
they, Sophia? ”?

“Yeu think that the uncle she wrote to will answer.
He may be dead, or may have moved away; the chances
are ten to one that he will not get the letter. I think the
girl is in our hands. We have come into a responsibility
that we can’t make light of.”

“Good gracious, Sophia! it’s only the hen with one
chicken that’s afraid to take another under her wing.”

“I know you want to do your best for her—that’s why
I’'m talking.”

“Oh, I—it’s you that takes half the burden of them all.”

“ Well, we want to do our best——""

“And you, my dear, could go back whenever-you liked.
You have not burned the bridges and boats behind you.
There’s one would be glad to see you back in the old coun-
try, and that lover of yours is a good man, Sophia.”

A sudden flush swept over the young woman’s face, as
if the allusion offended her; but she took no other notice

.of what was sa1d, and continued: “I don’t suggest any
“radical alteration in our ways; I only thought that, if you

had it in your mind to make a companion of her, the pains
you take in teaching her might take a rather different form,
and perhaps have a better result.”

“I think our own girls grow more giddy every day,” said
Mrs. Rexford, exactly as if it were an answer. “If Blue
and Red were separated they would both be more sensible.”

The mother’s mind had now wandered from thought of
the alien she had taken, not because she had not given
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- attention to the words of the daughter she thought so wise,
but because, having considered them as long as she was

accustomed to consider anything, she had decided to act -

upon them, and so could dismiss the subJect with a good
conscience.

The conversation ceased thus, as many conversations do,
without apparent conclusion; for Sophia, vexed by ‘Her
step-mother’s flighty manner of speech, hid her mood in
silence. Anything like discussion between these two
always irritated Sophia, and then, conscious that she had
in this fallen below her ideal, she chafed again at her own
irritation. The evil from which she now suffered was of
the stuff of which much of the pain of life is made—a

flimsy stuff that vanishes before the investigation of reason

more surely than the stuff of our evanescent joys. There
was nothing that could be called incompatibility of temper
between these two; no one saw more clearly than Sophia
the generosity and courage of Mrs. Rexford’s heart; no one

else sympathised so deeply with her motherly cares, for no

one else understood them half so well; and yet it might
have been easier for Sophia Rexford to have lived in exter-
nal peace with a covetous woman, able to appreciate anfl
keep in steady view the relative importance of her ideas.

Meantime Mrs. Rexford went on talking. She was gen-
erfally unconscious™'of the other’s intellectual disdain.
Pretty soon they heard bells and horses’ feet that slackened
at the gate. Sophia stood up to look. -

- There was a comfortable sleigh, albeit somewhat battered |

and dingy, turning in at the gate. A good-looking girl was
driving it; a thm, pale lady sat at her side. Both were
miuch enveloped in faded furs. Over the seats of the
sleigh and over their knees were spread abundant robes of
buffalo hide. The horse that drew the vehicle was an old
farm-horse, and the hand that guided the reins appea.red
more skilful at dnvmg than was necessary. ; The old reins
and whip were held in a most stylish manner, and the fair
driver made an innocent pretence of guiding her steed up
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the-road to the back-yard with care. The animal the while,
having once been shown the gate, trotted quietly, with
head down, up the middle of the sleigh track, and stopped
humbly where the track stopped, precisely as it would have
done had there been no hand upon the rein.

Sophia, standing in the middle of the sitting-room, watched
the visitors through the windows of that room and of the
kitchen, with unwonted animation in her handsome face.
The girl, who was now evidently coming with her mother
to call upon them, had been named to her more than once
by discriminating people as the most likely person in' the
neighbourhood to prove a friend and companion to Kerself,
and Sophia, in her present situation, could not be at all in-
different to such a prospect. She had already observed
them in church, wondering not a little at that scrupulous °
attention to ceremony which had made them ignore the
existence of the newcomers till their acquaintance should
have been made in due form.

“Mamma,” said she, “thi§ is, Mrs Bennett and her
daughter.”

‘“ Something to do w1th an admual haven’t they?” eried

_ Mrs. Rexford.

It proved to be an unnecessary exertmn of memory on
Mrs. Rexford’s part to recollect what she had heard of the
relatives of her visitors, for not long after Mrs. Bennett
had introduced herself and her daughter she brought her

“uncle, the admiral, into the conversation w1th considerable

skill.

She was a delicate, narrow—mmded woman, ‘with no open -
vulgarity about her, but simply ignorant of the fact that
bragging of one’s distinguished gelatives had fallen into
disuse. Her daughter was like her in manner, with the
likeness 1mposed by having such a mother, but much more
largely made in mind and body, pleasant-looking, healthy,
high-browed. Sophia liked her appearance. :

Mrs. Rexford, her mind ever upon some -practical exi-
gency, now remembered that she had also heard that the
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Bennetts managed their dairy excellently, and, having a
large craving for help on all such subjeets, she began to
bewail her own ignorance, asking many and various ques-
tions; but, although she did not perceive it, it soon became
apparent to her more observant daughter that the visitors,
Javing come out to make a call of ceremony, preferred to
-#alk on subjects more remote from their daily drudgery, on
subjects which they apparently considered more. elegant
and becoming. TUnable to check the flow of her mother’s
talk, Sophia could only draw her chair cosily near to Miss
Bennett and strike into a separate conversation, hoping for,
and expecting, mental refreshment.

“T suppose there are no good lending libraries in any of
the towns near here,” she bega.n “How do you get hew
books or magazines?” .

Miss Bennett had a bright, cordial manner. She ex-
plained that she thought there was a circulating library in
every town. When she was visiting in Quebec her friends
had got a novel for her at two cents a day. And then she
said Principal Trenholme bought a good' niany books, and
he had once told her mother that he would lend them any
they chose, but they had never had time to go and look
over them. “It has,” she added, “been sueh an advantage
to Chellaston to ha'.ve a gentleman so clever as he at the< S
college.”

“Has it?” -said Sophla, willing to hear more. “Is he
very clever?” ’

“QOh,” cried the other, “from Oxford, you know;” and
she said it in- much the tone she might have said “from
heaven.”

“Is it long,” asked Sophia, “since you have been in
England?”

- Miss Bennett said she had never been “home,” but she
longed above all things, to go. .

She had, it seemed, been born in Canada, and her pa.rents -~
had no possessions in the mother-country, and yet she”
always called it “home.” This was evidently a tradition.




142 WHAT NECESS[T Y KNOWS [BOOK 1

Sophia, who had come from England a little tired of the
conditions there, and eager for a change, felt the pathetic
sameness of the discontent wrought by surfeit and by
famine. -

“Yet,” said she, “it is a relief to the mind to feel that
one lives in a country where no worthy person is starving,
and where every one has a good chance in life if he will
but avail.himself of it. It seems to make me breathe
more freely to know that in all this great, country there is
none of that necessary poverty that we have in big English
towns.”

Little answer was made to this, and Sophia went on to
talk of what interested her in English politics; but found
that of the politics, as well as of the social condition, of
the country:she adored, Miss Bennett was largely ignorant.
Her interest in such matters appeared to sum itself up in
a serene belief that Disraeli, then prominent, was the one
prop of the English Constitution, and as adequate to his
position as Atlas beneath the world. Now, Sophia cher-
ished many a Radical opinion of her own, and she would
have enjoyed discussion; but it would have been as difficult
to aim a remark at the present front of her new acquaint-
ance as it would be for a marksman to show his skill with
a cloud of vapour as a target. Sophia tried Canadian poli-
ties, owning her ignorance .and expressing her desire to
understand whdt she had read in the newspapers since her
arrival; but Miss Bennett was not sure that there was any-
thing that “could exactly be called politics” in- Ca:na.da,
except that there was a Liberal party who “wanted to rum
the country by free trade.”

Sophia ceased to take the initiative. She still endeav-
oured to respect the understanding of a girl of whom she
had heard tMat when her father’s fortunes were at a low
ebb she had retrieved them by good management and
personal industry—a girl, too, who through years of toil
had preserved sprightliness and perfect gentility. What
though this gentility was somewhat cramped by that undue

14
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importance given to trifles which is often the result of a
remote life; it was still a very lovely thing, a jewel shin-
ing all the more purely for its iron setting of honest labour.
Sophia fought with the scorn that was thrusting itself into
her heart as she listened when Miss Bennett now talked in
a charming way about the public characters and incidents
which interested her. .

“J wish for your sake, Miss Rexford,” she said, “that
some of the Royal family would come out again. The only
time that there is any real advantage in being in a colony
is when some of them come out; for here, you know, they
take notice of every one.”

“One would still be on the general level then,” said
Sophia, smiling.

“Well, I don’t know. It makes one feel distinguished,
you know, in spite of that. Now, when the Prince was
out, he stopped here for a night, and we had a ball. It
was simply delightful! He danced with us all—I mean
with all who could claim to be ladies, and indeed with
some who could not; but how could he discriminate?
There was a man called Blake, who kept a butcher’s shop
here then—you may have noticed we haven’t such a thing

~ as a butcher’s shop-in-the-village now, Miss Rexford?”

. “Indeed I have. It seems so odd.”

“Blake had a handsome daughter; and when we had a
ball for the Prince, didn’t he buy her a fine dress; and take
her to it! She really looked very handsome.”

“I hope the Prince danced with her,” laughed Sophia.
Her good spirits were rising, in spite of herself, under the
influence of the liveliness with which Miss Bennett’s mind
had darted, birdlike, into itsown element.

“Yes, he did. Wasn’t it good-natured of him! I be- -
lieve his aide-de-camp told him who she was; but he was
so gracious; he said she should not go away mortified. I
never spoke to her myself; but I’ve no doubt she was
unable to open her mouth without. betraying her origin;
but perhaps on that occasion she had the grace to keep
silent, and she danced fairly well.”

-
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“Was her head turned by the honour?” asked Sophia,
led by the other’s tone to expect a sequel to the tale.

“Poor girl! The end was sadder than that. She caught
a violent cold, from wearing a dress cut low when she
wasn’t accustomed to it, and she died in a week. When we
heard of it I was glad that he had danced with her; but
some were cruel enough to say that it served Blake right

for his presumption. He was so broken-hearted he left

the place. The dress she wore that night was a greensilk,
and he had her buried in it; and some one told the Prince,
and he sent some flowers. Wasn’t it sweet of him! They
were buried with her too.” Tt was quite romantic.”

“More romantic to have such a swan-like death than to
live on as a butcher’s daughter,” said Sophia, and sarcasm
was only a small ingredient in the speech.

“We were quite grieved about it,” said- Miss Bennett,
sincerely.

Sophia also felt sorry, but it was not her way “to say so.
She was more interested in remarking upon the singular
method of getting butcher’s meat then in vogue at Chellas-
ton. A Frenchman, a butcher in a small way, drove from
door to door with his stock, cutting and weighing his joints
in an open box-sleigh. To see the frozen meat thus manip-
ulated in the midst of the snow had struck Sophia as one
of the most novel features of their present way of life.
Miss Bennett, however, could hardly be expected to feel its
picturesqueness. Her parents did not fancy this vendor’s
meat, and at present they usually killed their own. Her
father, she said, had grown quite dexterous in the art.

" “Regally!” cried Sophia. This was an item of real inter-
est, for it suggested to her for the first time the idea that a
gentleman could slaughter an ox. She was not shocked; it
was simply a new .idea, which she would have liked to
enlarge on; but good-breeding forbade, for Miss Bennett
preferred to chat about the visit of the Prince, and she
_ continued to do so in a manner so lively that Sophia found
it no dull hearing.
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“ And, do you know,” she cried, “ what Bertha Nash did?
" The Nashes, you know, are of quite a common family,

although, as Dr. Nash is everybody’s doctor, of course we
are all on good terms with them. Well, Bertha asked the
Prince how his mother was!” She stopped.

“I suppose he knew whom she was talking about?”

“Oh, that was the worst of it—he couldn’t kelp knowing,”
cried Miss Bennett. “I should have sunk through the floor
with mortification if I had done such a thing. I should
have expected to be arrested on the spot for high treason.
Bertha says, you know, that she was so nervous at the
thought of wHB her partner was that she didn’t know what
she was saying; but I scarcely think she knew really how
to address him. One can never be thankful enough, I’m -
sure, for having been thoroughly well brought up.”.

She went on to explain what had been her own sensations
when first accosted-by this wonderful Prince, upon being led
out by him, and so on. "It all sounded like a new fairy tale;
but afterwards, when she had gone, with cordial wishes, as
she took leave, that another prince might come soon and
dance with Sophia, the latter felt as if she had been reading
a page of an old-fashioned history which took account only
of kings and tournaments. -

This visit was a distinet disappointment on the whole.
Sophia had hoped more from it, and coming after weeks _
that had.been trying, it had power to depress. It was late
afternoon now, and the day was the last in the year.
Sophia, going upstairs to get rid of the noise of the chil-
dren, was arrested by the glow of the sunset, and, weary as
she was, stood long by the diamond window that was set in
the wooden wall of her room. It wascold. She wrapped
a cloak about her. She did not at first look observantly at
the glow and beauty outside. Her eyes wandered over the
scene, the bright colour upon it rousing just enough interest
to keep her standing there: her thoughts were within.

Sophia Rexford had set herself, like many a saint of
olden and modern times, to crush within her all selfishness;
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and the result had been the result of all such effort when it

is staunch and honest—to show that that against which she

was warring was no mere mood or bad habit, to be overcome
by directing the life on a nobler plan, but a living thing,
with a vitality so stropg that it seemed as if God Himself
must have given it life. She stood now baffled, as she had
often been before, by her invincible enemy. Where was
the selfless temper of mind that was her ideal? Certainly
not within her. She was too candid to suppose for a
moment that the impatient scorn she felt for those with
whom she had been talking approached in any way to that
humility and love that are required of the Christian. She
felt overwhelmed by surging waves of evil within.” It was
at the source the fountain ought to be sweet, and there
ambition and desire for pleasure rose still triumphant; and
the current of her will, set against them, seemed only to
produce, not their abatement, but a whirlpool of discontent,
which sucked into itself all natural pleasures, and cast out

around its edge those dislikes and disdains which were .-

becoming habitual in her intercourse with others. It was

all wrong—she knew it. She leanéd her head against.the -

cold pane, and her eyes grew wet with tears.

There is no sorrow on earth so real as this; no other for
which such bitter fears have been shed; no other which has
so moved the heart of God with sympathy. Yet there came
to Sophia just then a strange thought that her tears were
unnecessary, that the salvation of the world was something
better than this conflict, that the angels were looking upon
her discouragement in pained surprise.

She had no understanding with which to take in this -

thought. As she looked at it, with ‘her soul’s eye dim, it
passed away; and she, trying in vain to recall the hght that
it seemed to hold, wondered if it would come again.
Perhaps the tears had given relief to her bra.m, perhaps
some Divine Presence had come near her, giving hope that
she could not weigh or measure or call by name; at any
rate, as she looked round again with fresh glance, the
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scene outside seemed fairer than it had yet appeared to
her. -
A long strip had been swept on the ice of the river by
pleasure-loving hands. Down this burnished path’young
men and maidens were skating, and their way was paved
with gold. There was soft tinting of this same Jight on the
undulations of the pearly land beyond; blue shadows were in
its woods, and reflected fire on many a window of the houses
- that clustered near and far. She knew that in each house
that was a true Canadian home there was joyous prepara-
tions going on for the next day’s féte. She wondered what
it would be like to be at home in this country, to be one in
its sports and festivities. She could not see from her attic
window the land on this side of the river, but she heard the
shouts of some boys who were spending their holiday.at the
college. They were at some game or other in a field near.
Sophia liked to hear them.

Just then Mrs. Rexford came upstairs to consult her
about something. She joined in the outlook for 'a few
moments, and the sunset made her reflective.

“Well, my love,” said she, “last year at this time we did
not know we should be here to-day! Ah, Sophia, it is
always a little doleful to'see the Old Year go out; but here,

where there are no bells in the churches, it will seem less
solemn.”

END OF BOOK I.
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BOOK II

“ Necessity, like light's electric force, \
Is in ourselves.and all things, and no more
Without us than within us —.” )
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CHAPTER I.

TaE bells have solemn sound that from old belfries ring

- the passing of the year in the hearing of thousands; but
perhaps it is a more solemn thing to watch and tell the
birth of a new year by the march of stars that look down
out of their purple-void upon a land of trackless snow. If
ceremony and the united sentiment of many hearts have
impressive effect, they yet tend to lighten the burden of
individual responsibility, which presses with weight, like
the weight’ of the atmosphere upon a vacuum, when a man
tries to grapple with his own soul in solitude.

Alec Trenholme was spending another wakeful night in
the living-room of his small railway station. Winter lay
around him. For a month the blueberry flats and bramble
thickets had been wholly lost under the snow, which
stretched far whiter than the pure white of the birch trees
in the nearest groves. Now the last night but one of the
old year had brought a fresh downfall, unusually heavy; the
long, straight railway track, and the sleigh-road which was
kept open between the station and Turrifs Settlement, had
been obliterated by it. Alec Trenholme had awoké that

. morning to observe that his little station of new wood, and
the endless line of rough telegraph poles, were the only

remaining signs of man’s lordship of earth, as far as his

eyes could see. It was upon this sight, when the snow
clouds had fled, that he had seen a scarlet sun come up;
over the same scene he had watched it roll its golden
chariot all day, and, tinging the same unbroken drifts, it
had sunk scarlet again in the far southwest. He had not
been far from his house, and no one, in train, or sleigh, or
on snow-shoes, had happened to come near it.
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He would have gone himself to Turrifs for milk, for the
pleasure of exchanging a word with his fellow-men, and for.
air and exercise, had it not been that he had hourly expected
to see an engine, with its snow-plough, approaching on the
rails. Conversation by telegraph would have been a relief
to him, but the wires seemed to have sucedmbed in more
than one place to their weight of snow, and there was noth-
ing for this young stationmaster to do but wait, and believe
that communication would be re-established over the road
and the wires sooner or later. In the meantime he suffered
no personal inconvenience, unless loneliness can be thus
named, for he had abundance of food and fuel. He watched
the bright day wane and the sun of the old year set, and
filled hlS stove with wood, and ate his supper, and told him-
self that he was a very fortunate fellow and mueh better off
than a large proportion of men.

It is not always when we tell ourselves that we are well
off that we are happiest: tl&a.r\)selfﬁddressed a,ssertlon often

. implies some tacit contradicti

Ly

. When darkness came he wondered if he should put on his
snow-shoes and run over to Turrifs. Yet forssome reason he ,

'did not go, in the way that men so often do not do things
that they think on the whole would be very good things to
do. An hour or two later he knew that the good people

there would have gone to bed and that he had no longer the |,

option of going. He did not go to bed himself. He had
not had enough exercise that day to make him’ sleepy; and
then, too, he thought he would sit up and see the old year

~out. He had an indistinct idea that it was rather a virtu-

ous thing to do, rather more pious than sleeping the night
through just as if it were any other night. He put his
much-handled, oft-read books down before him on the table,
and set himself to passing the evening with them. Mid-
night is actually midnight when the sun goes down before
five o’clock and there is no artificial interest for the after
hours. : J
Most men have more religion at heart, ,latent or devel-
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oped, than can be seen by others. When they have not,
when what shows is as much as what is—God pity them!

Alec Trenholme was not given to self-dissection or to
expression of his private sentiments, therefore neither to
himself nor to others was the religion of him very visible.
Nevertheless, this evening his bodks, which had become not
less but more to him because he had read them often, palled
upon his taste. When he was a boy his father had taught
him that at New Year’s time one ought to consider whether
the past had been spent well, and how the future could be
spent better. So, as time went on, he pushed his books
further and set himself to this consideration. For a while
he sat looking at his own doings only by the light, as it
were, of twp candles—the “one, of expediency; the other,
of rectitudgs, Had he been wise? Had he been good?

Not being=of a contemplative or egotistical disposition,
he soon ﬁdgetéed Thinking he heard a sound outside, which
might be wind rising, or might be the distant approach of
the iron snew-plough, he got up to look out. The small
panes of his window were so obscured by frostwork that he
did not attempt to look through the glass, but opened his
door. Far or near there was no sign of rising wind or.com-
ing engine; only, above, the glowing stars, with now-and

then a shaft of northern light passing majestically beneath .

seen as it reflected the light. The constellations attracte

them, and, below, the great white world, dim, but clear?
his attention. There hung Orion, there the Pleiades, thefe

those mists of starlight which tell us of space and time of-

which we cannot conceive Standing, looking upwards, he
suddenly believed himself to be in the nexghbourhood of
God.

When the keen air upon his bare head had driven him
indoors, he sat down again to formulate his good resolu-
tions, he found that his candles of expediency and morality
‘had gone out. The light which was there instead was the

Presence of God; but so diffused was this light, so dim, that"

it was as hard for him now to see distinction between right

\
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and wrong as it would have been outside upon the snow to
see a shadow cast by rays which had left their stars half a
century before. All, all of which he could think seemed
wrong, because it was not God; all, all of which he could
think seemed right, because it was part of God. The young

. man’s face sank on his arms and lay buried there, while he

thought, and thought, and thought, trying to bring a life of
which he could think into relation Wlth that which is

- unthinkable. 7 .
Was ever reverie more vain! He raised his head and

stared about him. The glaring lamp showed all the details
of the room, and made it seem so real, so much more real
than mere “thoughts, let .alone that of which one cannot
think. He got up to alter the stove-damper, pushing it
shut with a clatter of iron, burning his fingers slightly, and
sat down again, feelmg it a relief to know, if by the Smart,
that he had touched something.
The wood within the stove ceased blazing when the

was shut, and when its crackling was silenced there was a
great quiet. The air outside was still; the flame of the
lamp could hardly make sound. Trenholme’s watch, which
lay on the table, ticked and seemed to clamour for his atten-

tion. He-glanced down at it. It was not very far from .

midnight.

Just then he heard another sound. It was possibly the
same as that which came to him an hour ago, but more
continuous: There was no mistaking this time that it was
an unusual one. It seemed to him like a human voice in

‘prolonged ejaculatory speech at some distance.

Startled, he again looked out of his door. At first he
saw nothing, but what he had seen before—the world of
snow, the starry skies. Yet the sound, which stopped and
again went on, came to him as if from the direction in which
he looked. 'Looking, listening 1ntently, he was just about
to turn in for his coat and snow-shoes in order to go forth
and seek the owner of the voice, when he pereeived some-

thing moving between him and the nearest wood—that very

mper
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. birch wood i;i which, more than .a month before, he had
sought for the_man Cameron who had disappeared from his
own coffin. In an instant the mood of that time flashed
back on him as if there had been nothing between.

All the search that had been made for Cameron in the
first days of the snow had resulted in nothing but the find-
ing of his coarse winding-sheet in this birch wood. Then
and since, confused rumours had come that he was wander-

ing from village to village, but no one had been brave -

enough to detain him. Trenholme knew that people on the
railway line to the south believed firmly that fhe old man
was still alive, or that his ghost walked. Now, as his eyes
focussed more intently upon the moving thing, it looked to
him like a man. . ) ,

Again he heard the sound of a voice, a man’s voice cer-
tainly. It was raiséd for the space of a minute in a sort of
chant, not loud enough for him to hear any word or to know
what language was spoken.

“Hi!” cried Trenholme at the top of his voice. “Hi,
there! What do you want?”?

. There was no doubt that a man out there could have
heard, yet, whatever the creature was, it took not the slight-
est notice of the challenge.

As his eyes' grew accustomed to the dim light he saw
that the figure was moving on the top of the deep snow
near the outskirts of the wood—moving about in an aim-
less way, stopping occasionally, and starting again, raising
the voice sometimes, and again going on in silence. Tren-
holme could not desery any track left on the snow; all that
he could see was a large figure dressed in garments which,
in the starlight, did not seem to differ very much in hue
from the snow, and he gained the impression that the.head
was thrown back and the face uplifted to the stars.

He called again, adjuring the man he saw to come at once
and say why he was there and what-he wanted. No atten-
tion was paid to him; he might as well have kept silent.

A minute or two more and he went in, shut and bolted
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his door, even took the trouble to see that the door of the
baggage-room was secured. He took his lamp down from
the wall where, by its tin reflector, it hung on a nail, and
set it on the table for company. He opened the damper of
the stove again, so that the logs within crackled. Then he
sat down and began to read the Shakespeare he had pushed
from him before. What he had seén.and heard seemed to
him very curious. No obligation rested upon him, cer- -
tainly, to go out and seek this weird-looking creature.
There was probably nothing supernatural, but—well, while
a man is alone it is wisest to shut out all that has even the
appearance of the supernatural from his house and from
his mind. So Trenholme argued, choosing the satirical fool
of the Forest of Arden to keep him company.

“Now am I in Arden; the more fool I; when I was at
home, I was in a better place: but travellers must be con-
tent.”

Trenholme smiled. He had actually so controlled his
mind as to become lost in his book.

There was a sound as if of movement on the light snow
near by and of hard breathing. Trenholme’s senses were
all alert again now as he turned his head to listen. When
the moving figure -had seemed so indifferent to his calls,
what reason could it have now for seeking his door—unless,
indeed, it were a dead man retracing his steps by some mys-
terious impulse, such as even the dead might feel? Tren-
holme’s heart beat low with the thought as he heard a heavy
body bump clumsily against the baggage-room door and a
hand fumble at its latch. There was enough light shining -
through his window to have shown any natural man that
the "small door of his room was the right one by which to
enter, yet the fumbling at the other door continued.

Trenholme went into the dark baggage-room and heard
the stir against the door outside. He went near it. Who-
ever was there went on fumbling to find some way of
entrance. ’

By this time, if Trenholme had suﬁered any shock of
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. dismay, he had righted himself, as a ship rights itself after

Co

shuddering beneath a wave. Clearly it now came within
his province to find out what the creature wanted; he went

-back into his room and opered its outer door.

Extending beyond the wall, the flooring of the house
made.a little platform outside, and, ds the openmg of the
door illuminated this, a man came quietly acréss the thresh-
old with clumsy gait. This man was no ghost. What
fear of the supernatural had gathered about Trenholme’s
mind fell off from it instantly in self-scorn. The stranger
was tall and strong, dressed,in workman’s light-coloured
clothes, with a big, somewhat soiled bit of white cotton
worn round his shoulders as a shawl. He carried in his
hand a fur cap such as Canadian farmers wear; his grey
head was bare. What was chleﬂy remarkable was that he
passed Trenholme without seeming to see him, and stood in

.the middle of the room with a look of expectation. His
face, which was rugged, with a glow of weather-beaten

health upon-it, had a brightness, a strength, an eagerness,
a sensibility, which were indescribable.

“Well?” asked Trenholme rather feebly; then reluc-
tantly he shut the door, for all,the cold of the night was
pouring in. Neither of him nor of his words or actions
did the old man take the slightest notice.

The descnptxon that had been given of old Cameron was
fulfilled in the visitor; but what startled Trenholme more

than this likeness, which might have been the-result—of™

mere chance, was the evidence that this man was not a
person of ordinary senses and wits. He seemed like one
who had passed through some crisis, which had deprived

- him of much, and given him perhaps more. It appeared

probable, from his gait and air, that he was to some extent

blind; but the eagerness of the eyes and the expression of

the aged face were enough to suggest-at once, even to an
unimaginative mind, that he was looking for some vision
of which he did not doubt the reality and listening for
sounds which he longed to hear. He put out a large hand
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and felt the table as he made his clumsy way round it.
He looked at nothing inthe room but the lamp on the table
where Trenholme had lately put it. Trenholme doubted,
however, if he saw it or anything else. When he got to
the other side, having wandered behind the reflector, he
stopped, as if perbaps the point of light, dimly seen, had
guided him so far but now was lost.

Trenholme asked him why he had come, what his name
was, and several such questions. He raised his voice
louder and louder, but he might as well have talked to the
inanimate things about him. This*one other human being
who had entered his desolate scene took, it would seem, no
cognisance of him at all. Just as we know that animals
in some cases have senses for sights and sounds which make
no impression on human eyes and ears, and are impervious
to what we see and hear, so it seemed to Trenholme that
the man before him had organs of sense @¢€ad to the world
about him, but alive tofsomething whichShe alone could
perceive. It might have been a fantastic idea produced by
the strahge circumstances, but it certainly was an idea which
leaped into his mind and would not be-reasoned away. He
did not feel repulsion for the poor wanderer, or fear of
him; he felt rather a growing attraction—in part curiosity,
in part pity, in part desire for whatever it might be that
had brought the look of joyous expectancy into the aged
face. This look had faded now to some extent. The old

man stood still, as one who had lost his way, not seeking "

for indications of that which he had lost, but looking right
forwards and upwards, steadily, calmly, as if sure that
something would appear.

Trenholme laid a strong hand upon his arm. “Came-
ron!” he shouted, to see if that name would roase him.
The arm that he grasped felt like a rock for strength and
stillness. The name which he shouted more than once did
not seem to enter the ears of the man who had perhaps
owned it in the past. He shook off Trenholme’s hand
gently without turning towards him.

2
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“Ay,” he said. (His voice was strong.) Then he shook
his head with a patient sigh. “Not here,” he said, “not
here.” He spoke as deaf men speak, unconscious of the
key of their own voice. Then he turned shuffling round
the table again, and seemed to be seeking for the door.

“Look here,” said Trenholme, “don’t go out.” Again
he put his hand strongly on his visitor, and again he was
quietly brushed aside. The outside seemed so terribly cold
-and dark and desolate for this poor old man to wander in,
that Trenholme was sorry he should go. Yet go he did,
opening the door and shutting it behind him.

Trenholme’s greatcoat, cap, and snow-shoes were hanging
against the wall. He put them onquickly. When he got

out the old man was fumbling for something outSIde, and

Trenholme experienced a dlstmct feeling of surprise when
he saw-him slip his feet into an old pair of snow-shoes and
go forth en them. The old snow-shoes had only toe-straps
and no other strings, and the feat of walking securely upon
seemed almost as ‘difficult to the young Englishman as walk-
Jing on the sea of frozen atoms without them; but still,
“the fact that the visitor wore them made him seem more
‘companionable.

Trenholme supposed that the traveller was seeking some
dwelling-place, and that he would naturally turn either up
the road to Turrifs or toward the hills; ,instead of that, he
made again for the birch wood, walking fast with strong,
elastic stride. Trenholme followed him, and they went
across acres of billowy snow. ¥

"CHAPTER II.

Way Alec Trenholme followed the old man toward the
wood he himself would have found it a little difficult to tell.
If this was really Cameron he did not wish that he should
estape; but, at the same time, he saw no means of keeping

U
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him against his will, unless he went of his own accord to

some place where other men could be called to help. Quite
apart, however, from the question whether the stranger was
Cameror. or not, Trenholme felt for him a sort of respect
which character alone inspires, and which character written
in a man’s appearance has often power to inspire without a
word or, action to interpret ¥ further. It was because of
this that curiosity to know where he was going and what
for, and a real solicitude as to what would happen to him,
were strong enough to lead the young man on.

They who have not walked upon snow by starlight do
not know, perhaps; that the chief difficulty of such progress
is that there is no shadow; perhaps they do not even know
that at all times the difference between an upward and a
downward slope is rgvealed to the eye by light and shade.
The snow on which the two men were now walking had
‘been left by‘the wind with slight undulations of surface,
such as are produced in a glassy sea by the swing of a
gentle under-swell; and Trenholme, not sensitive as the

.stranger seemed to be in the points of his snow-shoes,

found himself stepping up when he thought himself step-
ping down, and the reverse. At last he stumbled and fell.
It is not\ matter of ease to rise from a bed which yields
endlessly to every pressure of arm or knee. Even a sea-
bird, that strongest of flyers, finds it hard to rise from any
but its own element; and before Trefholme had managed
to sprmg up, as it were, from nothing, the man in front.
had in some way become aware of his presence for the first
time, and of his fall; he turned and lifted him up with a

strong hand. When Trenholme was walking again the .

other retained, a firm hold of his arm, looked at him earn-
estly, and spoke to him. His words expressed a religious
idea which was evidently occupying his whole mind.

“The Lord is coming presently to set up His kingdom,”
he said. “ Are you ready to meet Him?”

On Alec Trenholme the effect of these words, more unex-
pected than.dny other words could have been, was first

o7
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and chiefly to convince him that he was dealing with a
witless person. Leaving him again, the speaker had hur-
ried on in front, making his way still toward the wood.
When Trenholme came up with him the wanderer had evi-
" dently found the place where he had been before, for there
- was the irregular circular track of his former wandering
upon the snow. Trenholme counted himself a fool to have
been able before to suppose that there was no track becaunse
he had not seen it. But he had hardly time for even this
momentary glance at so small a matter, for the old man
was standing with face uplifted ).o the stars, and he was
praying aloud that the Divine Son of Man would return to
earth and set up His kingdom.

Sometimes there was more light upon the dark scene,
sometimes less, for giant rays of the northern light stalked
the sky, passing from it, coming again, giving light
faintly,

Trenholme felt an uncontrollable excitement come over
him. His mind was carried out of himself, not so much
to the poor man who was praying, as to the Divine Man to
whom the supplication was addressed; for the voice of
prayer spoke directly from the heart of thegspeaker to One
who he evidently felt was his friend. . The conviction of

this other man that he knew to whaf he was speaking -

caught hold of Alec Trenholme’s mind with mastering force;
he had no conviction of his own; he was not at all sure, as
men count certainty, whether there was, or was not, any

edr but his own listening to the other’s words; but he did-

not notice his own belief or unbelief in the matter, any
more than he noticed the air between him and the stars.
The colourlessness-of his own mind took on for the time
the colour of the other’s. :

And the burden of the prayer was this: Our Father, thy
kingdom come. Even so, come, Lord Jesus.

The hardihood of the prayer was astonishing; all ten-

der arguments of love were used, all reasonable arguments
as of friend with friend and man with man, and“its length-

.
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ened pathos was such that Trenholme felt his heart torn
for pity within him.

“Look here!” he said at last. (He had been listening:he
knew not how long, but the planets in the sky above had
moved westward. He took hold of .the old man.) “Look
here! He won’t come so that you can see Him; but He’s
here just the same, you know.”

The only result was that the old man ceased speaking
aloud, and continued as if in silent prayer.

It seemed irreverent to interrupt him. Trenholme stood °

" again irresolute, but he knew that for himself at least it
was madness to stand longer without exercise in the keen
night. . . ‘

“Come, Lord Jesus!” cried the old man again in loud
anguish. “Come. The world is needing only Thee.
‘We are so wicked, so foolish, so weak—we need Thee.
Come!” ‘

‘Whether or not his companion had the full use of eyes
and ears, Trenholme was emboldened by the memory of the
help he had received on his fall to believe that he could
make himself heard and understood. He shouted as if to
one deaf: “The Lord ¢s here. He is with you now, only
you can’t see Him. You needn’t stay here. I don’t know

who you are, but come into my place and get warmed and-

fed.”
__ “How do-youkmow He 15 here?” asked the old man,
shaking his head slowly. -

“Everybody knows that.” .

“I can’t hear.” )

“Everybody knows,” shouted Trenholme.

“How do you know? What do you know?” asked the
other, shaking his head sorrowfully.

Trenholme would have given much to comfort him. He
tried to drag him by main-force in the direction of the
house. The old man yielded himself a few steps, then
drew back, asking,

“Why do you say He is here?”
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“Because ” (Trenholme called out his words in the same
high key) “before He died, and after, He said. He would
always be with His servants. Don’t you believe what He
said?” .

". Again the old man yielded a few paces, evidently listen-
ing and hearing with difficulty, perhaps indeed only hear-
ing one or two words that attracted him.

“Did the Lord say it to you?” he asked eagerly.

[ No »

. There was blank disappointment shown msta.ntly They
had come to a standstill again.

“Do you know him?” The strong old face was peering
eagerly into his, as if it had not been dark. “Have you
heard his voice?” .

“T don’t know,” answered Trenholme, half angrily.

Without another word the old man shook him off, and
turned once more to the starry sky above.

“Lord Jesus!” he prayed, “this man has never heard thy
voice. They who have heard Thee know thy voice—they
know, O Lord, they know.” He retraced all the steps he
had taken with Trenholme dand continued in prayer.

After that, although Trenholme besought and commanded,
and tried to draw him both by gentleness and force, he
obtained no further notice. Itwas not that he was repulsed,
but that he met with absolute neglect. The old -man was
rock-like in his physical strength. -

Trenholme looked round about, but there was certamly
no help to be:obtained. On the one side he saw the birch
wood indistinetly; the white trunks half vanished from
sight against the white ground, but the brush of upper
branches hung like the mirage of a forest between heaven
and earth. All round was the wild region of snow. From
his own small house the lamp whiclrhe had left on the table
shot out a long bright ray througlfa chink in the frostwork
on the window. TItoccurred to hifn that when he had fetched
down the lamp it was probably this ray, sudden and unex-
pected in such a place, that had attracted his strange visitor
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to his house. Had his poor dazed brain accepted it as some
sign of the glorious appearing for which he waited?

Trenholme looked again at his companion. It mattered
nothing to him who or what he was; he would have done
much to still that pleading voice and pacify him, but since
he could not do this, he would go for a little while out of
sight and hearing. He was fast growing numb with the
fierce cold. He would come back and remew his care, but
just now he would go home. He walked fast, and gained
his own door with blood that ran less chill.

He heaped his stove with fresh logs, and set on food to

warm, in the hope that the stranger might eventually par- .
- take of it, and then, opening the stove door to get the full

benefit of the blaze, he sat down for a little while to warm
himself. He looked at his watch, as it lay on the table,
with that glance of interest which we cast at a familiar
thing which has lain in the same place while our minds
have undergone commotion and change. Midnight had
passed since he went out, and it was now nearly two
o’clock. -

‘Whether it was that the man with whom he had been,

‘possessed that power, which great actors involuntarily

possess, of imposing their own moods on others, or whether
it was that, coming into such strange companionship after
his long loneliness, his sympathies were the mofe easily
awakened, Trenholine was suffering from a misery of pity;
and in pity for another there weighed a self-pity which was
quite new to him. To have seen the stalwart old man,
whose human needs were all so evident to Trenholme’s
eyes, but to his own so evidently summed up in that one
need which was the theme of the prayer he was offering in
obstinate agohy, was,an experience which for the time
entirely robbed him of*the power of seeing the elentents of
life in that proportion to which his mind’s eye had grown
accustomed—that is, seeing the things of religion as a
shadowy background for life’s important activities.

The blazing logs through the open stove door cast flicker-
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ing flamelight upon the young man, who was restlessly
warming himself, shifting his position constantly, as a man
must who tries to warm himself too hastily. A traveller
read in ancient lore, coming suddenly on this cabin amid
its leagues of snow, and looking in to see its light and ™

warmth and the goodly figure of its occupant, might have -

been tempted to think that the place had been raised by
some magician’s wand, and would vanish again when the
spell wasepast. And to Alec Trenholme, just then, the
station to which he was so habituated, the body which
usually seemed the larger part of himself, might have been
no more than a thought or a dream, so intent was hé upon
another sort of reality. He was regardless of it all, even
of the heat that, at the same time, scorched him and made
him shiver. He thought of the words that he—he, Alec
Trenholme—had lifted up his voice, to say, waking the
‘echoes of the snow-muffled silence with proclamation of:
He tried not to remember what he had proclaimed, feeling

crushed with a new knowledge of his own falseness; and

when perforce the thought came upon him of the invisible

Actor in the night’s drama whose presence, whose action,

he bad beeh so strenuously asserting, he was like a man in

pain who does not know what remedy to try; and his mood

was tense, he sought only relief. He essayed one thought

and another to reason away the cloud that was upon himj-
and then he tried saying his prayers, which of late had
fallen somewhat into disuse. It was only by way of a try

to see if it would do any good; and he did not give himself
Thuch time, for he félt that he must go out again to try to
bring in the old man.

Before he had put on his fur cap a second time, however,
he heard the whistle of the engine he had been expecting
now for nearly twenty-four hours. It came like a sudden
trumpet-sound from the outside world to call him back to
his ordinary thoughts and deeds. For the first moment he
felt impatient at it; the second he}aé glad, for there would
certainly be someég,ne'ﬁfh it who could aid him in using
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force, if necessary, to bring the old man to spend the
remainder of the night within doors.

Trenholme saw the black and fiery monster corae on into
his dark and silent white world. It shook a great plumé®
of flaming smoke above its snorting head, and by the light
of the blazing jewel in its front he saw that the iron plough
it drove before it was casting the snow in misty fountains
to right and left.

‘When the engine stopped, Trenholme found that there
was a small car with it, containing about twenty men sent
to dig out the drifts Where snow sheds had given way.
These were chiefly French Canadians of a rather low type. , -
The engine-driver was a Frenchman too; but there was a
brisk English-speaking man whose business it was to set
the disordered telegraph system to rights. He came into

" the station-room to test its condition at this point of the
‘route. As there was a stove in their car, only a few of the
men straggled in after him. At a larger place the party
might have been tempted to tarry, but here they had no.
thought of stopping -an unnecessary moment. Trenholme
had no time to lose, and yet he hardly knew how to state
his case. He sought the Englishman, who was at the little
telegraph table. The engineer and some others lounged
near. He began by recalling the incident of the dead man?s
disappearance. Every one connected with the railway in
those parts had heard that story.

“ And look here!” said he, “as far as one can judge by
description, he has come back again here to-might.” All
who could understand were listening to him now., “See
here!” he urged, addressing the brisk telegraph man, “I’m
afraid lte will freeze to death in the snow. He’s quite
alive, you know-~—alive as you are; but I Wxnt help to bring
him in.”

The other was attending to his work as wbll as to Tren-
holme. “Why can’t he come in?”

“He won’t. I think he’s gone out of hxs mind. He’ll
die if hels left. It’s a matter of life or death, I tell you. .
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He’s too strong for me to manage alone. Someone must

" come t00.”

The brisk man looked at the engineer, and the French
engineer looked at him.

“What’s he doing out there?”

“He’s just out by the wood.” :

It ended in the two men finding snow-shoes and going-

with Trenholme across the snow.
They all three peered through the dimness at the space
between them and the wood, and they saw nothing. They

.retraced the snow-shoe tracks and came to the place where

the irregular circuit had been made near the end of the
wood. There was no one there. They held up a lantern
and flashed it right and left, they shouted and wandered,
searching into the edge of the wood. ' The old man was not

+ to be found. ‘
“I dare say,”®aid the telegraph man to Trenhelme,

“you’d do well to get into a place where you don’t live quite
so much alone. ’T’aint good for you.”

The whole search did not take more than twenty minutes.
The railway-men went back at a quick pace. Trenholme
went with them, insisting only tha.t they should look at the

track of the stranger’s snow- shoes, and admit that it was"

not his own track. !
The French engineer was sufficiently superstitious to lend
a half belief to the idea that the place was haunted, and

. that was his reason for,haste. The electrician was only

sorry that so much time had been purely wasted; that was
his reason. He was a middle-aged man, spare, quick, and
impatient but he looked at Alec Trenholme in the light of
the engine lamp, when they came up to it, with some kindly
interest. :

“T say,” he went on again, “don’t you go on staying here
alone—a good-looking fellow like you. You don’t look to
me like a chap to have fancies if you weren’t mewed up
‘alohe.”

- As Trenholme saw the car carried from him, saw the
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faces and forms of the men who stood at its door disappear
in the darkness, and watched the red light at its back move
slowly on, leaving a lengthening road of black rails behind
it, he felt more mortified at the thought of the telegraph
man’s compassion than he cared to own, even to himself.

He went out again, and hunted with a lantern till he
found a track leading far into the wood in the opposite
direction from his house. This, then, was the way the old
man had gone. . He followdd the track for a mile, but never
came within sight or soundsof theynan who made it.

At last it joined the rallway line, and where the snow

“was rubbed smooth he could not trace it. Probably the .

old man had taken off his snow-shoes here, and his light
moccasins had left no mark that could be seen in the mght

CHAPTER III.

For two nights after that Alec Trenholme kept his lamp
lit all night, placing it in his window so that all the light .
that could struggle through the frosted panes should cast
an inviting ray into the night. He did this in the hope
that the old man might still be wandering in the neighBour-
hood; but it was soon ascertained that this was not the
case; the: stra,nger had been seen by no one else in Turrifs
Settlemen.t _Though it was clear, from reports that came,
that he was the same who had visifed other villages and
been accepted as the missing Cameron, nothing more was
heard of him, and it seemed that he had gone now off the
lines of regular communication—unless, fideed, he had the
power of appearing and disappearing at wAll, which was
the popular view of his ease. Turrifs Statiop’ had become
ndtorious. Trenholme recewed ]eers and_gibes even by
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was not on this account that he gave up his situation on
the line, but because a new impulse had seized him, and he
had no particular reason for remaining. He waited till a
new caretaker arrived from the headquarters of the rail-
way, anrd then set forth from the station the following
morning on foot.

Turrif had been laid up with some complamt for a week
or two, and Alec went to say good-bye to him. The roads
had been opened up again. He had his snow-shees on his
back, and some clothes in a small pack.

Turrif’s wife opened the door, and Trexrtholme disburdened
himself and went and sat by the bed. The little children
were about, as usual, in blue gowns; he had made friends
in the house sinee his first supper there, so they stood near
now, and laughed at him a great deal without being afraid.
In the long large wooden room, the mother and eldest girl
pursued the housework of the morning tranquilly.. . Turrif
lay upon a bed in one corner. The baby’s cradle, a brown
box on rockers, was close to the bed, and when the child
stirred the father put out his hand and rocked it. The
child’s head was quite covered with the clothes, so that
Trenholme wondered how it could breathe. He sat by the
foot of the bed, and Turrif talked to him in his slow
English. |

“You are wise to go—a young nan and genteel-man like

you.”

“I know you think I was a fool to take the place, but a
man might as well earn his bread-and-butter while he is
looking round the country.”

“You have looked round at this*bit of country for two
months ”—with a shrug of the shoulders. “I should have
sought your bright eyes could see all what sere is to see in
two days.” -

“You’ll thmk me a greater fool when you know where 1
am going.”

“I hope” (Turrif spoke with a shade of grea,ter grav1ty

}on his placid, face)—“I hope sat youfare going to some .
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city where sere is money.to be made, and where sere is

ladies and other genteel-men like you.”

“I knew you would think me mad. . I’m going to Bates’s
clearing to cut down his trees.”

“Why?” The word came with a certain authority.

“You would almost be justified in.writingto the authori-
ties to lock me up in an asylum, wouldn’t you? But just
consider what an awful condition of loneliness that poor
wretch must be in by this time. You think I’ve been more

_ alone than’s good for me; think of him, shut up with an

old woman in her dotage. He was awfully cut up about

this affair of old Cameron and the girl, and he is losing all .

his winter’s lumbering for want of a man. Now, there’s a
fix, if you will, where I say a man is to be pitied.”

“Yes,” said Turrif, gravely, “it is sad; but sat is hees
trouble. »

“TLook here: he’s not thirty miles away, and you and I
know that if he isn’t fit to cut his throat by this time it
isn’t for want of trouble to make him, and you say that that
state of things oughtf to be only his own affair?”

[13 Eh? »

“Well, T say that you and I, or at least I, have something
to do with it. You know very well 1 mlght go round here
for miles, and offer a hundred pounds, and-I couldn’t get a
single man to go and work for Bates; they’re all scared.
‘Well, if they’re scared of a ghost, let them stay away; but
I’m not frightened, and I suppose I could learn to chop
down trees as well as any of them. He’s offered good
wages; 1 can take.his wages and do his work, and save him
from turning into a blethermg idiot.”

Probably, in his heat to argue, he had spoken too qmckly
for the Frenchman to-take in all his words. That his drift
was understood and pondered on was evident from the slow

«

-answer.

“It would be good for Monsxeur Bates, but poor for you.”
-“I’'m not going to turn my back on this country and:leave

the fellow in that pickle. I should feel as if his blood were
on my head.” : o

-
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“Since? ”?

“How since?”

“Since what day did you have his care on you? Last
time you came you did not méan sen to help him.”

It was true, but so- strongly did Trenholme see his point
that he had not realised how new was the present aspect of
the case to him.

“Well,” said he, meaning that this was not a matter of
importance.

“But why?” said Turrif again.

“Ob, I don’t know.” Trenholme looked down at his
moccasined feet. “I thought” (he gave a laugh as if he
were ashamed) “I’d turn over a new leaf this year, and do
something that’s more worth doing. I was well enough off
bere so far as looking out for myself was concerned.”

Turrif looked at h1m with kind and serious disapproval.
“And when will you begm to live se life of a man?”

“How do you mean—‘a man’?”

“When will you make money-and get married?”

“Do you think time is all wasted when one isn’t making
money and getting married?”

“For a boy, no; for a man, yes.”

Trenholme rose. “Good-bye, and thank you for all your
hospitality,” said he. “I’ll come back in sprmg and tell
you what I’m gomg to do next.”

He was moving out, when he looked.again at the little
shrine in the middle of the wall, the picture of the Vir-
gin, and, below, the little altar shelf, with its hl(ﬁsous

.paper roses. He looked back as it caught his eye, arrested,

surprised, by a difference of feeling in him towards it.
Noticing the direction of Trenholme’s glance, the French-
man crossed himself.

It'was a day. of such glory as is ‘only seen amld North-
ern snow-fields. Alee Trenholme looked up into the sky,
and the blue of other skies that he remembered faded be-
side it, as the blue of violets fades beside the blue of gen-

" tian flowers. There was no cloud, no hint of vapour; the
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R

§ sky, as one looked for it, was not there, but it was as if the

i ' sight leaped through the sunlit ether, so clear it was, and
; saw the dark blue gulfs of space that were beyond the reach
B of the sun’s lighting. The earth was not beyond the reach
g1 : of the sunlight, and in all that wide white land, in mile |
after mile of fields, of softened hillock and buried hollow,
i there was not a frozen crystal that did not thrill to its
sy centre with the sunlight and throw it back in a soft glow
3 of myriad rays.

Trenholme retraced his steps on the road from Turrif’s
door to a point nearer his old railway-station; then he put
on his snow-shoes and set out for the gap in the hills that
led to the Bates and Cameron clearing- As he mounted
the soft snow that was heaped. by the roadside and struck
out across the fields, his hegrt bounded with a sense of
power and freedom, such as a man might have who found
means to walk upon the ocean. Little need had he of ma
or guide to mark the turning or crossing of his road; the
gap in the hills was clear.to his eyes fifteen miles away;
the world was white, and he strode across it. When the
earth is made up of pearl-dust and sunshine, and the air is
pure as the air of heaven, the heart of man loses all sense
of effort, and action is as spontaneous as breath itself.
Trenholme was half-way to the hills before he felt that he
‘had begun his day’s journey. N

" 'When he got past the unbroken:snow of the farm lands
and the blueberry flats, the white surface was broken by
the tops of brushwood. He did not take the line of fhe
straight corduroy road; it was more free and exciting to
makeé a mea,ndgrmg track wherever the snow la,y"sﬁeer over
a Qllam of-frozen pools that intersected the thickets. There
was$ no perceptible heat in the rays #he sun poured down,
but the light was so great that where the delicate skeletons -
of the young trees were massed together it was a rélief to -
let the eye rest upon them.

That same element of pleasure, relief, was found also in
the restful deadness of the wooded sides of the hills when
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be came near them. Grey there was of deciduous trees in
the basin of the river, and dull green of spruce firs that
grew up elsewhere.. Intense light has the effect of lack of
light, taking colour from the landscape. Even the green of
the fir trees, as they stood in full light on the hill sum-
mits, was faded in comparlson with the blue beyond.
This was while he was in the open plain; but when he
walked into the forest, passing into the gap in the hills,
“dll was changed. The snow, lightly shadowed by the
branches overhead, was more quiet to the sight, and where
his path lay near fir trees, the snow, where fell their
keavy shade, looked so dead and cold and grey that it-
recalled thoughts of night-tinie, or of storm, or of other
gloomy things; and this thought of gloom, which the dense
shadow brought, had fascination, because it was such a
wondrous contrast to the rest of the happy valley, in which
the sunbeams, now aslant, were giving a golden tinge to
the icy facets of crags, to high*perched c1rc11ng drifts, to
the basin of unbroken snow, to the brown oﬁ—maple trunks,
and to the rich verdure of the very firs which cast the
shadow. o
It was after four o’clock in the afternoon when he stopped
his steady tramp, arrested by the sight of the first living
" things he had seen—a flock of birds upon a wild vine that,
half snow-éovered, hung ‘out the remmnant of its frozen
berries in a cleft of the hill. Thebirds did not fly at his
-approach, and, going nearer and nearer on the silent snow, .
"he at last stopped, taking in greedily the sight of their
pretty, fluttering life. They were rather large birds,
large as the missel thrush; they had thick curved beaks
and were somewhat heavy in form; but the plumage of the
males was like the rose-tint of dawn or evening when it
falls lightly upon some grey cloud. They uttered no note,
= but, busy with their feast, fluttered and hopped with soft
, sound of wings.
In lieu of gun or net, Trenholme broke a branch from
a tree beside him, and chmbed nearer to the birds in order
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to strike one down if possible. To his surprise, as he
advanced deftly with the weapon, the little creatures only
looked at him with bright-eyed -interest, and made no
attempt to save themselves. The conviction forced- itself
upon him with a certain awe that these birds had never
seen a man before. His arm dropped beside him; some-
thing of that feeling which comes to the explorer when he
thinks that he sets his foot where man has never trod came
to him now as he leaned against the snow-bank. The
birds, it is true, had fluttered beyond his arm’s length,
but they had no “thought of leaving their food. Twice
his arm twitched with involuntary impulse to raise the
stick and strike the nearest bird, and twice the impulse
failed him, till he dropped the stlek

 The slight crust which usually forms on snow-banks had
broken with the weight of his figure as he leaned against
it, and he lay full length agdinst the soft slope, enjoying
rest upon so downy a couch, until the birds forgot him,
and then he put out his hand and grasped the nearest,
hardly more to its own surprise than to his. The bird
feigned dead, as frightened birds will, and when he- was
cheated into thinking it dead, it got away, and it was only
by a very quick movement that he caught it again. He put
it in a hanging pocket of his coat, and waited till he could
catch a companion to fill the opposite pocket.

Thus weighted, he continued his journey. It gave him
the cheerful feeling that a boy has when choice marbles-are
in his pocket. Neither birds nor marbles under such cir- -
cumstances have absolute use, but then there is always the
pleasant time ahead when it will be suitable to take them
out aid look at them. The man did not finger his birds
as a hoy might have done his marbles, but he did not for-
get them, and every now and then he lifted the flaps of the,

baggy pockets to refill them with’ air.

* He was tramping fast now down the trough of the little
valley, under trees that, though leafless, were thick enough

to shut out the-Surrounding landscape. The pencils of the
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evening sunlight, it is true, found their way all over the
rounded snow-ground but the sunset was hidden by the
branches about him, and nothing but the snow and the tree

trunks was forced upon his eye, except now and-then a bit.

of blue seen through the branches—a blue that had lost
much depth of colour with the deeline of day, and come
nearer earth—a pale cold blue that showed exquisite ten-
derness of contrast as seen through the dove-coloured grey
of maple boughs.

‘Where the valley dipped under water and the lake in
the midst of the hills had its shore, Trenholme came out
from under the trees. The sun had set. The plain of the
ice and the snowclad hills looked blue with cold—unutter-
ably cold, and dead as lightless snow looks when the eye has
grown accustomed to see it animated with light. He could
not see where, beneath the snow, the land ended and the
ice began; but it mattered little. He walked out on the

white plain scanning: the south-eastern hill-slope for '

the house toward which he intended to bend his steps.
He was well out on the lake before he saw far enough,
round the first cliff to come in sight of the log house and
its clearing, and no sooner did he see; it than he heard his
approach, althéugh he was yet so far away, heralded by
the barking of a dog. Before he had gone much farther’a
man came forth with a dog to meet him.

The two men had seen one another before, in the days
when the neighbourhood had turned out in the fruitless
search for Cameron’s daughter and for Cameron himself. At

that time a fevered eye and haggard face had been the signs .

that Bates was taking his misfortune to heart; now Tren-
holme looked, half expecting to see the same tokens devel-
oped by solitude into some demonstration of manner; but
this was not the case. His flesh had certainly wasted, afid
his eye had the excitement of expectation in it as he met his

" visitor; but the man was the same man still, with the stiff,
unexpressive manner which was the expression of his pride.
Bates .spoke of the weather, of the hews Trenholme
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brought ' from Turrifs Settlement, of the railway—all
briefly, and without warmth of interest; then he asked why
Trenholme had come.

“You haven’t been able to get any one yet to fell your ..
trees for you?”

Bates replied in the negatlve

“ They think the place is dangerous,” said the other, as
if giving information, although he knew perfectly that

ates was aware of this. He had grown a little dliﬁdent
in stating why he had come.

“Fools they are!” said Bates, 111-temperedly

Trenholme said that he was willing to do the work Bates
had-wanted a man for, at the same wages.

“It’s rough work for a gentlemany young man like you.”

Trenholme’s face twitched with a peculiar smile. “I
can handle an axe. I can learn to fell trees.”

«“I mean, the living is rough, and all ‘that; and of
course” (this was added W1th suspicious cautlon) St
wouldn’t be worth my while to pay the same wages to an
inexperienced hand.”

Trenholme laughed. This reception was shghtly differ-
ent from what he had anticipated. He remarked that he
might be taken a week on trial, and to this Bates agreed,
not without some further hesitation. . Trenhglme inquired
after the health of the old aunt of whom he had heard.

“In bodily health,” said Bates, “she.is well. You may
pei’haps have heard that in mind she has failed somewhat.”

The man’s reserve was his dignity, and it produced its

Tesult, although obvious dignify of appearance and manner

was entirely lacking to him.

The toothless, childish old man woman Trenholme en-
countered when he entered the house struck him as an odd
exaggeration of the report he had just received. He did
not feel at home when he sat down'to eat the food Bates
set before him; he perceived that it was chiefly because in
a new country hospltahty is considered indispensable to an
easy conscience that he had recelved any show of welcome.

]
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Yet the lank brown hand that set his mug beside him
shook so that some tea was spilt. Bates was in as dire
need of the man he received 50 unwillingly as-ever man was
in need of his fellowman, Tt is-when the fetter of solitude
has begun to eat intp-a man’s flesh that he begins to pro-
claim his indifferénce to it, and the human mind is never
in- such' of companionship as when it shuns com-
_~panions.
q The, two spent most of the_evening endeavouring to re-
Store to liveliness the birds that Trenholme had taken from
his pockets, and in discussing them. Bates produced a
very old copy of a Halifax newspaper which contained a
sonnet to thig bird, in which the local poet addressed it as

,,,,,3‘1;{.%‘? = S

¢ The Sunset-tinted grosbeak of the north.””

Trenholme marvelled at his reséurces. -Such newspapers
as he stored up were kept under the cushion of the old
_ aunt’s armchair.
Bates brought out some frozen cranberrles for the birds.
They made a rough coop and settled them in it outside, in
lee of one of the sheds It is extraordinary how much time

and trouble people will expend on such small matters if .
they just 5take it mto their heads to do it.
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CHAPTER IV. ~ 3

THERE Was no very valuable timber on Bates’s land.
The romance of the lumber trade had already passed from
this part of the country, but the farmers still spent their
Z - winters in getting out spruce logs,  which were sold at the

- ‘'nmearest saw-mills. Bates and Cameron had possessed
themselves of a large portion of the hill on which they had
settled, with a view to making money by the ‘trees in this
way—money that was necessary to the household, frugal
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as it was, for, so far, all their gains had been spent in
necessary improvements. - Theirs had been a.far-seeing
policy that would in the end have brought prosperity, had
3 the years of uninterrupted toil on whlch they calculated
been realised.
It was not until the next day that Trenholme fully under-
: stoéd- how helpless the poor Scotchman really was in his
i present circumstances. In the early morning there was
H the live-stock to attend to, which took him the more time
because he was not in strong health; and when that was
done it seemed that there was mueh ado in the house before
g _the old woman would sit down peacefully for the day. He
] : apologised to Trenholme for his house-work by explaining
that she was. restless and uneasy all day unless the place
was somewhat as she had been accustomed to see it; he
. drudged to appease her, and when at last he could follow
to the bush, whither he had sent Trenholme, it transpired ~
that he dared not leave her moré than an hour or two alone,
for fear she should do herself a mischief with the fire. In
the bush it was obvious how pitifully small was the amount
of work accomplished. Many trees had been felled before
Cameron’s death; but they still had to be lopped and
squared, cut into. twelve foot lengths, dragged by an ox to
the log-slide, and passed down on to the ice of the lake.
Part of the work required-two labourers; only a small part
of what could be done single-handed had been accom-
plished;“and Trenholme strongly suspected that moonlight
nights had been given to this, while the old woman slept.
It is well known that no line can be drawn between
labour and play; it is quite as much fun making an ox pull
a log down'a woodland path as playing at polo, if one will
only admit it, especially when novelty acts as playmate.
Most healthy men find this fascination hidden in labour,
provided it only be undertaken at their own bidding,
although few have the grace to find it when necessity com-
pels to the task. Alec Trenholme found the new form of
labour to'which he had bidden himself toilsome and delight-

461 08 S
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ful; like a true son of Adam, he was more conscious of his
toil than of his delight—still both were there; there was
physical inspiration in the light of the snow, the keen still
air, and the sweet smell of the lumbep. So he grew more
expert, and the days went past, hardlff distinguished from
one another, so entire was the unconsciousness of the
slumber between them.

He had not come without some sensation of romance in
his knight-errantry.” Bates was the centre, the kernel as
it were, of a wild story that was not yet explained. Turrif
had disbelieved the details Saul had given of Bates’s
cruelty to Cameron’s daughter, and Trenholme had accepted
Turrif’s judgment; but in the popular judgment, if Came-
ron’s rising was not a sufficient proof of Bates’s guilt, the
undoubted disappearance of the daughter was. Whatever
had been his fault, rough justice and superstitious fear had
imposed on Bates a term of solitary confinement and penal
servitude which so far he had accepted without explanation
or complaint. He still expressed no satisfaction at Tren-
holme’s arrival that would have been a comment on his
own hard case and a confession of his need, Yet, on the
whole, Trenholme’s interest in him would have been
heightened rather than decreased by a nearer view of his
monotonous life and his dry reserve, had it not been that
the man was to the last degree contentious and difficult to
deal with. ¢

Taking for granted that Trenholme was of gentle extrac-
tion, he treated him with the generosity of pride in the
matter of rations;-but he assdmed airs of a testy authority
which were in exact proportion to his own feeling of physi-
cal and social inferiority. Seen truly, there was a pathos
in this, for it was a weak man’s way of trying to be man-
ful;- but his new labourer could not be expected to see it in
that light. Then, too, on all impersonal subjects of con-
f versation which arose, it was the nature of Bates to contra-
dict and argue; whereas Trenholme, who had little capacity
for' reasonable argument, usually dealt with contradiction

E




raa

T A
RRTRTENTER .

EIARPEFR SN

180 WHAT NECESSITY KNOWS [BoOK 11

as a pot of gunpowder deals with an intruding spark. As
regarded the personal subject of his own misfortune—a
subject on which Trenholme felt he had a certain right
to receive confidence—Bates’s demeanour was like an iron
mask.

Bates scorned the idea, which Turrif had always held,
that Cameron had never really died; he vowed, as:before,
that the box he had sent in Saul’s cart had contained noth-
ing but a dead body; he would hear no description of the

.0ld man who, it would seem, had usurped Cameron’s name;

he repeated stolidly that Saul had put his charge into some’

shallow grave in the forest, and hoaxed Trenholme, with

the help of an accomplice; and he did not scruple to hint”
that if Trenholme had not been a coward hé would .have
seized the culprit, and so obviated further mystery and after
difficulties. There was enough truth in this view of the case

to make it very insulting to Trenholme. But Bates did not

seem to cherish anger for that part of his trouble that had
been caused by this defect; rather he showed an annoying
indifference to the whole affair. He had done what he could
to bury his late partner decently; he neither expressed nor
appeared to.experience further emotion concerning his fate.

‘When a man has set himself to anything, he generally
sticks to it, for a time at léast; this seemed to be the largest
reason that Trenholme had the first four weeks for remain-
ing where he was. At any rate, he did remain; and from
these unpromising materials, circumstance, as is often the-
case, beat, out a rough sort of friendship between the two
men. The fact that Bates was a partial wreck, that the
man’s nerve and strength in him were to some extent gone,
bred in Trenholme the gallantry of the strong toward the
weak—a gallantry which was kept from rearing into self-
conscious virtue by the superiority of Bates’s reasoning
powers, which always gave him a certain amount of real
authority. Slowly they began to be more confidential.

“It’s no place for a young man like you to be here,”
Bates observed with disfavour.
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. It was Sunday. The two were sitting in front of the -

house in the sunshine, not because the sun was warm, but
because it was bright; dressed, as they were, in many plies
of clothes, they did not feel ‘the cold. In flat, irpegular
shape the white lake lay beneath their hill. On the oppo-
site heights the spruce-trees stood up clear and green, as
perfect often in shape as yews tha.t are cut into old-fashioned
cones.

“I was told that about the last place I was m, and the

place before t0o,” Trenholme laughed, He did not; seem to

take his own words much to heart.

“Well, the station certainly wasn’t much of a business,”
assented Bates, « a.nd if it’s not rude to ask, where were ye
before?”

“Before that—why, I was just going to follow my own
trade in a place where there was a splendid opéning for me;
but my own brother put a stop to that. He said it was no
fit position for a young.man like me. My brother’s a fine
fellow,” the young man sneered, but not bitterly. |

“He ought to be,” said Bates, surveying the sa.mple of
the family before. lum rather with a glance of just criticism
than of admiration. “What’s your calling, then?”

Alec pulled his mitts out of his pocket and slapped his
moccasing with them to strike off the melting snow. “What
do you think it is, now?”

Bates eyed him with some interest in the challenge. “I

don’t know,” he said at last. “Why didn’t your brother A

want ye to do it?”

- “’Twasn’t grand enough. I came out naturally thinking
I’d set up near my brdther; but, well, I found he’d grown
a very fine gentleman—all honour to him for it! He’s a
good fellow.” There was no sneer just now.

Bates sat subjecting all he knew of Alec to a process of

consideration. The result was not a guess; it was not in
him to hazard anything, even a guess.

““What does your brother do?”

“Clergyman, and he has a school.”

R
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[{3 Where ? ”»

¢ Chellaston, on the Grand Trunk.”

“Never heard of it. Is it a growing place?”

“It’s thriving along now. It was just right for my busi-
ness.” s * '
“Did the clergyman think your business was wrong?”

The young man laughed as a man laughs who knows the
answer to an amusing riddle and sees his neighbour’s mental
floundering. “He admits that-it’s an honest and respectable
line of life.” '

“Did ye give in, then?” .

“T took a year to think-over it. I’m doing that now.”

“Thinking?” .

[ Yes. »

“I’ve not observed ye spending much time jn medita-
tion.” ) ) D

The young man looked off across the basin of the frozen
lake. What is more changeful than the blue of the sky?
To-day the far firmament looked opaque, an even, light
blue, as if it were made of painted china. The blue of Alec
Trenholme’s eyes was very much like the sky; sometimes
it was deep and dark, sometimes it was a shadowy grey,
sometimes it was hard and metallic. A woman having t8
deal with him would probably have imagined that something
of his inward mood was to be read in these changes; but,
indeed, they were owing solely to.those causes which change
the face of the sky—degrees of light and the position of
that light. As for Bates, he did not even know that his
companion had blue eyes; he only knew in a general way
that he was a strong, good-looking fellow, whose tigure, even
under the bulgy shapes of multiplied garments, managed to .
give suggestion of that indefinite thing we call style. He
himself felt rather thinner, weaker, more rusty in knowledge
of the world, more shapeless as to apparel, than he would
have done had he-sat alone.

After a minute or two he said, “ What’s your trade?”"

Trenholme, sitting there in the clear light, would have

j.
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‘blushed as he answered had his face not been too much
weathered to admit of change of colour. He went through
that momentary change of feeling that we connect with
blushes. He had been’ perfectly conscious that this ques-
tion was coming, and perfectly conscious, too, that when he
answered it he would fall in Bates’s estimation, that his
prestige would be gone. He thought he did not mind it,
but he did. i

“Butcher,” he said. .

“Ye’re not in earnest?” said Bates, with animosity.

“Upon my word.”

“Ye don’t look like that ”—with disappointment.

“Look like what?”—fiercely—“ What would you.have me
look like? My father was as good-looking a man as you’d
see in the three kingdoms, and as good a butcher, too. He
got rich, had three shops, and he sent us boys to the best
school he could find. He’d have set me up in any business
I liked; if I chose his it was because—I did choose it.”

He was annoyed at Bates’s open regret, just as we are
constantly more anneyed at fresh evidence of a spirit we

. know to be in a man than with the demonétration of some
unexpected fault, because we realise the trait we have.
fathomed and see how poor it is.

“How did your brother come to be a minister?” ..

“He’s a clergyman of the Church of England ”—with
loftiness. '

“Well, that’s more of a thing tha.n a xﬂinister; how did

he come by it?”
“He was clever, and father was able to send him to

Oxford. He was a good deal older than I was. I suppose

he took to the Church because he thought it his duty.”
“ And now that he’s out here he wants to sink the shop?”
“Oh, as to that ”—coldly—* when he was quite young, in
England, he got in with swells. He’s tremendously clever.
’ There were men in England that thought no end of him.”
“Did he lie low about the shop there?” ,
“I don’t know ”—shortly—*I was at school then.”

€
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Bates, perceiving that his questxoﬁs were considered va.stly

-offensive, desisted, but not with that respectfulness of miind

that he would have had had Alec’s father been'a clergyman
as well as his brother. Bates’s feeling in this matter was
what it was by inheritance, exactly as was the shape of his
nose or the length of his limb3; it required no exercise of
thought on his part to relegate Alec Trenholme to a place of
less consequence.

Trenholme assuaged his own 1ll-temper by going to take.

out his pink and grey grosbeaks and give them exercise.
He was debating in his mind whether they were suffering
from confinement or not—a question which the deportment
of the birds never enabled him .to solve completely—when
Bates wandered round beside him again, and betrayed that
his mind was still upon the subject of their conversation.
“Ye know,” he began, with tlie deliberate interest of a

. Scotchman in an argument, “I’ve been thinking on it, and
" I’m thinking your brother’s in the right of it.”

“You do!” The words had thunderous suggestion of
rising wrath.

“Well,” said the ofher again, “ye’ re hard to pléa.se, ye
were vexed®a while since because ye thought I was criticis-
ing him for lying low.”

The answer to this consisted in threats thrown out at
any ﬁn who took upon himself to criticise his brother.

now, when I'tell ye I’m thinking he’s in the right
of it, ye’re vexed again. Now, I’ll tell ye:'ye don’t like
to think the Rev. Mr. Trenholme’s in the right, for that
puts ye in the wrong; but ye don’t like me to think he’s in
the wrong, because he’s your brother. Well, it’s natural!
but just let us discuss the matter. Now, ye’ll agree with
me it’s a man’s duty to rise-in the world if he can.”

Upon which he was told, in'a pa.ra.phrase, to mind his
own business.
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CHAPTER V.

It was a dehghtful proof o{ the blessed elasticity of
mconsxstency in human lives, a-proof also that there was
in these two men more of good than of evil, that that same
evening, when the lamp was lit, they discussed the prob-
lem that had been mooted in the afternoon with a fair
amount of good temper. As they sat elbowing the deal
table, sheets of old newspapers under their-—inspection,
Trenholme told his story more soberly. He told it roughly,
emphasising detail, slighting important matter, as men
tell stories who see thiem too near to get the just propor-
tion; but out of his words Bates had wit to glean the truth.
It seemed that his father had been a warm-hearted man,
with something superior in his mental qualities and ac-
quirements. Having made a moderate fortune, he had
liberally educated his sons. There is nothing in which
families differ more by nature than in the qualities of
heart which bind them together or easily release them from
the bonds of kinship. The members of this small family

had that in them which held them together in spite of the’

pulling of circumstance; for although the elder son had
come on the stage of manhood ten years before  the

younger, although he had had talents that advanced him -

among scholarly men, and had been quickly taken from his
first curacy to -fill a superior position in a colony, he had
never abated an affectionate correspondence with Alee, and
had remained the hero of his young brother’s imagination.
This younger son, not having the same literary tastes, and
having possibly a softer heart, gratified his father by going
into business with him; but at that good man’s death he
had had sufficient enterpnse, sufficient distaste, possibly,
for his English position, to sell the business that was left
in his hands, and affection drew him, as a loadstone a mag-
net, to his brother’s neighbourhood. He brought with
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him securities of the small fortune they were. to divide -

between them, and expected nothing but happiness in the

meeting and prosperity in his future career. Unfortunately,

a causé of dispute between the two brothers arose instantly

on Alec’s arrival: there was an exceptionally good opening

in Chellaston for one of Alec!s calling; the brothers took

—~different views concerning that calling; they had quarrelled

with all the fire of warm natures, and were parted almost
as soon as met.

“And did ye think it would be -pleasing to’ your brother

to have a tradesman of the same name and blood as him-

. self ifitthe same place?” asked Bates with lack of tolera-

tion in his tone.

“That’§ all very fine! ”—scornfully “You know as
well as I do that my lord and my gentleman. come out to
this country to do what fa.rm-hands and cattle-men would
hardly be paid to do at home——

“When they’ve ruined themselves first, but not till

~ then,” Bates put in.

¢« And besides, old Robert sets up to be a saint. Ididn’t
suppose he’d look upon things in the vulgar way.” This
reflection was cast on Bates as one of a class. “Was I
likely to suppose he’d think that to kick one’s heels on an
office stool was finer than honest labour, or that my partic-
ular kind of labour had something more objectionable about
it than any other? In old times it was the most honoura-
ble office there was. Look at the priests of the Old Testa-

ment! Read Homer!” =

“1 don’t know that I’m understanding ye about Homer.”

“Why, hear him tell the way the animals were cut up,
and the number of them—yards and yards of it.”

“But in the Bible the animals were used for sacrifice;
that’s very different.” Bates said this, but felt that a
pomt had been scored against him in the poetry of Homer;
the Old Testament was primeval, but Homer, in spite of
ancient date, seemed to bring with him the authority of
modern culture.
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“If they were, the péople feasted ‘upon them all the
same, and the office of preparing them was the .most hon-

,ourable. I’m not claiming to be a priest (I leave that to

-my respected brother); I claim my right in'amew country,

e

~ solemnly.

-

where Adam has to delve again, to be a butcher and a gen-
tleman.”. Allshis words were hot and hasty.

“But ye see,” said Bates, “in the towns here, thmgs are
beginning to regulate themselves much in the shape they
take in the old country.”

“My brother cares more what people think than I do.”

“And a verra good thing too; for with the majority there
is wisdom,” put in Bates, keen and contentious.

“You think so, do you? ¥—with garcasm.

“Ye must remember ye’re young yet; your brother has

seen more of the world——"

Now Alec Trenholme had had no mtentldn of telling
what, to his mind, was the worst of his brother’s conduct,
but here he slapped the table and burst ¢ut angrily:

“And I tell you he believes as I do, but he hasn’t pluck .

to act up to it. He’s not even told one of his fine friends
what his brother does; he says it’s for the sake of his
school. He’s living a lie for his own pride. He’s got
himself made master of a college, fine as a fiddle, and he
cares more about that than about his brother. With all
his prayers and his sermons in church every Sunday, he’d
let me go to the dogs rather than live out the truth. He
thinks I’ve gone to the devil now, because I left him in a
rage, and I told him I’d go and learn to spend my money,
and drink, and swear, and gamble as a gentleman should.

He thinks I’ve done it, and he writes and implores me, by

all that’s holy, to forsake evil courses; but never a word

like ‘Come back and set up your shop, old fellow, and I’ll

be your customer.” That’s the amount of his religion.”
“It was a hard choice ye put upon him,” said Bates,

“You think it was? Well!” The young man gave a
boisterous laugh.

[T




188 WHAT NECESSITY KNOWS [800K 11

“For, in the first place, it’s not his fault, but your own
entirely, if ye go to the bad.” - ,
“I’ve not gone to the bad; but if I had, if I'd. gone

straight there, it would have been his fault.”

“'Twould just have been your own. There’s just oné
man that’s responsible for your actions, and that’s your-
self. If your brother was a complete blackguard, instead
of a good man, that’s no excuse for you. God never put
any man into thls world a.nd said, ‘Be good if some other
man ls ’rn

“When a man sets up,to prea.ch and then throws away
his influence over his own brother for a little finery opposi-
tion, it’s more than being a blackguard. What does a man
mean by standing up to preach if he doesn’t mean that he’s
taking some responsibility for other people?”

“Well, but it wasn’t he that threw away his influence
over you; it was you. He never said ‘Don’t be influenced
any more by me.” If ye thought he was an angel before
then, more fool ye were, for no man is an angel. What
business had you to make all the influence of his godly life
condeetion on his domg nght, or what you thought right,
on a certain point of opinion ?”

“He’s living a lie, I tell you.”

“I’m not sure but he’s right not to have blazoned it.
" ’m not sure but I’d have done the same myself.”

“Well, as you just remarked, men are not angels. That
you would have done 1t doesn’t prove anything.”

Next morning Trenholme, whose half-awaked mind had
not yet recurred to the night’s dispute,. stepped out of the
house into a white morning fog, not uncommon in fierce
weather when holes for fishing had been made in the ice of
the lake. The air, seemingly as dry as smoke, but keen
and sweet, was almost opaque, like an atmosphere of white
porcelain, if such might be. The sun, like a scarlet ball,
was just appearing; it might have been near, it might have
been far; no prospect was seen to mark the distance. Tren-
holme was walking round by the white snow path, hardly

-



CHAP. V] WHAT NECESSITY KNOWS 189’

discerning the ox-shed to which he was bound, when he
suddenly came upon the dark figure of Bates, who was
pitching hay for his cattle. Bates let down his fork and
stood in his path.

“For God’s sake, Mr. Trenholme,” said he, “let your
brother know where you are.”

Trenholme started: Bates’s figure stood not unlike some
gnarled thorn that might have appeared to take human
shape in the mist. .

“For God’s sake, man, write! If ye only knew what it
was to feel the weight of another soul on ye, and one that
ye had a caring for! Ye’re easy angered yourself; ye
might as easy anger another, almost without knowing it;
and if he or she was to go ye didn’t know where, or per-
haps die, be sure ye.would blame yourself without heeding
their blame.” =~ . .

Bates’s voice was trembling. The solemnity of his mien
and the feminine pronoun he had let slip revealed to Tren-
holme the direction his thoughts had taken.

He went on, holding out an arm, as though by the ges-

ture swearing to his own transgression: “I counted myself .

a good man, and I’1ll not say now but I did more for ”—some
name died upon his lips—*“than one man in a hundred
would have done; but in my folly I angered her, and when
I’d have given my life ten times over——"

This, then, was the sorrow that dogged his life. Tren-

holme knew, without more ado, that Bates loved the lost
girl, that it was her loss that outweighed all other misfor-
tune. He felt a great compassion: he said impatiently:

“There’s no use trying to interfere between brothers.
You can’t see the thing as I see it. Let’s leave it.”

“ Ay, leave it,” cried the other, voice and limb shaking,
“and life is short, and the time to die is every time, and
if some accident is to sweep us away to-night, who’s to tell
him that your death, and your soul too, isn’t on his head?”

“Bother my soul!” said Alec; and yet there was a cer-
tain courtesy expressed in the gentler tone in which he

ia
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spoke, and what he thought was, “ How mnch he must have
loved her!”

‘When the fog had vanished, leaving daylight absolute,
this scene of the morning seemed like a dream, and in the
evening, as much from curiosity to see if he could revive
its essence again as from a friendly desire to relieve the
overcharged heart of his comrade, he said:

“Tell me about her, Bates. What was she like?”

Bates responded to the question like a man whose heart
is beating against the walls of his silence as a bird beats
upon its cage. He spoke a few words, hardly noticing that
he was telling his memories; then the mask of his self-.
bound habit was resumed; then a.ga.in the dignity of his
sorrow found some expression; and still again he would
retire into dumbness, setting the questioner aside slight-
ingly; and when he had forgotten that he had drawn back
within himself some further revealing would come from
him. It was little that he said in all, but language that

has been fused in the furnace of so strong a sorrow and,

silence has little of the dross of common speech—the un-
meanmg, misleading, unnecessary elements: his veritable
memory and thought and feeling were painted by his
meagre tale.

Was that tale true? John Bates would have thought it
a great sin to deceive himself or another, and yet, such was
the power of his love, blown to white heat by the breath of
regret and purified, that when he spoke of the incidents of
Sissy’s childhood, of the cleverness she displayed when he
taught her, of her growth until the day in which he had
offended her by speaking of marriage, when he told of her
tears, and prayers, and anger, and of his own- despotism,
the picture of it all that arose in Trenholme’s imagination
was exceedingly different from what would have been
there had he seen the reality. He would not have liked

/-

Cameron’s daughter had he seen her, but, seeing her’

through the medium of a heart that loved her, all the
reverence that is due to womanly sweetness stirred in him.

&
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Cnpid may be blind, but to the eyes of chastened love is
given the vision of God. '

When it appeared that Bates had said all that he was
going to say, Alec Trenholme sat pondermg the problem of
this girl’s disappearance with more mental energy than he

~ + had before given to it. Knowing the place now, he knew
that what Bates and Saul had averred was true—that there '

were but two ways by which any one could leave it while
water was unfrozen, one by the boat, and the other by
striking at random across the hill to the back of the farm
—a route that could only lead either to one of several iso-
lated farms, or, by a forty-mile tramp round by the nearest
river . bridge, to the railway. At no farm-house had she
been seen, and the journey by the bridge was too long to
have been accomplished before the snow storm must have
impeded her. It was in attempting this journey, Bates
was convinced, that she had perished. There was, of
course, another possibility that had been mooted at Turrifs
Settlement; but the testimony of Bates and Saul, agreeing
in the main points, had entirely silenced it. Trenholme,
-thinking of this now, longed to question more nearly, yet
hardly dared.

“Do you think she could have gone mad? People some-
times do go stark mad suddenly. Because, if so, and if
you could be mistaken in thinking you saw her in the house
when you wen »?

The Scotchman was looking keenly at him with sha,rp
eyes and haggard face. “I understand ye,” he said, with
a sigh of resignation, “the noise o’ the thing has been such
that there’s no evil men haven’t thought of me, or madness
of her. Ye think the living creature ye saw rise from the
coffin was, maybe, the dead man’s daughter?”

“I think it was. much too big for a woman.”

“Oh, as to that, she was a good height:” Perhaps, with |
involuntary thought of what might have been, he drew
himself up to his full stature as he said, “ A grand height
for a woman; but as to this idea of yours, I’ll not say ye’re
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insulting her by it, though that’s true teco; but I’ve had
the same notion; and now I'll tell ye something. She was
not mad; she took clothes; she left everything in order.
Was that the act of a maniac? and if she wasn’t mad, clean
out of her wits, would she have done such a thing as ye’re
thinking of?”

“No ”—thoughtfully—“I should think not.”

“And, furthermore; if she had wished %o do it, where
is it she could have laid him? D’ye think I haven’t looked
the ground over? There’s no place where she could have
buried him, and to take him to the lake was beyond her
strength.” . There was nothing of the everyday irascibility
about his voice; the patience of a grea.t grief was upon him, _
as he argued away the gross suspicion. '

“That settles it.” Trenholme'said this wxllmgly enough

- %Yes, it settles it; for if there was a place where the
earth was loose I dug with my own hands down to the very
- rock; and neither man nor woman lay under it.” _
. Trenholme was affected; he again renounced his sus-

picion.

“And now I’ve told ye that,” said Bates, “I’1l tell ‘ye
something else;: for it’s right ye should know that when the
spring comes it’ll not be in my power to help ye with the
logs—not if we should lose the flood and have to let ’em lie
till next year—for when the snow passes, I must be on the
hill seeking her.” (He had put a brown, bony hand to
shade his eyes, and from out its shade he looked.)’ “There
were many to help me seek her alive; I’ll take none wi> me
when'I go to give her buri:

The other saddened: The weary length and uncertainty
of such a search, and its-dismal purpose, came to him.

“You’ve no assurance that she hasn’t drowned herself in
“the lake here,” he cried, remonstrating.

.. “But I have that; and as ye’ll be naturally concerned at
me leaving the logs, I’1l tell ye what it is, if ye’ll give me
your word as am honest man that ye’ll not repeat it at any
tlmc or place whatsoever.”.
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He looked so like a man seeking courage to confess some

. secret sin that Trenholme drew back.

K

“T’11 not tell, but—"

Bates took no heed. “My aunt,” he began, “had money
laid by; she had ten English sovereigns she liked to keep
by her—women often do. There was:no one but me and
Sissy knew where it was; and she took them with her. By .
that I know she was making for the railway, and——” His
voice grew unsteady as he brought his hand down; there
was a look of far-off vision in his eyes, as though he saw
the thing of which he spoke. “Ay, she’s lying now some-
'where on the hills, where she Would be beaten down by the
snow before she reached a ro

. Trenholmg was thinking of the sadness of it all, forgetting
to wonder even why he had been told not to repeat this last,
when he found Bates was regarding his silence with angry
suspicion.

“It wasn’t stealing,” he said irritably; “she knew she
might have them if she wanted.” It was as though he were
giving a shuffling excuse for some fault of his own and felt
its weakness.

The young man, taken by surprise, sald mechanically,
“Would Miss Bates have given them to her?” He had
fallen into the habit of referring to the childish old woman
‘with all due form, for he saw Bates liked it.

“Hoots! What are you saying, man? Would ye have
had the lassie leave the burden on my mind that she’d gone
out of her father’s house penniless? ’Twas the one kindness
‘she did me to take the gold.”

CHAPTER VI.

ONE evening Alec Trenholme sat down to write to his
brother. Bates had urged him to write, and; after a due
interval, of his ewn accord he wrote. The urging and the
writing had a certain relation of cause and effect, but the
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writer did not think so. Also, the letter he wrote was very
different from the document of penitence and recantation
that Bates had advised, and now supposed him to be writing.

He gave a brief account of what he had done before lre

accepted the post of station-master at Turrifs Station, and
then,

¢ I liked it well enough,” he wrote, “until one nibht a queer thing
happened. As evening came on, a man drove up bringing ay;:

£

to be sent by train to the next village for burial. When I was fh@\”

alone with the thing, the man inside got up—he really did, I saw him.
I shut him in and ran to fetch the carter, but couldn’t catch him.
When I came back, the man had got out and ran into the wood.
They had lined the box with a white bed-quilt, and we found that
some miles away in the bush the next day, but we never found the
man ; and the queer thing is that there were two men and a girl who
seem to have been quite certain he was dead. One of them, a very
intelligent fellow that I am staying with now, thinks the carter must
have played some trick on the way ; but I hardly believe that myself,
from the way the carter acted. I think he spoke the truth; he said
he bhad been alone on the road all day, and had been scared out of his
wits by hearing the man turn in the coffin.. He seemed well fright-
ened, too. Of course, if this is true, the man could not really have
been dead ; but I'm not trying to give an explanation ; I'm just tell-
ing you what occurred. Well, things went on quietly enough fo\
another month, and on the last night of the old year the place was
snowed up—tracks, roads, everything—and at mldmght an old man
came about who answered to the description I had’ of the dead man,
clothes and all, for it seems they were burying him in his clothes.

He was rather deaf, and blind I think, though I'm not sure, and he _

seemed to be wandering in his mind somehow ; but he was a fine,
powerful fellow—reminded me a little of father—and the pathetic
thing about it was that he had got the idea into his head. ”

Here Alec stopped, and, holding the pen idly in his hand,

sat lost in thought. So wistful did he look, so wrapt, that™

Bates, glancing furtively at him, thought the letter had
raised associations of his home and childhood, and took
himself off to bed, hoping.-that the letter would be more
brotherly if the writer was left alone. But.when Alec put
pen to paper again he only wrote :—

~
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« Well, T don’t know that it matters what he bad got'into his head ;
it hadn’t anything to do with whether he was Cameron (the name of
the man supposed dead) or not. I could not get a word out of him

as to who he was or where he came from. I did all I could to get him -

to come in and have food and get warmed ; but though I went after
him and stood with him a long while, I didn’t succeed. He was as
strong as a giant. It was awfully solemn to see an old man like that
wandering bareheaded in the snow at night, so far from any human
being. I was forced to leave him, for the engine came clearing the
track. I got some men to come after him with me, but he was gone,
and we never saw him again. I stayed on there ten days, trying to
hear something of him, and after that I came here to tty my hand at
lumbering. The owner of this place here was terribly cut up about
the affair. It was he who started the coffin I told you of, and he’s
been left quite alone because this tale frightened men from coming to
work for him in the winter as usual. I have a very comfortable berth

here. I think there must have been something curious—a streak

of some kind—in the dead man’s family ; his only daughter went off
from here in a rage a few days after his death, and as the snow came
at once, she is supposed to have perished in the drifts on the hills.
Our logs have to be floated down the small river here at the spring
flood, and this man, Bates, is determined to look for the lost girl at
th e time. I'll stay and see him through the spring. Very likely
1 look in on you in summer.”’

Alee Trenholme went to bed not a little sleepy, but satis-
fied that he had given a clear account of the greater part of
what had befallen him.

The riext day he tramped as far as the railway to post the
letter.

When Principal Trenholme received this letter he was
standing in his library, holding an interview with some of
his elder pupils. He had a pleasant manner with boys;
his rule was to make friends with them as much as possible;
and if he was not the darling of their hearts, he was as dear
to them as a pedagogue ever is to a class under his authority.
‘When he saw Alec’s letter, his heart within him leaped
with hope and quailed with fear. It is only a few times
during his life that 4 man regards a letter in this way, and
usually after long suspense on a subject which looms large
in his estimate of things. When he could disengage him-
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self, he tore it open, and the first question with which he
scanned it concerned Alec only—was he in trouble? had he
carried out his threat of evil-doing? or was it well with
him?

Robert Trenholme was not now merely of the stuff of

which men of the world are made. Could we but know it,
a man’s mind probably bears to his religion no very differ-
ent relation from what his body bears; his creed, opinions,
and sentiments are more nearly allied to what St. Paul calls
“the flesh” than they are to the hidden life of the man,
with which God deals. To the inner spring of Robert
" Trenholme’s life God had access, so that his creed, and the
law of temperance in him, had, not perfection, but vitality;
and the same vitality, now permitted, now refused, by
unseen inlets flowed into all he did and was, and his esti-
mate of things was changed. He, in subtle selfishness, did
much, almost all he could, to check and interrupt the
incoming life, although indeed he prayed, and often sup-
posed his most ardent desire was, to.obtain it.  Such is -
the average man of faith; such was Robert Trenholme—a
better thing, truly, than a mere man, but not outwardly or
inwardly so consistent. .
. The great fear he had when he opened this letter was
that he had caused his brother to stumble; the great hope,
that, because of his prayers, Heaven would grant it should
not be so; but when, on the first hasty glance over the pages,
he discovered that Alec was well, and was apparently amus-
ing himself in a harmless way, that fear and hope instantly
~glided into the background; he hardly knew that they had
both been strong, so faded did theyplook in the light of the
commonplace certainty.

The next question that pressed assumed an air of para-
mount importance. He had asked Alec to enter some hon-
ourable mercantile profession. He had pressed this in the
first mterv1ew, when the hot-tempered young man had left
him in a rage. He had argued the point in subsequent
letters, he had even offered his own share of their inheri-
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tance as additional capital. He felt that he deserved an
answer to this offer, and believed that his happiness de-
pended upon Alec’s acceding to the proposed change of his
K Jife-plan. His mind full of this secondary subject, he
perused the sheets of the letter with singular impatience
and distaste. Any man might, in the most favourable
‘circumstances, have been excused for experiencing impa-
tience at having so wild a tale foisted in brief confusion
upon his creduhty, in the mood of his present circumstance

the elder Trenholme refolded the letter, using within him- -

self the strongest language in his voeabulary.

Robert Trenholme was not a happy man just now. Since
he had last seen Alec a change had come to him which
made this matter of the other’s calling of warmer interest
than it had been. Then his early love for Sophia Rexford
had been a memory and a far, half-formed hope; now it had
been roused again to be a true, steady flame, an ever-present
influence. His one*desire now was to win her affection.
He would not be afraid then to tell her all that there was
to tell of himself, and let her love decide. He did not fe€l
that he should wrong her in this. At present he had every-

" thing to give, she everything to receive, except the posses-

dowry. The girl he could not once have dared to address
was now working servantless in her father’s kitchen; he

knew that it was no light drudgery; and he could offér hei

a comparatively luxurious home, and a name that had
attracted to itself no small honour. He had a nice appreci-
ation for what is called position, and -the belief that their
mutual positions had changed was very sweet to him. All
his mind expanded in this thought, as the nerves of the
opium-eater to the influence of his drug; it soothed him
when he was weary; it consoled him when he was vexed;
it had come to him as an unexpected, unsought good, like a
blessing direct from heaven.

This was as things now were; but if his brother adhered
to his purpose of establishing hlmself in his business in the
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same country, that would make a difference—a difference
that it was hard, perhaps, for a thoughtful man to put into
words, but which was still harder to wipe away by any
sophistry of words. Robert Trenholme may have been wise,
‘or he may have been foolish, but he estimated this differ-
ence as great. Should Alec persist in this thing, it would,

" in the first place, endanger the success of his school, or alter
his relation to that school; in the second, it would make
him more unworthy in the eyes of all Sophia’s well-born

. relatives. While he remained in suspense, therefore, he
was too honourable to seek to entangle her affections by the
: small arts that are used for such purposes; for if the worst
L came, he felt that he would be too proud to ask her to be
» his wife, or; if love should overcome pride, and, he should -
still sue for what he loved better than life, he must do so
before he sought her heart—not after; he must lay his cause -_-
before the tribunal of Sophia’s wit before she had let go her
heart—a thing that he, being what he was, had not courage
. to dog
:-- He was not “living a lie” (as his brother had said).any .
more than every man does who allows his mind to dwell on
the truth of what pleases him more than on disagreeable
truth. The fact that he was, by a distant tie of consan-
~ guinity, related to a gentleman of some county position in
England was just as true, and-to Trenholme’s mind more
largely true, than the fact of his father’s occupation. Yet
<he had never made this a boast; he had never voluntarily
~stated the pleasant truth to any one to whom he had not
also told the unpleasant; and where he had kept silence
concerning the latter, he had done so by the advice of good
men, and with excuse concerning his professional influence.
Yet, some way, he was not sufficiently satisfied with all
this to have courage to bring it before Miss Rexford, nor
yet was he prepared (and here was-his worldly disadvantage)
to sacrifice his conscience to success. He would not ask his
brother to change, except in so far as he could urge that
brother’s duty and advantage; he would not say to him,




¢

CHAP. vII] WHAT NECESSITY KNOWS . 199

“Do this for my sake ”; nor yet would he say, “Go, then,

to the other side of the world ”; nor yet, “ You shall be no
longer my brother.”

" Robert Trenholme was bearing a haunted life. The

ghost was a #antastic one, truly—that of a butcher’s shop;

but it was a very real haunting.

CHAPTER VII.

Tae Rexford family was without a servant. - Eliza, the
girl they had brought with them from Quebec, had gone to
a situation at the Chellaston hotel. A The proprietor and
manager of that large bmldmg, havmg become lame with
rheumatism, had been sorely in need of a lieutenant, or
housekeeper, and had chosen ome with that shrewdness

which had ever been his business capital. His choice had-

fallen on Eliza and she had accéfled theplace.

When Robert Trenholme heard of this arrangement he
was concerned, knowing how difficult servants were to pro-
cure. He took occasion to speak to Miss Rexford on the
subject, expressing sympathy with her and strong censure
of Eliza.

“Indeed I am not sure but that she has done right,” said
Sophia.

“You surprise me very much. I thought you made some- ’

what of a companion of her.”
“I do; and that is why, after hearing what she has to say
about it, I think she has done right. She has abilities, and

this is the only opening in sight in which she can exercise

them.”

“T should think ”—sternly——“that these abilities were
better unexereis

“That is probably because you haven’t the least idea what

.- it is to have energies and faculties for whmh you have no

’ scope ?—this archly.
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“But I should think the risk of learning pert man-
ners——"

“That is the way men always argue about women. I tell
you there is no such risk for an energetic, clever girl as to
place her where the rust of unexercised faculties will eat
into her soul. It is just because so many girls have to
. undergo this risk, and cannot do it safely, that the world is
so full of women tha.t are captious or morbid or silly. Boys
treated in the same way would tarn out as badly.” %~

“But there is scope for all the highest faculties of a
woman’s naturé in such a household as yours,” cried he.

“Since you say so”—politely—“I am bound- to -believe
lt »

“No, but really—do you mean to say you don’t think
so? ”»

“You have just expressed yourself so positively that I am
curious to know how you came by your knowledge, fifst, as
to Eliza’s faculties, and secondly, as to the scope for them
in our house.”

“It is unkind of you to laugh at me when I am only a
humble enquirer after truth.”

“Having expressed yourself thus modestly—"

« Nay, but I only said what I would have said about any
girl in any such family ”/-

“And you only said 1t with that s%np'iwlty of certainty
which évery man would have felt on the same subject.”

“I ery a truce; I plead for mercy. Let.us.have out the
traits of Eliza’s character separately, and examine the scope
in detail.”

“To begin with, she has wonderfdl foresight; her power
to plan the work of the house so as t0 get it done as easily
as possible often surprises me. Now, of what use is this
faculty in the kingdom of my step-mother, who always acts
on the last impulse, and upsets every one’s plans without
even observing them? She has great executive ability, tgo;
but ‘what use is it when, as soon as she gets interested in
the accomplishment of something, my mother cries, ‘Come,

A
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Eliza, all work and no play makes Jack a dull boy; go and
romp with the children!’- Then, too, she has plenty of re-
source; but of what use is that, whén the thing she sees to be
best in an emergency is seldom the thing thatis done? The
hotel-keeper is more observing than you; he has noticed that
Eliza is no ordinary manager, and offered her high wages.”

“Yon know, of course, what you are talkixg about,” said
Trenholme, feelingly, for he had no doubt that her sympa-
thy with Eliza had arisen out of the pains of her own expe-
rience; “but in your house there is surely boundless room
for humble, loving service; and how much better this girl
would be if she could set aside her cleverness to perform
such service.” He did not add, “as you have done,” but
there was that in his voice which implied it. He went on:

. “I do not yet allow that you have disproved my statement,

for I said that where she was she had scope for her highest
faculties.” ' )

“T suppose it is admitted that the highest faculty of man

is worship,” remarked Sophia, suggesting that he was not
speaking to the point; “but that is no reason why a boy
witHa head for figures should be made a farmer, or that a
young woman with special ability should remain a maid-of-
all-work.” e
- % And what of the affections—love for children,.a.n(f'for
Other women better than herself? A.girl who has such
privileges as this girl had with you has a far better chance
of déing well than in a public hotel, even if that were a
safe place for her.”

Possibly Sophia thought her companion showed too great

sensibility concerning Eliza’s privileges, for she did not

take notice of any but the last part of his sentence.

“It is a safe place for her; for she is able to take care.j

of herself anywhere, if she chooses; and if she doesn’t ;o

choose, no place is safe. Besides, you know, the place is
a boarding-house really, rather than an hotel.” )

“I am not so surprised at the view you take of it; for you
will do more than any one else to supply her place.”
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This, Trenholme’s feeling prophecy, was quite true.
. Sophia did do more of Eliza’s work than any one. She
i ¥ g spared her younger sisters because she wanted them to be
1 happy.
i In spite of this, however, Sophia was not so much in
13§ need of-some one’s sympathy as were those younger girls,
T who had less work to do. A large element in happiness is
the satisfaction of one’s craving for romance. Now, there
are %three eras of romance in human life. The first is
childhood, when, even if the mind is not filled with fieti-
tious fau'y tales which clothe nature, life is itself a fairy
tale, a journey through an unexplored region, an enterprise
full of effort and wonder, big with hope, an endless expec-
tation, to which trivial realisations seem large. It was in
this era that the younger Rexford children, up to Wini-
¥ fred, still lived; they built snow-men, half expecting,
P when they finished them in the gloaming, that the thing of
their creation would turn and pursue them; they learned
to guide toboggans with a trailing toe, and half dreamed
that their steeds were alive when they felt them bound and
strain, so perfectly did they respond to the rider’s will.
gkl Sophia, again, had reached the third epoch of romance,
181 . when, at a certain age, people make the discovery of the
18 - wondrous loveliness in the face of the Lady Duty, and,
putting a hand in hers, go onward, thinking nothing hard
( because of her beauty. But it is admitted by all that there
13 is often a stage between these two, when all the romance
1 of life is summed up in the hackneyed word “love.” The
RE: pretty girls who were nicknamed Blue and Red had out-
| grown childhood, and they saw no particular charm in
11 work; they were very dull, and scarce knew why, except
1 H that they half envied Eliza, who had gone to the hotel,
11 and who, it was well known, had a suitor in the person of
1 Mr. Cyril Harkness, the Philadelphian dentist.
Rl Harkness had set up his consulting room in the hotel,
] but, for economy’s sake, he lodged himself in the old Har-~
mon house that was just beyond Captain Rexford’s, on the
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same road. By this arrangement he passed the latter house
twice a day, but he never took any notice of Blue and Red.
They did not wish that he should—oh no, they were above
that—but they felt sure that Eliza was very silly to dis-
like him as she did, and—well, between themselves, they
found an infinite variety of things to say concerning him,
sayings emphasised by sweet little chuckles of laughter,
and not unfrequently wandering sighs. Sophia, at their
age, had had many suitors, this was the family tradition,

“and lo, upon their own barren horizon there was only one
pretty young man, and he only to be looked at, as it were,
through the bars of a fence.

One day, when the blue merino frock was ﬂ].ttmg about
near the red one, the wearers of both being engaged in
shaking up a feather bed, Red suddenly stopped her occu-
pation in some excitement.

“Oh, Blue!” She paused a moment as if she were expe-
riencing some interesting sensation; “oh, Blue, I think

. I’ve got toothache.”

“No!” cried Blue, incredulously, but with hope.

Again over Red’s face came the absorbed expression of
introspection, and she carefully indented the outside of her
pretty cheek several times with her forefinger.

“Yes, I’'m sure I feel it. But no; there, it’s gone
agamy ”

“It’s just the very way thmgs have,” said Blue, lament-
ing. “For two months we’ve quite wished we had tooth-

ache, and there was Tommy the other night just roaring )

with it.” )

“I shouldn’t like a roaring toothache,” said Red, reflec-
tively. .

“Oh, but the worse it was,” cried Blue, encouragingly,
“the more necessary it would be——" -She stopped and

shook her head with a very roguish and significant glance
at her sister.

Red, prognosticating evil.

“Mamma only put a bag of hot salt t? Tommy’s,” said
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“But if it were me,” cried Blue, with assurance, “I’q
not be cured by bags of hot sa.lt I would insist upon con-
sulting a dentist.” -

They both laughed a laugh of joyful plotting.

“It was only the other day,” said Red, twisting her
little English voice into the American accent, “that he told
Harold he was right down clever at tinkering a tooth in
the most painless manner.”

“Oh, Red, dear Red,” begged Blue, “do feel it again, fo1
my sake; it would be so joyfully funny if mamma would -
take us to him.”

“I’d a little bit rather you had the ache, Blue.”

“I’d have it this instant if I could, but ”—reproachfully

—“it was you that felt the twinge.”,

“Well, I don’t mind,” said Red, hgroically, “as long as
my cheek doesn’t swell; I won’t gg!ﬁnth a swelled face.”

“ What would it ma,tter? He knows that your face is
alike on both sides wusually.”

“Still, I shouldn’t like it,” replied Red, with a touch of
obstinacy.

Eliza, however, was of a very different mind about this
same young man. She had not taken her new situation
with any desire to see more of him; rather she hoped that
by seeing him oftener she should more quickly put an end
to his addresses.

The “Grand Hotel” of Chellaston was, as Mijss Rexford
had said,-a boarding-house. It had few transient visitors.
The only manufacturer of the village, and his wife, lived
in it all the year round; so did one of the shopkeepers
Several other quiet people lived there all winter; in sum-
mer the prices were raised, and it was filled to overflowing
by more fashionable visitors from the two cities that were
within a short journey. This “hotel” was an enormous
wooden house, built in the simplest fashion, a wide corri- -

- dor running from front to rear on each storey, on which the

room doors opened. Rooms and corridors were large, lofty,
and well-lighted by large windows. The dining-room,
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billiard-room, office, and bar-room, on the ground-floor,
together with the stairs and corridors, were uncarpeted,
painted all over a light slate grey.- With the exception of
healthy geraniums in most of the windows, there was little

_ ornament in these ground-floor rooms; but all was new,

cleéani; and airy. The upper rooms were more heavily fur-
nished, but were most of them shut up in winter.” All the

year round the landlord took in the daily papers; and for’

that reason-his bar-room, large and always tolerably quiet,
was the best public reading-room the village boasted.

The keeper of this establishment was a rather elderly
man, and of late he had been so crippled by rheumatism
that he could walk little and only on crutches. He was
not a dainty man; his.coat was generally dusty, his grey
beard had always a grimy appearance of tobacco about it.
He spent the greater part of his day now sitting in a high
pivot chair, his crutches leaning against it.

“You see, miss,” he said to Eliza, “I’ll tell you what the
crying need for yeu is in this house at present; it’s to step
round spry and see that the girls do their work. It’s this

-way; when I was spry, if I wasn’t in the room, the young

people knew that, like as not, I was just round the corner;
they knew .I might be there any minute; at present they
know they’ll hear my sticks before I see them. It makes
all the difference. What I want of you is to be feet for
me, and eyes for.me, and specially in the dining-room.
Mrs. Bantry—that dressy lady you saw in the corridor—
Mrs. Bantry told me that this morning they brought her
buckwheat cakes, and ten. minutes after, the syrup to eat
’em with. How hot do you suppose they were?”

He finished his speech with the fine sarcasm of this
question. He looked at Eliza keenly. “You’re young,”
he remarked warningly, “but I believe you’re powerful.”

And Eliza showed that she was powerful by doing the
thing that he desired of her, in spite of the opposition from
the servamts which she at first experienced. She had a
share of hand work to do also, which was not light, but
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she ha,d high wages, a comfortable room in the top storey,
and the women who were boarding in the house made
friends with her. She would have thought herself very
well off had it not been for her dislike of Harkness, for -
which one reason certa.mly was the show he made of being
in love with her.

Harkness had his office on the first floor, and he took

dinner at the hotel. “For about a week after Eliza’s advent
the young dentist and the young housekeeper measured
each other with watchful eyes, a measurement for which
the fact that they crossed each other’s path several times a
day gave ample opportunity. Because the woman had the
steadier eyes and the man was the more open-tempered,
Eliza gained more insight into Harkness’s character than
he did into hers. Whileé he, to use his own phrase,
“couldn’t reckon her up th& least mite in the world,” she
perceived that under his variable and sensitive nature there
was a strong grip of purpose upon all that was for his own
interest in a material way; but having discovered this vein -
of calculating selfishness, mixed with much of the purely
idle and something that was really warmhearted, she be-
came only the more suspicious of his intentions towards
herself, and summoned the whole strength of her nature to
oppose him. ~

She said to him one d ““T’in surprised to hear that
you go about tellmg other g gentlemen that you like me. I

wonder that you’re not ashamed.” :
“ As she had hitherto been silent, he was surpnsed at this .
attack, and at first he took it as an invitation to_come to
terms.

“I've a rlght-down, hearty admiration for you, Miss
White. I express it whenever I get the chance; I’m not
ashamed of my admiration.”

“But I'am,” said Eliza, indignantly. “It’s very unkind
of you.”

Harkness looked at her, failing to unravel her meaning.

“There ain’t anything a young lady likes better than to
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have an admirer. She mayn’t always like kim, but she
always likes him to be admiring of her.”

However true this philosophy of the inner secrets of the :

heart might be, Eliza did not admit it for a moment. She

denounced his behaviour, but it was clear, as the saying is, =

that she was speaking over the head of her audience. The
youth evidently received it as a new idea that, when he
had spoken only in her praise, she could seriously object.
“Why now,” he burst forth, “if any young lady took to
admiring me, thinking a heap of me and talking about me

to her friends, d’ye think I’d be cut up? I’d be pleased

to that extent I’d go about on the broad grin. I mightn’t
want to marry just yet;- and when I did,I mightn’t possibly
take up with her; but I can tell you, as soon as I was dis-
posed to marry, -I’d have a soft side towards her; I’d cer-
tainly think it right to give her the first chance in consid-
ering who I’d have.. And that’s all I ask of you, Miss
White. You won’t have anything to do with me (why, I
can’t think), but I just give it out that I’'m an admirer,
and I hang on, hoping that you’ll think better of it.”

He was good-natured about it, perfectly open apparently,
and at the same time evidently so confident that his was
the sensible view of the matter that Eliza could only repeat
her prohibition less hopefully.

A little later she found that he had quelled a revolt
against her authority that was simmering in the minds of

the table-maids. She went at once to the door that was -

decorated with the dentist’s sign.

It was opened by Harkness in the bowing manner with
which he was wont to open to patients. When he saw
Eliza’s expression he straightened himself.

“T want to know what you’ve been saying to those girls
downstairs about me.”

“Well now,” said he, a little flustered, “nothing that
you’d dislike to hear.”

“Do you think,” she went on with calm severity, “that
I can’t manage my affairs without your help?”
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“By no weans.” His emphams implied that he readily
perceived which- answer would give least offence. “Same

., ‘time, if I can make your, path more ﬂowery—fall to see

objections to such a course.’

“I don’t want you to trouble yourself »

“It wasn’t the least mite of trouble,” he assured her.
“Why, those girls downstal‘s whenever I roll my eyes,
they- just fly to do the thing I want.”

“Bo you think that is nice?” asked Eliza.

“ Lovely—so convenient!”

“I do not like it.”

“It don’t follow-that whenever they roll their eyes, I do
what they want. Jemima! no. They might roll them,
and roll them, and roll them, right round to the-back of
their heads; ’twouldn’t have an atom of effect on me.”

He waited to see some result from this avowal, but Eliza
was looking at him as coldly as ever.

“In that respect,” he added, “there ain’t no one that in-
terferes with your preroga-tive.”

Eliza looked as if he had spoken in a foreign tongue.
“] do not understand,” she said, and in this she told a lie,
but she told it so successfully that he really did not know
whether she had understood, or whether it behooved him to
speak more plainly.. °

Before he could make up his mind, she had taken her
departure. When she was gone he stood looking darkly,
wishing he knewhow to hasten the day when she should
change her aspect to him.

CHAPTER VIII

Waex Harkness found that he was always defied by Eliza .
he grew gloomy, and was quiet for a time. One day, how-
-ever, he recovered his former cheerfulness. He seemed,
indeed, to be.in high spirits. When he saw his time, he
sought talk with Eliza. He did not now affect to be lively,

but rather wore a manner of marked solemnity.
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“Can you read the French language?” he asked.

“No,” she answered.

“ That’s unfortunate, for I’m not a good hand at it myself
but I’ve found a bit of news in a French paper here that is
real interesting and important.”

He unfurled a crushed copy of a Quebec journal a few
days old. ‘It says,” he began traunslating, that “there’s
‘a man called Cameron, who’s been nicknamed Lazarus
Cameron, because he seemed to be dead and came to life
again.”

He looked hard at the paper, as if needing a few moments
to formulate further translation.

“Do go on,” said Eliza, with manifest impatience.

“Why now, you’re real interested, Miss White.”

“ Anybody would want to know what you’re at.”

“Well, but, considering it’s any one so composed as you,
Miss thte, it’s real pleasant to see you so keen.”

“I’'m keen for my work. I haven’t time, like you, to
stand here all day.”

All this time he had been looking at the paper. “What
T’ve read so far, you see, is what I’ve told you before as
having happened to my knowledge at a place called Turrifs
Station.”

“Is that all?”

“No,” and he went on translating. “‘Whether this man
was dead or not, he is now alive, but partially deaf and
blind; and whether he has ever seen anything of the next
world or not, he has now no interest in this one, but spends
his whole time praying or preaching, living on crusts, and
walking great distances in solitary places. He has lately
appeared in the suburbs of this city’ (that is Quebec) ‘and
seems to be a street-preacher of no ordinary power.’ ™"

Harkness stopped with an air of importance.

“Is that all?” asked Eliza.

He gave her another paper, in English, to read. This
contained a longer and more sensational account of the same
tale, and with this difference, that instead of giving the
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simple and sentimental view of the French writer, the Eng-
lish journalist jeered greatly, and also stated that the nick-
name Lazarus had been given in derision, and that the man,
who was either mad or an imposter, had been hooted, pelted,
and even beaten in the streets.
+ “Is that all?” she asked.

“Unless you can tell me any more:” He did not say this
lightly.

“Is that all?” she asked again, as if his words had been
unmeaning. )

“Well now, I think that’s enough. ’Tisn’t every day
this poor earth of ours is favoured by hearing sermons from
one as has been t’other side of dying. I think it would
be more worth while to hear him’ than to go to church,
I do.”

“Do you mean to say,” she asked with some asperity,
“that you really believe it?”

“I tell you I saw the first part of it myself, and unless
you can give me a good reason for not believing the second,
I’m inclined to swallow it down whole, Miss Cameron—I
beg your pardon, White, I mean. One gets real confused
in names, occasionally.”

“Well,” said Eliza, composedly, preparing o leave him,

. “Ican’t say I understand it, Mr. Harkness, but I must say
. it sounds too hard for me to believe.”

He looked after her with intense curiosity in his eyes,
and in the next few days returned to the subject in her
presence again and again, repeating to her all the comments
that were made on the story in the bar-room, but he could
not rouse her from an appearance of cheerful unconcern.

Another item appeared in the papers; the old man called

Cameron had been brought before the magistrates at Quebec
for some street disturbance of ghich he appeared to have
been the innocent cause.

Upon this Cyril Harkness took a whim into his head,
which he made known to all his friends in the place, and
then to Eliza+a most extraordinary whim, for it was noth-

e
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ing less than to go down to Quebec, and take the street
preacher under his own protection.

“T feel as if I had a sort of responsibility,” said he, “for
I was at the very beginning of this whole affair, and saw
the house where he had lived, and I got real well acquainted
with his partner, who no doubt had ill-treated him. I saw
the place where a daughter of his perished too, and now he’s
got so near up here as this, I can’t bear to think of that old
man being ill-treated and having no one to look after him.
I’'m going right down to Quebec by the Saturday-night
train, an’ I’ll be back Monday morning if I can persuade

the old gentleman to come right here where I can look after-

him. I reckon there’s room in the Harmon house for both
him and me, an’ I reckon, if he’s got a.nythmg particularly
powerful to say in the way of rehglon, it won’t do this little
town any harm to hear it.”

He had said all this to Eliza.

“Don’t!” she ‘eried in great surprise, but with deter-
mined opposition. “I shall never think you-have any sense
again if you do such a foolish and wicked thing.”

“Why now, Miss White, as to losing your good opinion,
I didn’t know as I’d been fortunate enough to get it yet;
and as to its being wicked, I don’t see how you make that
out.”

“It’s meddling with what you have nothing to do Wl_th.”

“Well now, what will you give me not to go?” He said
these words, as he said most of his words, in a languid,
lingering way, but he turned and faced her Wlth an abrupt
glance.

He and she were standing at-the head of the first stair-
case in the unfurnished corridor. It was the middle of the

.afternoon; no one chanced to be passing. He, light-moving,
pretty fellow as he was, leaned on the wall and glanced at
her sharply. She, stood erect, massive, not only in her
form, but in the strength of will that she opposed to his,
and a red flush slowly mantled her pale, immobile face.

“Idon’t know what you want of me,” she said. “Money’s
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ﬁe thing you love, and I haven’t any money; but whether
I had or not, I would give you nothing.” She turned at the
last word. - —
Then Harkness, taking the chiding and jeers of all his
companions good-naturedly, and giving th&m precisely the
same excuses that he had given to Eliza, started for Quebec.
‘What was more remarkable, he actually brought back the
old preacher with him—brought him, or rather led him, to
the Harmon house, for the old man was seemingly quite

passive. This was an accomplished fact when Eliza and
Harkness met again.

CHAPTER IX.

TgE day after his coming, and the next, for some reason
the old stranger called Cameron remained in the brick house

. to which Harkness had brought him. The young man,

impatient for novelty, if for nothing else, began to wonder
if he had sunk into some stupor of mind from which he
would not emerge. He had heard of him' as a preacher, and
as the conceptions of ordinary minds are made up only of
the ideas directly presented to.them, he had a vague notion
that this old man continually preached. As it was, he went
to his work at the hotel on the third morning, and still left
his strange guest in the old house, walking about in an
empty room, munching some bread with his keen white
teeth, his bright eyes half shut under their bushy brows.

Harkness came to the hotel disconcerted, and, meeting
Eliza near the dining-room, took off his hat in sullen
silence. Several men in the room called after him as he
passed. “How’syour dancing bear, Harkness?” “How’s
the ghost you’re befriending?” “How’s your coffin-gen-
tleman?” There was a laugh that rang loudly in the large,
half-empty room.

After Harkness had despatched two morning visitors,
however, and was looking out of his window, as was usual
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in his idle »inter{rals, he noticed several errand-boys gazing
up the road, and in 4 minute an advancing group came
within his view, old Cameron walking down the middle of
the street hitting the ground nervously with his staff, and
behind him children of various sizes following rather
timidly. Every now and then the old man emitted some
sound—a shout, a word of some sort, not easily understood.
It was this that had attracted the following of children, and
was very quickly attracting the attention of every one in
the street. One or two men, and a woman with a shawl
over her head, were coming down the sidewalks the same
way and at a,bout the same pace as the central group, and
Harkness more than suspected that they had diverged from
the proper course of their morning errands out of curiosity.
He took more interest in the scene than seemed consistent
with, his slight connection with the pripcipal actor. He
made an excited movement toward his ﬁ‘oor, and his hand
actually trembled as he opened it. Eliza was usually about
the passages at this time of day. He called her name.

She put her head over the upper bannister.

“Come down and see Lazarus eron!”

“T’ll come in a minute.” ’

He saw through the railing of the bannisters the move-
ment of some linen she was folding.

“He’ll be past in a minute.” Harkness’s voice betrayed
his excitement more than he desired.

Eliza dropped the linen and came downstairs rather
quickly. Harkness returned to his window; she came up
beside him. The inner window was open, only one pane
was between them and the outer air. In yards all round
cocks were crowing, as, on a mild day in the Canadian
March, cocks will crow continually. Light snow of the
last downfall lay on the opposite roofs, and made the hills
just seen behind them very white. The whole winter’s piles
of snow-:lay in the ridges between the footpaths and the
road. Had if'not been that some few of the buildings were
of brick, and that on one or two of the wooden ones the
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white paint was worn off, the wide street would have been
a picture painted only in different tones of white. But the
clothes of the people were of dark colour, and the one
vehicle in sight was a blue box-sleigh, drawn by a shaggy =
pony.

Eliza was conscious of the picture only as one is conscious
of surroundings upon which the eye does not focus. Her
sight fastened on the old man, now almost opposite the hotel.
He was of a broad, powerful frame that had certainly once
possessed great strength..- Even now he was strong; he
stooped a little, but he held his head erect, and the well-
formed, prominent features of his .weather-beaten face
showed forth a tremendous force of some sort; even at that
distance the brightness of his eyes was visible under bushy
brows, grey as his hair. His clothes were of the most
ordinary sort, old and faded. His cap was of the com-
monest fur; he grasped it now in his hand, going bare-
headed. Tapping the ground with his staff, he walked with
nervous haste, looking upward the Whlle, as blind men often
look.

Harkness did not look much out of the window; he was
inspecting Eliza’s face: and when she turned to him he
gave her a glance that, had she been a weaker woman, would
have been translated into many words—question and invee-
tive; but her silence dominated him. It was a look also
that, had he been a stronger man, he would have kept to
himself, for it served no purpose but to betray that there
was some undercurrent of antagonism to her in his mind.

“ You e very queer to-day, Mr