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THHE MADONNA OF A DAY.

CHAPTER I. -
3 , : .
Tue station of the Canadian Pacific Railway in

the town of Vancouver is a rather handsome build-

ing. At its entrance, on a certain afternoon in late

December, an omnibus from the principal hotel ar-

3 rived with quite a crowd of people. Its occupants

were nearly all men—jyoung men ; they were sitting -
‘ upon one another’s knees, and standing in the middle,

3§ for they filled it to overflowing. They were all

laughing hilariously, and the person who was making

them laugh was the younger of the only two women

in the omnibus.

‘When the horses stopped, the men—some younger,
some older—alighted without any abatement of their
jovial State. Then they handed out the two women,
and all the rugs and bags and umbrellas which be-
longed to them. It seemed that the women only
were the travellers, for the men had no luggage.

The sky overhead was a dull soft grey, in the

1 10727
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street a layer of gnow lay upon everythiné, but it was
not deep, and the air was soft rather than cold.- The
two women stood together upon the pavement in
front of the entrance. The older was tall, and very
plainly dressed. She was clever, she was sad, she
was not given to interfering with others—all this was
written on her face; she had reached that maturity
in which character and expression are fixed. The
" younger woman was a plump blithe creature; she
would have been perfectly fresh and delightful if it
had not been for a certain ‘subtle spirit of unrest that
peeped out, as it were, from behind her bright black
eyes and from the corners of her red lips with hard-
‘ening effect. She was young; as yet nothing was
imprinted very clearly upon her face. She was
dressed more richly than the other, but with sturdy
good sense. She was as alert and alive to what was
going on around her as a chicken when its wings are
all fluffy with excitement. She looked upon herself
as a person of great importance, and took a vivid in-
terest in every one about her.
<« For the moment there happened to be no porter
to unlade the trunks from the top of the omnibus.
“Now,” cried the young woman, “Tll bet a
dollar to each, that you men, with all your miracu-
lous vows of everlasting friendship, won’t haul down
the boxes and carry them in on your backs.” She
raised her voice to a delighted scream. ¢ On your
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] cks, my déar boys; I shan’t lose my dollars on

Halse pretences.” . .

. She escaped vulgarity. There was just enough of
Fwhat was well bred in accent and aspect to make her
] loudness an interésting eccentricity rather than a
B loathsome commonplace.
Shie gave way to immoderate and delighted laugh-
‘g ter as the group of men charged upon the omnibus,
®and with unaccustomed awkwardness. hauled and
pulled at the boxes strapped upon it. “ We shall be
§ too late,” said the older woman to the younger, speak-
ing in a dry dissatisfied way. )
3 “ All right, my pet,” was thé answer ; “ Tl pay
# vour hotel bill for the extra day.” Then in exclama-
3 tion, “ Hang me if those fellows don’t knock off one
: or two of their heads! Obh, what heavenly fun it
would be to have to take one or two of them back to
R the hotel in an ambulance, and have to stop and nurse
8 them!”
: “ Speak for yourself,” said the other one, with an
air aloof and placid.

- By this time such servants of the station as should
have done the work were standing aside, grinning
widely. The men who had taken down the boxes
were wrestling, each to obtain a box or a part of a
box on his own shoulders, The fact that it was in
some cases difficult for two men to get under one box
made some moments’ delay. )

.
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The plump girl clapped hcr handa, and gave a
little dance of hilarity.

“ Run, my dear fellows, run! or we shall lose
the train as surc as death.” She gave little shricks |

of delighted langhtér between her sentences. ““ And

there’s that infernal checking business to bc gone ‘
through.”

The men in rollicking procession ran mto the 4

station, the girl beside them breathless with glib
comments, small bits of mild profanity, and the
very freshest gayest laughter imaginable. Iler com-
panion followed, swift and sedate.

The train, about to start, shut in the long plat-
form at one side. Its engine and carriages looked
very large to eyes unaccustomed to Amencan travel.

“ Have mercy on us!” cried the girl. “Whata
huge way of spinning across the continent !”

The trunks having been checked, were carried on
the backs of the hilarious cavaliers to the luggage E
car. Every one upon the platform or at the win-
dows of the train was interested in the performance.
The lively little lady who had instigated it stood at
the steps of the drawing-room car into which she
was about to enter, and qlapped\h‘e\r hands, laughed
and swore that it was the most amusing sight which ..
she had ever witnessed. It was a piece of rather :
strong - Ianguage she used this time; it came out
evidently just to shock and interest two of the
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Wcn of her party who hafd by this time,gained her

side. . ( .
The ladies were helpgd to ascend into the car, all
Wtlcir friends accompanying them through its first

d . Snarrow passage-way intp its main portion. Most of
1 the men were still bgisterous; one or two had as-

B sumed a pensive expfession by this time. This ex-
ic 3 pression was the moft pronounced in the case of a
ib  Melight fellow with g light moustache, who was called
ic My the ladies, ¢ Cha lie.” o R

N The girl patted Charlie upon the back.
] “Cheer up, flear old boy,” she ecried. “It's

Lt- ‘ enormously pretfy to sce you so down in the mouth,
:«l Byou know, buf it's no go. Let us meet, part,
Rand be merry{ for to-morrow we die!—that, I think,
a % comes out of the Vedas or some other ancient lit-
§ crature.” ) '
n - 4 She wds the central figure of the group; the
re older \vot;{an counted- for very little, for though both
n- Win featufe and figure she was much the handsomer, .

c. § che wag not bappy, and the younger was radiantly
at 4 happy/ Happiness by its infection always attracts.
he @ Morecover, the younger was rich ; her purse was full,
ed 3 a large diamond spark‘led on her hand.

h - She had already taken ont her purse with a
er # demonstration of business. “I hope I have enough
ut # of these vile bits of green paper to pay you in single
he dollars,” she cried. '
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The first man to whom she presented a bank-note
put his hands behind his back. Her whole being was
swiftly transformed into a very personification of
petty indignation.

“What is this? What does it mean? Is it an
insult?”> Then she demanded of the others with
flashing eyes, “ What does he mean? Does he take
me for a‘young lady’? Does he immgine that,

" when I lose a bet, I would fail to hand over the coin
like any other man 2”

IHer impetuousness was such tlrat each man re-
ceived his dollar. One of them, #s spokesman for
the rest, began to protest that they would each pur-
chase a charm for their watch-chains, but she scorn-
fully told him not to be a “blethering idiot.”

She was evidently a new variety of woman to
most of these men. Hasty as the leavetaking was,
they watched her up to the last moment with eyes;
greedy to drink in every one of her unexpected
glances and words.

« Poor Charlie!” she cried, “but he’s my cousin,
you know, and kin is kin all the world over. Come
now, you must all go out, and I’ll give him a cousinly
kiss behind the door.”

The small company of men left the train after it ;
began to move; they jumped from it with the same ;
bmsterous hilarity, with the exception of Charhe,
who, after having been patronizingly kissed, reached
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the platform loo-king much depressed. The lively
rirl, who had driven them along-the small corridor .

as if they had been-a flock of sheep, stood upon the ™

#rcar platform of the car waving her hands and

Bchouting and laughing as long as communication was
& possible. ' : T




CHAPTER II.

Tue ecvening descended upon the train as it

_passed through plain and canyon on its way eastward,

towards the great mountains. The land, the rocks,
the broad placid surface of the valleys, were white

with snow; only the tremulous lakes were grey; the

tumultuous rivers still ran with dark grey strecam, and
the firs made dark the hillsides which they clothed.

Night fell ; snow blew againsf ‘the windows of the

cars; inside the palace sleeping-car the gorgeous
lamps, inlaid woodwork, mirrors and bright curtains,
were cheerful enough.

At one end of this car the two young women who

had entered it at Vancouver were!in talk with a fel- 3
low-traveller. The man was a missionary, but being ¥

a real person and not a play-actor, there was nothing

very typical about him, nothing in his dress and man- }
ner that on the stage would have been recognized a: 4
denoting the species “missionary.” He was a tall }
man, grey-haired, with a handsome clear-cut face ; he
looked as if he had his fair share of common-sense; 3

8

_-.m-ﬂ-:“:m



THE MADONNA OF A DAY. " | 9

is dress was not more remarkable than is usually the
ase when travellers return to Western civilization
fter a long sojourn in the East.

The missionary bent forward, his hands upon his
knees, a good-natured look of penetrating shrewdness
2 pon his face. “ Now I know,” he said, “ what you
-oung ladies are doing. You have said to one an-
'”ther, ¢There is an old fogey of a missionary; we
: ill make up all sorts of stories, and amuse ourselves

3 y shocking him.”” ' )
" The clder leaned back in her corner with a languid
®mile. “We are extremely sorry if you are shocked,”
Phe said ; “it is the last thing that we desired.” She
$looked out of the window at the darkness flecked
ith white.

The other made her disclaimer in the freshest,
ost good-natured fashion in the world. “You are
ntirely mistaken ; we were saying that we thought
gthat you were a rather jolly fellow, and we think so

‘Byet. We haven’t told you anything but what was

Bperfectly Biblical in the way of truth—or rather,
~ Bmuch more truthful than what is Biblical, because we
ere dealing with facts; we’ve been ¢speaking the

” ruth in love, I do-assure you. We are women
- @journalists. We are going round the world. You
| are very much behind the times if you think English

Peirls over twenty-one need any one to take care of
, githem.  'Why, you know, we have been in all sorts of
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out-of-the way places. Of course it was often danger-
ous, but that made something to write to the papers
about. I bought an enormously precious stone in the
East. I carry it with me. I expect to be. murdered
for it before I get home—that will be thf_s dénode-
ment.” Her eyes sparkled with vivacity. :

“ And in London,” said the missionary, “ I gather
that you live in ¢chambers’ all alone, and go-about at
night quite freely.” There was a- genial interest in
his tone.

“QOh dear, yes; why should I not? The London
police are quite efficient. I couldn’t be murdered or
anything. My friend here runs about Fleet Strect
at two and three o’clock in the morning, getting off
telegrams to the provincial newspapers. I don’t do 5
that just because I don’t happen to be in that line of
work.” 4

« Or rather, because you are too rich to need to
do it.” The elder woman made this dry comment.\ :

“ There is nothing that would amuse me more than
to do that sort of thing.”

“Therein you show a more debased taste than I,
for I would not do it if it were not my daily bread.”

“We used to think that our American women
were more independent than the English,” said the
missionary. He continued to look at the young girl

much as one would look at a pretty and interesting
child.
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“Oh dear, no; I consider your American women
uite behind the age. Why, now, for instance, just
vesterday at Vancouver I gave a little dinner in the
hotel.  Well, I had to do it in common honesty. I
fhappened to have a-cousin in Vancouver, and he had

rought some of ‘his friends to call. I had been there

@a week ; they had treated me ; I had, of course, to do
@something in return ; but some Americans in the hotel
@were quite shocked. The hotel people were wonder-
fully decent about the dinner, and let me have it un-
fcommonly cheap too. Waiters and hotel clerks are
Palways tremendously nice to me. I don’t know Wil«y
7 it is, but I always find it that way. I showed the bill
Fto one of the men, a very nice fellow that I had got
to know quite well, and le said a man would never
have got it so cheap.”
@ < What did you have for dinner?" asked the mis-
sionary, “and what was the price?”

She was not talking for effect ; she was quite car-
Wricd away with the interest of what she was relating.
1t is usually the thing we like to talk about that we
#can talk about best; she succeeded in absorbing his

Wattention.
: “Well, I'll tell you. There were eight of ns—
y friend here, my cousin Charlie, and five other
men. I talked to them tremendously at the hotel be-
@@forchand, so that they really gave us everything very
good—that is to say, good for Vancouver. We had
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ten courses. Well, I didn’t have champagne. Cham.
pagne is tremendously dear, you know, here, and not
very good; but I had sherry and a very good Dur-
gundy. Of course I didn’t get cigarettes from the
hotel ; I always carry my own. Dut now, what do
you think the bill, including the wine, came to?”

“T have no idea,” said the missionary, quite truly.

“Only four pounds! I was quite taken .aback
when I saw it; but of course I paid it, and didn’t ask
any questions. I just smiled upon the clerk who took

the money ; but, as I say, I showed it to a friend after- &

ward, and we chuckled over it together.” I have often
noticed that they favour me at hotels. I always make

a point of talking in a friendly way to the clerks and

the waiters; they like it, and it doesn’t do me any
harm.”

“ Now that I think of it,” the missionary spoke $
meditatively, “I have seen your pame in the papers. §

I have read a description of you.” :
She brightened visibly ; an obvious thrill of pleas-

ure went through her frame. ¢Ob, I dare say; I ':

write a good deal, you know, in various journals, and

several of my friends who do interviewing have
threatened to publish a sketch of me. What was the”
name of the paper? When one is flying round the §
world one can’t keep up to date with these things.”

- “I do not know that your friends have been so §
personal as you suppose. I merely meant that even §

3
]
]
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at a remote mission station I have read paragraphs
concerning the ¢ New Woman.””

She was disappointed, and she was still so young:

W .nd full of life that she had not the heart to conceal
it. but in a nmoment she took up the new theme with
all her former zest. ’
* Aud being in a remote mission station, I suppose
vou believed the idiotic and transcendent rubbisly that
is written about her. Now, I'll tell you what it is,
¥ and you may believe me. I have been three years at
f Giirton, and I've lived in town for a year or two, and
B¢ travelled round the world, and I can assure you

that the ‘ New Woman’ is a pure myth. She is a

R ridiculous and-horrid phantasm, evolved out of the

RFrains of a few authors who did not know what else
@t interest the public with, and believed in only by the
&:imple and credulous, who unfortunately, however, go
Mo make up the greater portion of every community.
Oh, she's been a great scare; I admit, but there’s ab- ™
Bsolutely nothing in it.” ' o=
‘ *1 beg your pardor.r,”hsaid the missionary. “I
fthought that I had classified you.”
» Well, as you've conie from the Pacific Ocean I
von't be offcnded. I am not thin-skinned any way; *°
I can always get on with a man who says what he-
hinks. I adowme plain downright dealing.”
“7WWhat are the mythical attributes ?” he asked.
“ The characteristics of the myth? Well, in the
R .

~ -
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first place, she has no principle. Now why, in the
name of heaven, I ask you, should woman at the end
of the ninecteenth cgntury be supposed to have less
principle than she had in all the other centuries?
She may live in a, different way ; she may be happy
and live in a flaf, and have a latchkey, instead of sit-
ting snarling over the fire at her brother's wife who
doesn’t want her. She may earn her own living in-
stead of insistfng that : so&le man chould’pay her bills.
She may make goodg downright honést frlendshlps
with men instead of merely flirting with them in a
ballroom ; and if she doesn’t believe in religion she

- can stay at home from church instead of continuing

o~

“to keep up a respectable sha&ix. Do these things

necessarily take away her printiple? 1 tell you, the
men and women that go about ‘\saying that a woman
does not believe in anything bedause she does not be- 3
lieve in shamming, prove themselves to be far more
unprincipled than the modern women I have met.”

She was very young; she had her enthusiasms, }
and this was evidently one of them. - She looked at §
the missionary with bright red cheeks, but she was
not abusing him ; she was rather appealing to him.

« All that may be quite true,” said the missionary
—*“you have, as you say, a very fair right to judge:
but why do you proclaim your opinion to me in the
name of heaven? Why heaven?”

“Did I say in the name of heaven?” She.
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laughed. = Well, then in the name of the sky—it is
all one to me—in the name of the blue distance, in
the name of the erher why should I be supposed to
be unprincipled l)ec‘ulsc I drink plent) of wine and
smoke cigarettes? If you sa% a man taking wine
and smoking just as I do, would you argue that he
would tell lies, ang break vows, and be indifferent as
$to his personal dignity and moral worth 2 I suppose
Fthat if you are a rabid teétotaler and an anti-tobacco-
MAnist you do ilrwue that way, but the facts would not
Ficar you out.” '
: 1 am not a tobacconist of any sort,” said the ._
Fmissionary. smiling. =
‘ She laughed the blithest happiest langh.
“ Another characteristic of the myth,” she said,
r ¢ is that she has no heart; she does not care for the
‘ young or the aged. Now, do you suppose that evolu-
> #tion has suddenly come to a standstill, and that a new
Mtling has been created? Ileretofore women have
MWalways been known to be tender-hearted; men are
t supposed to have a soft corner in their hearts also : -
s ‘Pbut now there is suddenly a break in all the laws of-
@ licredity, and a race of girls has sprung up ‘that pos-
sesses none of the softer sentiments. Because they

s

live in flats and have latchkeys, or do something else
e §tvpical, whatever it may be, they are supposed to

kick aside anything that is weak or ailing without
¢ @lthe slightest compunction.  'What I want to know is,
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where this race of women has come from. It is a
very bad compliment to the very mothers who are
weeping over the revolt of their daughters to sup-
pose that their children have got made up in sonic
way without any heart.”

The missionary with strong sagacious face was
still obserying her benignly.

“I see”—he joined the points of his fingers to-
gether as'he spoke—‘ you are not unprincipled, and
you are niot unfeeling.”

“You have only my word for it,” she laughed.

“T am old enough,” said the missionary, “to know
whom to believe. I believe you. I regret that in
using the term I applied to you I should have ap-
“peared to make an accusation »

“Obh! not at all; don't apologize. I always gird
up my loins and experience a holy joy when I hear
the ‘New Woman’ mentioned, for T love to defend
my sex.” '

He made a courteous inclination of the head.

“ What sort of joy?”

“Holy joy,” she repeated boisterously. v

“Your good principle and your good feeling we §
have admitted ”—he was speaking in a pleasant argu- j
mentative way—“but why characterize your senti-
ments as holy 27

“Well, I think I had been using a Bible quota-
tion ”—she laughed—“and of course in your esti- |




THHE MADONNA OF A DAY. 17

mation anything whatever connected with the Bible
makes the word appropriate.”

“ Not in the least,” he replied with unruffled
courtesy ; “for example, a man who takes his oath
upon the Bible and perjures himself does not do a
holy thing.” .

She laughed immensely at the retort, and liked
Lim better for it.

She protested, “ If you admit that I am affection-
ate and good-principled, I don’t mind in the least
what clse youaccuse me of. DBut now I want to get
clearly into your mind the point that I make; I al-
ways instruct everybody on the subject.. One hears
 about this ‘new woman,’ and the ¢ girl of the period,’

and the ‘fin de siécle woman;’ now I wish-you to
bear witness that I think I am as fair a specimen of

the class abused as ):ou can have. I am ‘emanci-
pated,” I am ‘advanced,” in fact I am the ‘new
woman,” so far as she is not a myth. Of course
there is no class of people, either men or women, that
has not its black sheep, and its saints, too, for that
48 matter. I don't claim to be either one or the othery
I am simply an average specimen of the class of
women that are often called ‘fast’ Well, now, I
maintain that I am just as sound in heart and morals
as if I spent my life moping by a sitting-room fire. I
can prove it to you, too.” ’

She finished with a little nod of her head, and
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paused & moment. There was a certain self-conscious
twitching about the muscles of her youthful mouth
which suggested that something interesting concern-
ing lherself was to be revealed. Ile continued to
listen with the same benign look of keen observation.

“I don’t mind telling you—in fact I've told peo-
ple before; I don’t see why I should miRd. Several
years ago I fell very much in ]ofvc_ myzelf. A \'01‘.\’7
nice fellow used to come and seg¢ me sometigios; we
neither of us intended it, and ‘efore we either of us
knew what was up, we were both in love. It wasn't
our fault;-but there we were, you see. It was Nature
that made the world, not e and, as I understand it,
you believe that the Almighty is at the back of Na-

ture. Of course I don’t know anything about that:

Nature is enough for me: but, as I say, it wasu't our

fault. Well, he was engaged to another girl befoie
- he ever saw me. “What did we do? Did we act in
an unprincipled manner? We agreed that she was
weak and poor. and needed protection, and that he
would be a rascal if he did not go on with the mar-
ringe. Well, now, I live in the same place as that
man; I know quite well that his marriage to her has
not altered the fact that he preferred me; but I never
have any dealings with him except through his wife.

I would not do such a shabby thing, and aWne

time pretend to be a friend-to-her;-but L know lots
<of women who would do it who look upon me as
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B (uite an outcast from society.  Now, I have an im-

men-e¢ amount of affection for that man.  I'd give all
that I possess at any time to help Lim out of a dith-
cultv: but I sliould not care for him at all—I should
a}m..lntcly despise him, if he came philandering after
me when Li~ poor little affectionate wife is slaving all
day over his dinner and his babies.”

It is often difticult to estimate the pitch of one’s

own voice in the rattle of a train. She was per- .

haps not to be Dblaméd if, in the interest of her
thieme, her voice was a little louder than was neces-
sary 1 but the missionary looked round apprehen-
sively to see if any of their fellow-travellers could
have overheard.

“Now," she cried, “what do you think of that

Can you say that my conduct in the matter has not

been perfectly ¢ womanly’?" ~

“You certainly acted on principle 7 Instead
of finishing, he obviously hesitated, then added, “ Al-
though you adore candour—I think that is all that
I had better say.”

.“What else have you to say?” she asked with
great curiosity.

He looked down at the points of his fingers,
which, elbows on his knees, Fe was still carefully
matching together.

“My idea of what is perfectly womanly is perhaps

derived from a character who did not discuss the

-
.-
S

2
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deep things of her life, but pondered them in her
heart.” Then he looked up. “I am preaching to
you, you sce. 1 bope you will excuse my sermon.™

. “Oh, certainly "—with good mnature. “I never

go to hear sermons,so I should be thankful when
they are given me without.that effort.”
“I thought perhaps your feelings would be hurt,”

lie said.

She was quick enough to sec that look and tonc
were meant to suggest that had she appreciated his
meaning she would havé felt offence. She hid this
under an air of amused 'good nature.

“I have a holy horror of touchiness,” she per- }
sisted.

e rose to say good night.

“ An old man who has conceived a hearty respect }

for you would fecl it an honour to shake hands,” le
said.
« s, O SR
Ionest Injun? or is it saFcasm ?

-~ In a moment his benign aspect answered for itself. §§

She entered into the hand-shaking heartily.

« And yet,” he said, “I think you had better not |

use the word * holy’ to describe your own emotions.”
“ O, really ! upon my word! Why not?”
- “It betrays a lack of literary perception. It is
neither amusing nor appropriate.”




CIIAPTER III

“I pox"r see why you should trouble yourself to
c'lmtter to people who despise you, Polly,” said the
| discontented journalist. - ’

. * Decause I don’t affect, like you, to be Shelley's
Moon, and find no object in heaven or earth worthy

my attention. Pessimism and despair may suit your
style of beauty ; it would look idiotic upon me.”

| “Itissucha ghastly season of the year to be trav-
elling. I think the Christmas holiday is the most
odious of seasons in all parts of the world.”

“I would rather spend Christmas Day in ten rail-
way trains than at home, where one is expected to go
to chureh, and visit the poor, and be bored.”

“If it continues to snow in the mountains we
may have to spend New Year’s Day as well in this
train, before we get to Montreal.”

The other looked out of the window.

“It would be beastly cold to be turned out upon
the snow somewhere among the Rockies,” she said.
“If it came to that it would remind me of a time

<
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once when I was about fourteen and walked out of
the house in winter in my sleep. IIow my father
did row me about it the next day, to be sure! The
old fellow scemed to think that I was responsible for
my actions.”

“How far did you go ? "—with languid interest.

“Oh! not farther than halfway down our gar-
den, happily. DBut I used frequently to find myself
wandering about the passages, I was quite a crack
somnambulist.” 3

“I did not know that you had ever done any- -%
thing so interesting. Ilave you outgrown the
talent 7

“ Rather !”—here a sudden thrilling laugh of
great amusement—“or I should not have travelled
round the world so easily. Ilang it! what mag-

nificent messes one could get one’s self into that %

way.” ‘

They began now the process of what might be
called undressing for the night, but what was in 3
reality exchanging one set of outside wraps for }
another. When they had turned out of their own »:’
compartment to allow the beds to be made, the sad-
eyed woman began unrolling a grey dressing-jacket. §
Little Miss Polly produced a bundle of blue silk.
and began displaying it with a pride and satisfaction
which rode roughshod over the othei’s indifference.
She was a very natural girl, chubby, dimpled, and
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ond of dress.  Ier name happened to be Mary
[oward.
3 - Look here, this is that lovely thing I bought
%, Persia. 1 have dedicated it to night travelling ;
§e will keep the dust out of one’s hair and clothes,
7~:»11 know, without giving one a stuffy fecling. Isn't
t a magnificent blue ¢”
2 It is just yards and yards of stuff. There is
o shape about it ; how do you keep it on?”
I am the shape; this is the drapery. I learned
§rom the natives how to put it on. This is the for-
anula: once over the head, twice round the neck, and
%lcn the long end loosely over your head and shoul-
Wers like a shawl. So!” .
“Picturesque ! 7 — critically — “but it's not in
haracter ; you look something like a coloured image
Ain a church.” L
§  Mary IToward had a certain daintiness about her
vhich  was distinetly womanly. When she had

gvrapped herself in the blue silk veil, she took off *

Jher boots and put on warm woollen slippers of the
game hue. - This, of coursy; took place behind the

- heavy curtains that shut her off from the rest of the

ar. She stretched out her winsey skirts very straight

and smooth as she lay upon the couch; then she
drew up the blanket, leaned back upon the pillows,
and went to sleep.

The train jolted onj; every one else in the car

o
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went to sleep, too, even the commercial travellers
who sat up long in the smoking compartment so
tif# the black porter was very sleepy indeed before
e could settle himself for the night.  The black
porter sat on a stool in the little passage that led to
the ladies’ dressing-room ; he leaned his head against
the wall and slept as soundly as in a bed, because he
was accustomed to it; the jolting of the ear was to
him a lullaby.

The train went in and out of the snowsheds in
the Eagle Pass by which it was crossing the Gold
Range. The sleeping travellers knew nothing of
sheds and mountains, lakes and rivers. Long after

midnight the train came to a place where the snow

was so deep on certain curves that they had to go
slowly. It was, perhaps, the slackening of specd 3
which disturbed one sleeper in the palace car.

Mary Howard sat up in her berth, and with
groping uncertain hands pushed down her blanket. §
She separated her curtains, slipped out, and stood 3
alone in the narrow passage between the long rows §
of curtained berths. The eye of the shaded night- J
lamp looked down upon a little blue-draped figure
strod in noiseless wool. Sleep had a softening effect
“on a face that, at its happiest, when awake, was gay |}
rather than .satisfiedn. She stood a moment at the
entrance of the little passage in which the porter |
slept; she did not see him though her pretty eyes
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were wide open, but no doubt she perceived him
with the mysterious perception of the somnambulist,
for she avoided brushing his knee with her petticoat, .
and he slept on.

At the end of the passage there were two doors,
one opening into the dressing-room and one on to the

v

rear platform of the car. A walled-in compartment

e

shut out the view of what was passing here from any
3 one inside the car; no one heard the heavy handle of
~ the ontei-%or turn, no one felt the breath of iey.wind
Rilat ruched in at the transient opening. The girl
# <tepped outside upon the p]atfon;l, and shut the door
Flchind her. A

] No doubt in her mind some dream was going for-
Fward ; perhaps it was a reminiscence of past somnam-
Bbulistic adventures which she had that evening re-

RTINS AL T ST Y w v

Rcalled ; perhaps it was a vision of the “men friends”
ot Vancouver, to whom, upon this very platform, she 1
Fad bidden farewell. Whatever the motive in the 3
l Flceping mind, she put her hand upon the rail, slowly
. Bescended the three steps of the carriage, and then

. #Frepped off into the winter night; <= . ‘ 3
R The train was going slowly ; the girl fell four.or """ ;:
+ JKive feet down a low embaukm‘eﬁf,"%ihavléiha-ed upon a ‘ :
v Jcd of snow. This was her awakening ; and shocked, ; i
:e @ crrified, unable to conceive what had befallen her, she '
. fl2> for a minute gazing at the expanse of the starry

.- @bcaven, at the shadowy mountains, at the glimmering
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snow around her, at the receding lights of the rat-
tling train. It was the sight of these lights moving
in the distance that recalled her to reality. She
rose up and shricked; she shricked wildly, madly,
till the thunder of the train had died in the clear
cold air.

She sank back upon the snow, and covered her face

with her hands.  Gradually it came to her mind what - -3

must have occurred. Iler former sleep-walking experi-
ences came to her aid ; something in the sensations she
was passing through recalled previous sensations, and
gave the clue to what otherwise would have been in-
explicable. IIer first feeling of mad, panic-stricken
anger against those on board the train passed away;
no one was to blame, and yet the fact remained—the
awful fact of her present situation.
Again she rose and looked about herj; there was
not in the snow-clad hills a single light to be seen.
~She climbed up to the track. The snow lay under the

starlight unbroken, as far as she could see, except for §
the two dark lines of rails. It was too dark to-sec

whither the curving road led in either direction. She

could only discern the tops of the mountains as they §

ghowed against the starry sky, and the glimmering

now for a few feet immediately around her. In this 3

small space she perceived that the side of the hill on §

ghich she had fallen rose.abruptly, and that on the

|

]

bther side the embankment sloped some fifty feet to aj
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wide valley. In tl(le valley she heard the sound of a
g ru-hing river.

She was not more adventurous or heroie than is the
average woman. She had travelled far, it was true,

M ut the dangers which, in her own version of her ex-

§7lits, she had always vigorously triumphed over, had

$lcen chiefly imaginary ; she had sufficient good sense
o be inwardly conscious that it was so. Now, realiz-
ug that, unprotected as she was from the cold and un-
inown dangers, she might easily be out of reach of
pny succour, she perceived that no affectation of cour-
ae would avail her, that no glorious account which
he might ever write of her own prowess would com-
Bcnsate for her present suffering. )
What danger she might be in from bears or wolves,
he did not know; the darkness became full of
hadowy shapes and unimaginable terrors; but to re-
win still, lightly clad, in the winter night was certain
cath. She could walk nowhere but upon the line,
haven smooth by the engine’s plough, for the snow
ay drifted a foot or eighteen inches deep upon the
hillside. At first she hurt her small feet badly again
nd again, because she could not see the hard sleepers,
but gradually she learnt to measure her pace to their
istance, and then she got on better.
She often cast frightened glances behind, but in
1l the darkness there was nothing, neither sound, nor
povement, nor shape—which increased her alarm.
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‘When she had had time to discover that in the
present solitude there was nothing to terrify, her
fears began to centre about the settlement towards
which she supposed herself to be going. Ilow could
she tell whether she would find friends or enemies in
any house which she ventured to disturb? She re- 3
membered with relief that what money and valuables 3
she Liad brought on her journey were secreted in the 3
bosom of her dress. Some of her hardihood came
back with the knowledge that she was not without
that magic power which, so fa.r,’ had always served
ber in every emer gency. In imagination she began §
to conduct shrewd bargains with such settlers or !
Indians as she might be fortunate enougly to meet. §
After that it occurred to her that wealth might prove §
her worst foe; how easy it would be in this region t

put her poor little body out of sight to gain posses

" sion of a considerable sum of money. Yet she did
not throw away the money; she had too great an|
idea of her own power of finesse. She believed that§
in cleverness and knowledge of the world she could$
outwit even evil-minded folk. By that strange lapse]
of attention so often seen in those who take precau-§
tions, while thinking of her purse, she forgot theZ
diamond ring upon her hand, the very diamond of
whose da.ngerous value she had boasted to the mis§
sionary.

A vast sky of sparkling stars above, vast darkling
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slopes of snow-clad peaks around—nothing else was
there, but the black valley, the sound of the river,
darkness, solitude, and one small girlish figure walk-
ing fast upon the curving iron road; it was very
wonderful—the girl herself had enotigh poctic feel-
ing to realize how wonderful it was.

She realized her picturesqueness; she did not
realize what an air of gentleness and helplessness
Lung about her in contrast, as she now stood, to ele-
ments which she could not control. She had so lived
that she had conceived of herself as an imperious and
indomitable person, admirable because she willed it,
not because of restraint.” She hardly knew that she
only lived by the favour of others and ‘was in the
deptlis of her own heart gentle and fearful.

She knew that here the trains only passed in each
direction once a day. She knew that no train was
due now until the next evening. Iler only chance
of life was to find some shelter. She walked a long
way, and yet she saw no sign of house or footstep.

he railroad had left the close proximity of the near-
st slope, and was now crossing the mouth of a notch
or gully.

At length there was some unevenness in the snow
pn either side of the narrow embankment on which
fhe was walking. She discovered that at this point a
fledge road crossed the line; the road was not much

peaten, it was true—the ruts of the runners and the
8 .
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prints of the horse's feet were cut deep into the snow:
still, it was certain that hicre was a track fo some
dwelling. It struck her then to stoop down and feel 3
inside the prints of the horse’s hoofs, to dizcover if }
possible which way he had travelled. Iler plump
white fingers ached in contact with the snow. She '
tried a great many of the hoof-prints before she felt
sure; but at length she satisfied herself that in fol- §
lowing the track away from the river into a wide
notch in the hills, she would be going in the right & 7
direction. In this notch there was the sound of a 38
mountain stream ; she saw no water in the darkness. A
There was nothing for it now but to ti'udge on. §
On and on she went for an hour.or more. At length 1
she descried a glow in the distant darkness, that i
seemed to proceed from some artificial light; it did §
not look like a light in a window, yet a fire of some &
sort it certainly was. She never took her eyes off it
as she walked ; curiosity was holding the balance be- :
tween hope and fear. The light flickered upon the
black ‘air, sometimes brighter, sometimes less bright.
A low black object became apparent, outlined against
it. When she came nearer, she saw fences by theg
roadside, and then. what looked like several low sheds
lying at different angles to ore another. Beyon:
that, there were only the slopes of the notch, whic
here had a wide level bottom.
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CHAPTER IV.

Wuex Mary drew near the huts, her hopes were

not raised by hearing uproarioud bursts of revelry
from the direction in which she saw the light of the
fire. It was the shout of many voices singing at
"once, and laughing as they sang; they were all men’s
voices. The girl felt that now it would be necessary
to take her life in her hand and demand shelter from
the inhabitants, whoever they might be. She stood
just inside the fence; a sudden feeling of faintness
roused her to the necessity of keeping up her cour-
age.

She went up to the nearest building, but saw no
sizn of light or movement within it. Tt was a dwell-
ing apparently, and she had hoped that if the men
were at some wild merry-making outside, she might
find some woman within. She knocked, but there

as no answer. She opene(i the door and ventured
n; it was quite dark, and she was afraid to venture
arther. The next shed that she came to was evi-
lently a stable ; she judged, from the sounds that she
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heard, that there were both oxen and horses inside.
She ventured nearer to the third building, behind
which a company of men were evidently holding
some sort of festival. =

She remembered now at what time of the year
she was travelling. A sudden hope sprang up in her |
mind that the revel might be held in honour of the
festival of the Church; if so she might have nothing

to fear. She did not believe in religion, but at this }

last shed, and to take one step beyond the last shadow-
ing wall, to see what was to be seen.

The sight that met her eye was indeed a festival
in honour of Christmas, but not of that devout sort
which would have rendered her fearless.

In the centre lay heaped the red logs of what had
been a huge bonfire. Yellow flame still sometimes
leaped from them, but a hot red glow was the prinei-
pal part of the firelight. All around this, seated,
some on logs, some upon the ground, were a com-
pany of about twelve men, dressed in the roughest
fashion. With two exceptions they were not only
hardened and wild-looking, but evidently of a low
grade in the social scale. Of the two who as evi-
dently did . not belong to the same class, the more
noticeable was apparently master of the place, or for
the time being king of the revels. He sat upon a seaf

®,
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somewhat raised above the others and at the side of
the ring opposite to the snow-pile against which Mary
stood.  1ler knowledge of the world was of such sort
that she recognized the tvpe to which bhis face be-
longed instantly.  Ile was a man who had early
worked his way through all the viees of society, and
having graduated with the degree of outpast, had
brought to the wild Western life an educam‘\leich
enabled him to develop its most dangerous elements:
e had a handsome daring facé, and wore a battered
remnant of gentility in his haughty bearing.

The first moment that the young English woman
stood among the snow-heaps in the darkling confines
of the ﬁrelig}gt was enough to give her a tolerably

clear comprehension of the beings with whom she

had to do. She had forgotten the diamond upon her
hand ; involuntarily the samé hand stole to her breast
to feel if the packet of money hidden there lay well
concealed. Just one moment she hesitated, and then
she would have turned and fled anywhere into the
pitiless wilderness, but she had not the opportunity.
With a howl of terror, one of the roughest of
rew down his cards and staggered to his
They all looked toward the figure at which he
ﬁointed. ,
Those who sat with their backs to her stumbled
over each other in the panic of terror with which
they turned and faced her.
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They had all been drinking freely; the terror of
more than one of them found vent in a groan or cry.
The rougher men stood huddled together between
her and the fire ; the master of the carouse stood up
in his place, staring with keen anxiety. Twice he
passed his hands before his eyes; he desired to pro-

" claim that he saw nothing, but he only continued to
stare.

‘What courage the girl had had, and all her world-
ly shrewdness and bargaining spirit, forsook her, per-
haps by very sympathy with the terror she inspired.
Her heart so beat with the fear of what might hap-
pen when these men regained their courage that she
was powerless to do other than simply stand motion-

" less before them.

Then suddenly some of the foremost kneeled be-
fore her on the ground, and, with abject gestures,
began -to mutter to themselves, and-to—her; rhythmic
‘*—"’”’W The man who had first seen her, a big
half-tipsy Celt, began in Irish accents to. whine out
the conclusion that he also had reached.

“It’s the Howly Motherr herself! May the
Saints presarve us! May Hiven have mercy on our
sowls, for we need it this day. It’s the Howly Moth-
err come to tell us what sinners we arr.”

There she stood in the eternal sanctity of young
and beautiful womanhood, her eyes wide and bright
with piteous excitement, her rounded cheeks pallid

a
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with fear. The winter wind moved lightly what
folds of her blue veil were hanging loose from her
head downward ; the hand that had in reality been
feeling for the safety of her purse seemed to be laid
in saintly meekness upon her breast, and in the fire-
licht the diamond- upon it flashed as the stars flashed
in the black heaven above. Behind her, stretching
into illimitable shadow, was the wilderness of moun-
tain snow la.cross which no earthly woman could have
come alone, beside her the wall of the rude stable
‘through which the movements of the oxen could be
Leard—and it was Christmas night.

Some dim dramatic notion of the meaning of the'
scene, of the character that had been thrust upon her,

was not long in coming to the girl’s quick mind.

She did not at first grasp its full significance ; she/
thought of it as the transient farce—of a ‘moment.
"The men at her feet, half drunk, were mastered by
the superstitions of their class. She perceived that it
was with their leader that shie would have to do;
he; hardened and reckless, was coming in a moment
to kick aside the delusion with 'a sneer, so she
thought. ’

He did come; he did kick aside something, but it
was only the bodies of the kneeling men who were
in his way. He strode up fiercely and stood before
Ler; he bent his handsome, reckless, wicked face
down to the level of hels and stared hard.

-

——
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She had never befure experienced such a misery
of fear and dislike, for she had never had cause;
yet ever’ in this moment, knowing that upon this
man’s pleasure hung her life, she did not betray her

repulsion ; she looked at him steadily; she tried to
“speak.

She made the motion of throat and lips that pro-

duces voice, but no voice came, only -the faintest ‘_
whisper that hardly reached her own ears. She re- §
alized now what that strange strained feeling in her
throat had been as she had walked through the winter
night: the intense cold had robbed her of the power i
of speech. She stood before her persecutor dumb.
Upon her art of argument and persuasion she had |
. relied as the only weapon by which she could possibly
Nherself Finding that she was unable to spéak
’ losing at the same-moment all hope, the pathos of her
situation brought to her the sud se_to hide §

her face and weep bitterly. She overcame it with in- i
stinctive courage, but upon her face was written a j
mute appeal that no dramatic effort could have painted
there.

The man who for a minute, with eyes that were
bold enough, had inspected the youthful contour of the
face, the rich veiling, the simplicity of her gown, sud-
denly, still staring at her, staggered backwards; even
in the firelight the sudden pallor of hls face, the hag-
gard drawing of its lines, was visible. «~

>
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On seeing that he had given way, the big Irish-
man threw himself with his face upon the ground, and
cried like a boy who was being beaten, with mingled
howls and exclamations. Three of the men silunk
away one after the other round the other end of the
shed ; some still upon their knees continued to mumble
pravers.
Grasping at the straw of her temporary safety, a
longing that the delusion might continue found a place
in her heart. She had no hope as yet that this might
be possible.  Although with little perception of the
} remote distance between her inmost self and the char-

acter she personatedjgle still felt too entirely removed
from all that was religious and supernatu\ral to per-
ccive to the full the excuse for the men's delusion.

She would not have scrupled to act the character
chance had assigned to her if she had known how to
do it or hoped to succeed, but because she feared to
play-a—part, and because she abstained from natural
emotion lest the spell should be broken, the men saw
nothing but a silent gentle girl, and she perfectly ful-
filled their ideal, such inarticulate undefined 1deal as °
they had, of the Queen of Heaven.

The only man who, like the master of the company,
bore signs of having lived once in civilization, gathered
himself up now from the ground where all this time
he had been sitting, and came forward. He was de-
formed and thereby dwarfed. He had a lean, nerv-

~
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ous, cynical face. It seemed to her that his deformity
might have made him interesting if he had not seemed
so thoroughly a cad in spite of it. She feared him
the more because of his ingrained caddishness. All
this time he had been sitting staring, like the others,
at the apparition of the blue-veiled woman; now he
did not bestow further attention upon her appearance.
He touched the arm of the man who had peered so
rudely in her face. . :

“I thay, Hamilton, there muth be a cawiage or a
cab at the fwont gate.”

Hamilton turned upon him with upraised arm, as
if he would have felled him with one blow ; then, in-
stantly changing, he gave a furtive look all round, as

fearing he knew not what, and questioned the other’s
face with his eyes.
“Well, I thay, you might ath well come and thee
—mutht have come here thome way, you know.”
“ By , shut up!” The ejaculation came from
“the other in muffled haste, and with it again a mo-
mentary raising of the powerful arm as if it twitched
to take vengeance upon some one ; and then, without
another word or glance, without another instant’s hesi-
tation, *he strode past the men, past the fireplace, round
the other end of the shed where some of the men had
already disappeared. There was purpose in his stride;
the girl knew that he was acting upon the suggestion
of the deformed dwarf who followed at his heels.

-
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She was left now alone with the little group of
men whose ignorant superstition had for thg hour been
changed by the sight of her into undoubting devotion
—such devotion as they were capable of, which was
manifested chiefly by the bringing forward .of their
own desires, for, under the impression that her stay
with them must be very short, they had already begun
to mingle audible petitions with the confused Aves
and Paternosters, that she could neither hear nor un-
derstand. To Berastonishment she heard herself be-
sought to intercede for them. Accusing themselves
wildly, they spoke to her as if she must be aware that
they*#ad killed certain of their enemies, and their
desire to be forgiven in heaven was confused with
bemoanings concerning a penalty to be paid on
earth.

While these petitions swiftly proved to her the
reality of the’de]usﬁion which had occurred, she be-
came too frighteneéd by the nature of what she
heard to think how best to turn the delusion to her
own account. Even these men who believed in her
divinity confessed themselves capable of violence and
murder, and no doubt she had more.to fear from
those others who did not believe. ‘

She dared not continue to stand where she was;
her back was to the path by which she had come, for
down that path assuredly the men who had gone
away would soon return. Fearing that in the silent
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snow they might steal upon her ufaawares, she herself
turned and went slowly back to mecet them.

There was a certain amount of dramatic instinct
in the very blood of this modern girl. Too much |
afraid to play a part consciously, she yet was inca- |
pable, within hearing of the Aves, which were still
repeated, of walking with her ordinary free and easy
gait; she paced slowly, because she was afraid of |
what might await her at the other side, and the mien
which she instinctively assumed was very dignified
and very modest. Walking thus, with the Irish la-
bourers folllowing and still calling upon her in prayer,

she came upon the open space between the sheds, in |
front of that first shed which seemed to be the dwell-

ing-house.

Several of the men had been examining the road
with a lantern. They were still standing outside the
gate conversing with one another—not peacefully ;
there were signs of agitation and irritation in their
tones and movements. The upshot of the colloquy
was only an evident increase of perplexity and con-
‘sternation in them all. The girl’s mind was wide
awake to what concerned her safety ; she saw clearly
that she must be at so great a distance from any other

+ séttlement or dwelling that the fact that they found §
no vehicle, or track of vehicle, made her appearance
seem to them entirely inexplicable, if not supernatu-
ral. With this evidence of the isolation of her pres
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ent situation her heart sank; she was tired, hungry,
cold, ill, and in peril.

The man IIamilton came suadenly‘ in from the

gate; some further thought of inquiry seemed to
have occurred to him. With an evident effort of
boldness, again he came quite near. He, too, knelt
at her feet, laying the lantern upon the ground; his
object was not prayer, but the inspection of her foot- -
gear. When he had looked for a full minute at the
dainty woollen slippers, snow-caked though they were,
be rose and recoiled from her again. His compan-
ions came up, standing behind him; the lantern re-
mained upon the ground like a footlight; they all
looked at the weary girlish figure it displayed, at the
face in its blue veil, at the white jewelled hands, at the
simple petticoat trimmed with snow as with ermine
edging. at the tiny bedraggled slippers and aching feet.

“She can’t have travelled more than a mile at
most, and kept them things on her feet.” The words
came in a low cautious tone from one of the men at
the back.

“She ain’t no ghost,” whispered another.

The voice of an American came out upon the
night air with startling clearness. “I’d be a deal
less scared, for my part, of all the ghosts and spirits
in creation, for they could have come here quite natu-
ra] accordin’ to their usual ways of going about. . But
how this sweet blooming ga »
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Some one with a whi;;ered volley of oaths si-
lenced him.

Some one else instantly exclaimed, “ Stop it! TI'll
be if T hear another word of language afore §
her.” : ~

The thrill of a new idea seemed suddenly to pass 3
through this group of men who stood in the sceptical
attitude toward the Madonna of theiir more ignorant ;
fellows. There was an instant’s hesitation, and then j
the dwarf took his hat off and held it in his hand:§
the others did the same thing, last of all the master
of the place, Hamilton. :




CHAPTER V.

THE girl lay alone upon a small camp bed in the
midst of the one long low room which constituted
lie whole interior of the dwelling-house. On either

ide of her was a row of similar éamp beds; they

were all empty. The room was hot, for a huge fire
pf logs had been made in the large iron stove; the
boom was dark, except for fitful gleams of flame
icht that struggled through the closed dampers.
flie windows, placed somewhat high in the wooden
alls, . were black as uncurtained glass is black when
£ has the darkest hour of night behind it. There
as no sound but the soft noise of the fire which had
ased to crackle and the dull tramping of animals in
weir wooden stables. The stlllne<s of snow was upon
e land outside, the stillness of sleep upon the men
ho had gone to huddle among the straw in the
armth of the stalls.
The girl was not asleep ; she lay motionless, afraid
rise and move about lest her movements might in
me way be spied upon, and she might thereby en-

}
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danger herself. She did not know who beside herself
slept or woke; she did not know upon what terms
she held her present safety; a slow fever from the

chill through which she had passed was working

through her veins, and the profound excitement of
apprehension and anxious scheming kept the current
of thought coursing within her brain.

There were minutes together wherein she could
not make herself believe that she lay where she did
lie, and in the heart of so strange a situation. Surely
there was some mistake; she was such a common-
place person, well meaning too ; why should this have
befallen her? It was true that for years the main
object of her existence had -been to appear something
other than commonplace, something much more dar- |
ing than merely well-meaning. She had tried to dash
into literature; she had dashed into foreign travel.
merely because to be inconspicuous and ordinary had
seemed intolerable; and yet now she found herself

" pleading these very attributes against the caprice of a
_too-cruel fate.

All the time she showed this much strength,
physical and mental, that she lay still. She per-
ceived that it Was“in order that she might rest that a
dozen rude men had resigned house-room.and com-
fort; it would be well, then, that she should satisfy
their expéctations and appear to rest. For her, in
very truth, the night had a thousand eyes, for she had
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no means of knowing where her enemies had be-
stowed themselves. Were they enemies? Were they
fricnds? How could she tell? The thing which
was eating into her heart with an -ever-increasing
wonder was the belief that even the cleverest and
wickedest of them was under the glamour of a
strange  delusion about herself, and it was to
this alone that she owed their neutrality, if not
direct friendliness. Through the confusion of her
thoughts she began to realize more and more clear-
Iy that that on which she relied for safety was her
power to fall in, moment by moment, with the re-
quirements of this delusion. - This new character,
indeed, seemed to wrap her round as a vesture, so
vividly had it been impressed on her excited nerves
as lier only shield. What this character was she did
not put to herself in words; she only felt intuitively
the outward semblance of the graces which ‘it im-
plied. Her efforts to escape, then, must be in this
guise.

So far she had arrived at some clearness of
thought; now suddenly all her nerves vibrated to
aslight sound, the creak that a footfall makes upon
light, hard-frozen snow. She;, heard a hand laid
almost noiselessly upon the.latch from without; her
pulses seemed. to stop, and then move ngg:.dly, and stop
arain. *

The door silently opened, perhaps an inch or two;
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she felt the cold air enter instantly, an invisible her-
ald of what danger she could not guess.

Whoever was there it seemed would have entered,
but another footfall) as quiet but much more hasty,
was heard, and a slight scuffle, a low growl almost
like that of two dogs. Out of the confused stealthy
noises of this quarrel the girl ‘began to lear the
whispering of two voices, the door still standing ajar,
the men as it seemed holding cach other back upon
the threshold. They were the voices of ITamilton
and of the deformed cynical man who lisped.

The lisp struck her ear again as something pecul-
iarly horrible, because, although evidently an actual
impediment of speech, it had the sound of an affecta-
tion which, in the midst of such a life, would have
denoted a character almost inhuman in its love of
pretence. PR

The dwarf’s voice came first. “You're a d——
fool, Hamilton. I am only going to thee if the lady
ith here.”

“ And why shouldn’t she be there?” Hamilton's

voice was tense, suggesting fierce feeling of more
than one sort, but controlled to a fixed limit.

“If I could have theen the-cawiage that bwought
her here I’d have more idea why the thould wemain.
How could I thleep for the devilith queerneth of it!
If it ith devilith queer, why should we be a pair_of
foolth and give her time to be off again?” Then hi
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voice changed from weak remonstrance to that other
more practical tone. ¢ Hamilton, have a look at the
divinity. If the'th vanithed into thin air there’th no
Larm in going inj if the'th there, we can look at the
fire and come out!” -

The answer was in precisely the same tense voice.
“Will you come back to the stable, or ?

It seemed as though neither of the men was
aware that the door was ajar. Perhaps the dwarf
had forgotten, and in the darkness Ilamilton saw
nothing. The logs in the stove had ceased to flicker.

The dwarf said, *If you like a pwetty girl to be
left without a thpark of fire to cath her pwetty
death of cold I won't quawel with you 7 She
lost some words here.

Among those that followed only a few phrases
liere and there were distinct. She heard the word
“diamond.” Then the dwarf's voice: “I'm dithint-
wethted "—¢“you are King here—"—¢could 'get
Father Paul down from Cree thettlement”— “come
here of her own accord—her own doing.”

Hamilton’s voice was more distinet: “What I
say is, I'll bave a look dt her by daylight. When the
sun's up we’ll know whether it's angel or devil, or
what it is.” The tense voice changed to almost a

reflective tone. “By Heaven, I wish I knew now
which it is.” 5

The dwarf’s voice came again; the accent was
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distinetly lower middle class. There was a sneer in
it that made her sure that this man, at least, had no
sense of honour. “’Pon my thoul, I'm conthumed
with cuwiothity to know if i’th vanithed into thin air
or not—only hothpitable:to put more wood on the
fire.” P )
" Witha smothered exclamation at finding the door
open, they came in_and crossed the floor on-tiptoe.
The girl had heard them coming ; she had decided §
what to do.. With hands pressed together upon her §
breast; as if her last;:v:'aking motion had been prayer,
she lay as it seemed in a sleep of childlike innocence.
When the men had come within a yard of her {
pallet bed they lit a bit of broken candle. The light ‘
revealed the room in all its coarse and even uncleanly
detail. The other beds had clothes and blankets
rudely strewn upon them. TUnder a table, boots,
pipes, bottles, and such ugly articles, had been hastily §
hidden, and were still profr‘ilding from a cover too §8
small for the heap. On one bed ldy the youngj
woman wrapped around in fine silk ; her sleeping
face and folded hands looked to the men’s eyes ‘like |
wax or tinted alabaster. More than that, in the face]
and the plump curves of the hands there was some-
thing other than mere beauty of form and colour—}§
there was the woman’s soul, as it seemed to them
dependent upon their strength—innocent, trustful.
"~ A minute passed, and then one of them went o1
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b . .
tiptoe to the stove, and renewed its fuel with a touch

more deft and silent than would have appeared pos-
sible; then they went out again, and shut the door.
She could not hear now what they said to one
another, but it seemed that they parted, for after she
had heard one go to another shed, she heard the other
begin to pace up and down before the door of the
house. One of them had chosen to pace there as
sentry; after a while she felt sure, from the length
and strength of the step, that the sentry was Hamil-

ton.




CHHAPTER VI

Ir it had not been for that slow pacing of the
sentry’s step Mary would have crept out in the dark-
ness, and. gone as she had come, in the madness of
fear preferring the risk of dying in the wilderness of
snow. As it was she lay still through the night, un-
certain what to do. The first faint light began to
glimmer in the windows, and still she heard the
sentry’s monotonous tread.

It was useless to think of eluding Hamilton’s vigi--
lance. Well, even then, was it not better to rise and
essay to walk away, as if he were not there? If he
detained her, at least they could not say that she re-
mained of her own free will, and her mind caught at
the knowledge that it must appear t¢ them the more
inexplicable if she should attempt to leave them with-
out explanation, without means of travelling, and
with the apparent trust that they would let her go
unchallenged.

- The night before, when they had given her the
room to sleep in, they had also given her milk, and
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of the remains which stood in a pail near the stove
she again drank deeply.

She wrapped the blue folds of "the veil more
closely around her aching throat, but she did not fail
to drape the loose end over her head with such imita-
tion as'she could hastily make from memory of the
veils painters wrap about the head of the most divine
of women. She was too pressed by stern necessity
to give more than a dim passing thought to the sensa-
tion of farce, and yet, as far as she did recognize it,
she did not hate it, but looked upon it as a sensation
which in some future time of safety she could enjoy.

It was not yet daylight, only-grey dawn upon the
land of snow, when she quietly opened the door with-
out any appa{rent fear, and stepped out towards the
opening of the enclosure. She saw the man stop his
walk and stare. She felt that some thanks for his
hospitality would have been given by the ideal wom-
an, but she knew not how to smile or wave Ler hand
as such a woman might ; she could only look at him
with larges childlike, and unconscious eyes. This
much she did, and-ent on down the path of snow.

The man, with a few sudden hasty steps, came up
to her. She heard him close behind ; it was all that
she could do not to shrink from the touch which she
expected, yet she did not shrink, and the touch did
hot come.

For a minute or more his footsteps followed hers.
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Then, when she got outside a rude paling and turned
upon the road by which she had come, it seemed that
he had become convinced what it was she intended
to do. IIe made past her, giving her a wide berth,
but turned and stood in the road directly in her path.

“Where are you going?” asked Ilamilton. The
words came as if some torrent of feeling, dammed up,
had found outlet.

She laid her hand upon her throat. It was an in-
stinctive gesture, but having found it so successful
the night before, there was something slightly more
dramatic in her use of it now. She was afraid the
man detected it, for helooked the more keenly at her.
Then she pointed forward ﬁpon the road, and made a
motion to move on.

“Do not go! Come back; we will give you
warmth and food!” Ile spoke distinetly,as though
to a foreigner ; he spoke still as if the words were an
outlet to strong feeling, but she could not tell whether
the tone besought or commanded, or whether there

was not in it perhaps a suggestion that for some rea- [

son he would feel relief if she went on her way.
After a moment’s consideration she walked past
him upon the light edge of the deeper snow, and, as if
apparently forgetting his very ex1stence, went on
steadily. -
He stood, she thought, watchmcr her for some time;
tien he started to follow her and she heard his foot-
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steps come near. Then, again, another thought came
to him, for he went back, leaving her to go. on alone
and, as it seemed, free.

At first she was so absorbed in the fear that he

_might return that she did not for a long time take any
notice of the featnres of the world, which every Tme-
ment grew lighter and clearer.

Yet curiously enough, although she feared his re-
turn, the sense of freedom was in itself a sense of dis-
appointment.  The sudden loss of the excitement
which his presence produced‘resulted in depression.
With the effort of walking in the snow she began to
feel her own feebleness, and before her lay—what?

She raised "her head now and looked about her.

I'rom the declivity of the mountain notch down which

she was walking she could see on either side only the
slopes and cliffs which rose immediately about her.

£

On ler left a noisy stream was descending precipitous -

rocks. At its base there was a cutting in the ground,
and an erection of wooden troughs, used, evidently, for
mining purposes. On this side tall fir-trees were
clinging to the steep, but the other slope of the notch
was almost bare of trees, as was the level bottom, as if
in time past some descending glacier had scraped the
@ﬁr:face. Outside the notch lay a wide valley, the
depth of which was bridged by her line of vision. All
of its surface that she could see was clothed by forests
of firspdark, green, and cold. Beyond it snow-covered
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' mountains stood, range above range. So clear was the
air that it did not seem to her that she had far togo to
obtain a full view of the valley at the side of which the
railway ran—it did indeed but appear a few minutes’
walk, and yet when she had walked a mile it hardly
seemed nearer. )

She judged, from the apparent height of ‘the dis-
tant mountains, that she could be at no great altitude.
- She had a sense of proximity to other mountains
higher and nearer than those she saw. Perhaps she
dimly remembered their outlines, seen in the darkness
of the night before. At present her view was shutin.

The light snow ‘gave more or less under her ﬁ'eary
feet. The twilight of morning had brought such a
dead and frost-bitten hue upon wold of snow and forest
fir that her very-soul felt chilled in correspondence
with this strangely drear environment. The great ex-
citement of the previous night, which had culminated
in her escape, had its effect of reaction, now that all
cause of excitement was absent for the moment, in a
‘mood of hopelessness which she had never experlenced
before. : 8

Following the one track which broke the surface
of the snow, Mary came where the railway had been
built across the front of the notch. When she stood
upon its firm broad road, the sides of the mnotch no
longer shut in her vision, and her eye swept eagerly
the landscape.
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Pﬁx“zﬁ’lel with the railroad, but much deeper in the

valley, ran a tumultuous river; its rapid current was
dark as ink ; its banks were deep curling drifts of snow,
fringed at the water’s edge with grots and caves of ice
and basalt-like formation of icicles. A wide area of
rock, covered with snow and ice, here extended on
either side of the river. The bare railway embank-
ment rose sheer from these rocks, but on the other side
the level of thé';{alley was covered with an evergreen
forest of giganti?: trees. In the distance, to what
scemed to her the south-west, this valley narrowed,
conducting the river through a rockly gorge. This was
the only gap in the fring of mountains, which, some
nearer, some farther a§vay, surrounded the whole scene.
Directly opposite her to the south and south-east, hill
above hill, peak above peak, range beyond range, stood
cold and white. Where the river came from she could
not tell, for mountains with wooded sides/blocked the
valley quite near her to the east. Considering the
problem of the river, she at lengtﬁ turned her eyes
from what had been before her, and lifted them to
that part of the view immediately bebind the side of
the notch by which she had been walking. And then
it seemed that all these other hills were standing in
reverence, a little apart from a mountain peak that was
monarch of them all. Asher eye travelled up the snow-
clad declivi®®s of this high mountain, she felt her mind
lifted into a different class of thoughts and sensations.
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‘Why should carth have been so formed that a
vast monument of such transcendent beauty should
happen to stand here in this bleak chaotic place?
Against the cold transparent blue of the northern
- sky, in which the stars of night had but lately died,
its massive peak, a pyramid as it were of smaller
peaks and ridges, stood white and glistening. Ier
eye began to examine curiously certain slopes of
snow and ice some distance from its summit; they
were such immense plains, and yet they were but an
inch or two upon the surface of this glorious edifice
of nature. These plains of uplifted snow grew
brighter ; there was nothing here of that dead tint of
cold that lay on the surrounding hills; then she saw
nature’s smile, the golden sunshine, light up the
mountain’s peak and glittering heart.

She looked around once more. In the east the
furthest hills were merely fringed with the same
light, all else was dull and, by comparison, grey.
She turned again to the vision that her heart loved;
in som.ey way it gladdened ber and saddened her at
once. It filled her with a strange excitement; its
mere height seemed to reveal a depth within herself
which she-had never seen before.

‘What did it mean? She found herself struggling
with the belief that it meant something to her, just as
words spoken from another mind to hers would have
had meaning.

~
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" She began to fight against this impression. She
had seen mountains before; they had had no mean-
ing for her. Scene after scene among the Alps oc-
curred to her mind. The pure gracious outline of
their heights had made no great impression upon
licr, yet now, as her memory dwelt upon them, she
began to think they also had spoken. She had been
deaf, but they had spoken; this mountain was now
speaking, and she was awaking from her deafness.

She grew confused; she could not understand
herself. * Sometimes, not often, she had heard music
which had given her a sense of heartsick longing
which was something akin to what she now felt.

She had never had any other impulse than to extin-

euish such unreasoning emotion in herself by plung-
ing into other interests. She looked about her now
for some form of practical activity which would put
an end to the strained exaltation of heart which al-
most frightened her.

The sledge track by which she had come crossed
the railway and descended the embankmént by a
curve. The river was not very wide ; a rough bridge
of logs was built across it. The sledge track went on,
and was lost to view in the opposite forest. Were
the bridge and the road signs that more than one
settlement must lie within reach? or had they been
made by railway navvies, who, their work finished,
couldinot' be expected to remain in-this inclement
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region during the w inter? 1ler only means of an-
swering these questions was to follow the road and
see whither it led.

Yet for a moment she lingered, turning again
with the rebound of relief to the beauty of the moun-
tain. She stood looking up, and again while she so
looke#l her mind was lifted out of the immediate de:
tails of her own peril. Above the tree-line the snows

~and icy crags rose slope above slope, blue at first and
" cold, then white and dazzling, all the lines and curves
reaching upward. It did not malke her sad; 1t made
her joyful. The mountain’s word was like ‘a new
music, not the tender strains that had heretofore been
‘the only music that had appealed to her, making her
sad, but a severe grand strain, to which before this
~ghe had been deaf, which she did not even now
understand ; but she knew this much, that it was full

of joy.

She must go, she dared not linger, and the senze §

. of the vast joy of which the mountain was singing
made her stronger. She crossed the railway and
went down to the river. She ran across the bridge ]
of logs, fearful lest the glimpses of the black swirl- |
ing water seen between their cracks should make her
balance unsteady. She passed on where the track
was uneven among the rocks of the river bank. The
shades of the forest were very dark. It seemed to
her that it might be a covert for beasts or savage
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men. She had hastened, so that it had taken her but
a few minutes to reach the confines of its massive
ai~les.

She turned again and looked at the mountain, as
the Greeks represent their dying ones to have looked
at the sun before entering the shadow of the other
world.  The light was beginning to touch the tops of
the other hills; they too, pure and white, pointed
upwards, and the great peak rose colossal and glitter-
ing, as it seemed, into the very sky.

The meaning came to her now—a flash of thought
that seemed like sunrise in her soul. The mountain
sang of an inspiration toward an impossible perfec-
tion, the struggle for which was the joy, the only joy,
of the universex

This meaning came to her in knowledge which _

.ignored the use of words, "because it transcended
them. The strange thing was that to this sincere

" good-natured little woman the mountain’s music told
of an ideal that was to her absolutely-new.

She had striven Wlth pertinacity for what had
seemed to her noblest in life, yet now she saw herself
as a child, who with innocent unconsciousness has
been enjoying a play in a dirty place, will sometimes
suddenly perceive the filthiness of its raiment when
it rises to meet its mother’s embrace. Ah, if the past
had only been a striving for something absolutely
noble! It seemed to her that all her ideals had been
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relative, only comparatively good. She was sur-
rounded by unknown perils; she” might not live
much longer, and the past, even the nobleat of it,
secmed sordrd and trivial.

It is al“a)s to be observed tlxat/hen human
skill tries to deal with human pemtence, it does so
by paicting the sin blacker and again more black,
and endeavouring to increase the tears of the soul.
‘When we come near to God, Controller of forces
physical and spiritual, of the tempest, of incarnate
devils, and of the springs of a woman’s heart, it is
never so. Penitence is met with instant encourage-
ment. There is no accusation; there is the wisdom
that is gi¥en without upbraiding; there is the com-
mand of perfect hope—** Go, sin no more.”
¥ As the girl turned into the dark pathway of the
forest, it occurred to her as a strange reminiscence
that heretofore her highest ambition had béen to be
true to lerself, to develop her own life to its utmost
- as to pleasure and utility. Now that for some’
moments she had worshipped something—she knew
not what—sh®&gelt with a new hope that she would
aspire to a standard other than this and higher. In
the hour of penitence we have a very clear insight
into reality, but that which we see instinctively can-
not quickly be trinslated into reasoned thought, and
is still more slow in finding its expression in action.




CHAPTER -VIL

Tue trees of ‘this forest were of a giant race;
their great trunks arose in dense  shade from the ’
ground. There was no underbrush, but in the case
of the cedars, their branches, when they c%yld obtain
room, dipped alinost to the ground, outspreading in
curving fans. The upper branches were so high that
Mary could not easily look at them; they seemed to
be disposed in and out of one another in immense
shelves of shade, rising layer above layer. It was
with the trunks, and with the ground beneath them,

that her eye grew more familiar. The cedars and the

firs had dull red tints upon them. Sometimes a
Lranch, or a whole tree, of cedar was dead, and had
turned the dull hue of red that one sces in dead
bracken. The ground was covered with snow that
hal powdered through the branclies. 1t did not look
like the outer snow ; its crystals told the tale of its
sifting.  Covered by it lay the forms of huge moss-
grown logs, lying often under the very roots of the
trees now standing. The living trees had been sown

upon their fallen progeuitors.
Ty b1
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Through hlis forest a little road ran, so narrow
by comparison with, the Wéight of its arching roof
that it seemed as if it were the diligence of pigmics
that had removed ‘all obstacles from it. The snow-
c'u'pet hiere was marked with the track of the horse
and sledge, just as in the open; but these tracks now
seemed almost such as a little bird might have made,
so dwarfed did any sigh of human life appear. It
seemed (’\Iary that the trees looked down upon her,
and saw a little creature dressed in clinging slurts,
travelling as fast as ler streng@fl would permit—
slowly at that—and that: they spoe to one another,
sayiﬁg how weak and insignificant she was,'and that
she was going forward amid great dangers, and that,
unless there was a God in the world, she had no ome
to protect her.

There had always been some peetic sense within
her, and being thus cast, with fever in her blood, into
the arms of so strangé a phase of nature, this part.of
her spoke loud for the first time. It was not for
long. Itis not according to the law which growth
of character obeys that new timughts. new feelings,
gpiritual or poetical, should abide with us. Itis not &
until they are old thoughts, old feelings, that they
abide. Our first glimpses of them are very transient: g
their impress remains, but they pass as if they had
deft no impress, and the laws which govern circum-
stance no sooner touch us info finer feeling than they
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jostle us with that which is most mundane. There is
evidently something wholesome in the transition.

It was not’ long before Mary began to feel that
physical ill was fastening upon her. Ier head

throbbed : she felt that, in spite of the cold air, her
* cheeks were burning ; she felt the lassitude of illness
in every limb.

This was before she had walked very far, and she
supposed that her life ‘depended upon her going
much further. The grey and red squirrels that leapt
among the branches, the crows cawing in gaps that
opened to .the sky far above her head, might live in
the forest, but she could not. ;

To her great relief she began to see signs of an
opening in the trees; there was light farther on, and
soon she ecould discern, through the long avenue
which the road made, an arch which appeared go be
the end of the wood.

It was just when she had seen this that she began
to hear a sound behind her. Gradually she distin-

guished the jingling sound made by the harness of a

Lorse attached to a sledge. Her first impulse was ta-
stop and lean against a tree, waiting to implore the
friendly aid of whoever might be driving that way.
Then came the swift and painful recollection that
‘that road led only fromr the house which she had left.

Incapable of moving faster, she pressed steadily

on towards the opening of the forest. There must
b

5
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be some house in the clearing; shé was filled with a
frantic desire to reach it before the sledge from the
farm in the notch could come near her. Yet as in a
dream, her feet were heavy, and would only move
slowly. The road curved behind her, so that she
could not see the sledge, but in the dense stillness she
could hear the horse’s hoofs in the snow.

The sledge came on at the steady natural pace of
the horse, apparently without interference from the
driver. Mary gained the edge of the wood, and still
the sledge was behind her. ’

DBefore her was a large clearing.  The trees, prob-

ably a special sort of timber, had evidently been
felled and used for some purpose suelivas-the building
of the railway. There was the sound to one side of a
stream rushing, and in the same direction several log
houses and wooden sheds. There was no fence or
enclosure of any kind. The road led on to the huts.
Mary went towards them without a moment’s hesita-
tion. She felt certain that in some one of them there
must be a kindly woman to whom she could tell her
story, and yet they looked strangely desolate.

Before she reached the-huts, the horse which was
drawing the sle[lge came up close behind her on the
narrow track. It slackened speed and followed her:
she heard no voice. She stood aside in the snow:

_she looked at the sledge. So strange was her moud
and the circumstance, that to be calm was little effort
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to her.  Aecross the sledge and beyond the wood she

saw the mountains and the majestic glittering peak.
The sense of exaltation this brought her, the fever
that was upon her, and the instinctive self-cffacement
which her late acting had taught her, joined together.
to give the ronnded outline of -her girlish face an
almost unearthly grace. o

The one man who stood upon the sledge had no
demonstrative nature, and yet he looked upon her
with renewed bewilderment. The man was IHamil-
ton.  Ile stood upright upon the low, flat, unpainted
sledge, holding the reins of the small shaggy horse
which he drove. The horse had been checked by a
touch when Mary had swerved aside. Horse and
man stood motionless, and even the heast turned its
licad and looked her full in the face.

The girl had counted upon the sledge passing
while she paused ; moment by moment passed, and
slie saw no ending to this silent interview.

At last the man said, “Where are you going?
\\'h_y did you leave me?” IIis was not merely a dar-
inz and imperious face, but it was a bad face, although
just now there was no thought or feeling expressed
there that a good man mightvnot have thought and
felt. In spite of himself, his voice trembled as a true
lover's might. .Ile seemed surprised by this, knit his
brows and stopped gpeaking. Then he said again,
“T only let you go away in order that I might tell the

v \
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boys that you were gone. I knew that I eduld follow
you wherever you went. I saw the track of your
feet upon the road. There is no place anywhere in
this region where I cannot follow you.” When le
spoke of his fellows, his tone had for the moment
been haughty, but for the rest it was mild, with an
effort at pleasing.

She did not speak to him j she could not, even if
she had desired. As it scemed that he would not
pass her, she quietly went on before the horse to the
log houses.

She was considering: in her mind \\hv it was that
she could not get out of his power. Did he know
that these houses were empty, or that the people in
them were powerless to protect her? Surely not, for
she saw smoke issuing from the chimneys, and she
heard the sound of a good many voices within.

When they reached a space that was cleared of
snow in front of the principal log building, Hamilton
left his sledge andG came up beside her, looking at her
progress in the direction of the door with great

-

curiosity. -
5 y are you going in here?” he asked.

“ Where have you come from? “What errand can
you have here?”
It seemed as if he spoke by way of relief to his

own mind, for he had a.pparentlv ceased to. expect
herdo answer.
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ITis tone inspired her with greater curiosity as to
what she should see within, but not with greater
hope. She knocked at the door, and he stood aside
watching her keenly.

The sound of voices within continued monoto-
nously, but in a minute the door was opened. In the
minute that she had been kept waiting the continued
gaze of Ilamilton’s eyes had become so repulsive to
her that in sheer fear of him she stepped across the
threshold as soon as the door gave to her gentle
pressure.’

The scene she saw seemed at first like the assing
dream of a fewered brain. The interior, dark by
reason of frost upon the small window-panes, was

furnished in a manner far more rude and foreign

than theJ)olg_jse from which she had come, and in it
=it a Jarge circle of men—grotesque, ugly figures;
most of them wers squatting in a circle round a low
table, playing at some game with dice. When her
thought cleared after a moment, she perceived they
were Chinamen. .

-It seemed that, in their taciturn indifference, they
had not proposed to turn from their game because
their door had been opened to admit a stranger, but
after a moment some quiet word or sign seemed to
pass from one to auwother. They turned, theyllooked,
they rose and stood about her. The best evidence
of their surprise was perhaps that they did not ask

-

v
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why she had come. There was a minute's silence
while they crowded behind one another to look at
her more closely. Then they grinned at her, making,
as it seemed to her, horrid grimaces ; yet perhaps it
was a natural smile of welcome to a vision which in
the foul reek and gloom of this hut seemed more
than ever beautiful and pure.

Sickened as she was by the smoke and smell and
her loathing of the men, whose grins appeared to her
insulting, she still searched with her eyes’every cor-
ner of the dark interior, for the impulse was strong
upon her to look for the friendly face of some
woman ; but none was to be seen. She remembered
now that she had heard that Chinese navvies had
been employed upon the roads in this country. She
knew enough to know that the Chinese do not take
their women with them to foreign lands. A mo-
ment’s thought told her that here for her there was
no hope.

She became consciots that Hamilton was standing
in the doorway behind her, that the Chinamen were

beginniné to look to him as the one apparently who
knew the answer to the riddle of her presence. She
shook her head, as if to show that she had missed
her way, and “went- out again into the bleak air of
the morning. ' '

_ Her heart so sank with the disappointment that
she could have wept, although she was not a woman
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given to tears. Where could she go now? She
lifted up her eyes and looked. On all sides of the
clearing was the forest; on all sides of the forest, the
mountains. The grey cold as of the unborn day
was still upon all the valley and the eastern heights.
The only sight that brouglht her the slightest comfort
was the golden glory of the peaks upon the other
side, the highest mountain rising among them ; but
the thought of hope and light which they forced
upon her was not of an earthly and temporal sort; it
merely lay passive in her mind together with the
realization of her present hapless case.

While she had stopped bewildered, all the China-

men from the hut and from the log houses came out,
and now they stood around her again. There was
no awe upon their faces; they grinned; they talked
to one another. No doubt to them, in the midst of
~a foreign land, her advent and appearance did not
scem beyond the range of explicable things. They
were interested and curious. They seemed to know
Hamilton well, and spoke to him; but he did not
answer, only continued to look with interested curi-
o~ity to see what dealings she might have with them,
or they with her.
A minute more and the Chinamen had arrived
at an explanation. Their English was meagre, but
with polite laughter they spoke enough of it to make
their thought clear.
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“JIamilton getee wifee. Ilim showee wifce.”

IIysterical laughter fought within her with the
desire for tears. She betrayed neither, but the self-
repression resulted in a trembling of her whole frame,

so that she felt that she was on the verge of some

pitiful attack of extreme weakness. Looking as
though she had not understood, she walked feeb].y.
away by the only road.

She heard' Hamilton’s word of command to his
horse. The sound of hoofs in the snow and the
jingling of the harness followed close behind her.
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Mary began to wonder to herself how it would
" have been with her if she had entered the settlement )

of the Chinese navvies without Ilamilton for her
wguard. She thought of her money and the jewel
that now also lay in her bosom. An awful picture
of her own murdered body being hidden in the
ground by these grinning heathen rose before her
fevered brain. In this last adventure she was forced
to believe that this man IIamilton had proved a
friend.

Ile must needs yet prove a friend to her if there
was to be any peaceful ending to her present state
of wretchedness, for, as she came again to the place
where the only track upon the snow turned back to-
wards the forest, she realized that there was no other
human dwelling within her reach, and her strength
had wholly failed her.

Her mind still grasped the idea that perfect noble-
ness of character would alone be sacred to this man,
and that perfect nobility implied the power to trust.
She had never been taught this, and yet she assumed
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it. Strong she could not appear, or free from the
petty ills of discase and helplessness, but it was possi-
ble to appear to trust absolutely all the good that was
in him; and whatever betided, it might be possible
to endure without betraying impatience or any weak
apprchension.  She had but a moment in which to
act; her limbs were failing beneath her, her brain
was almost incapable of thought.

She turned, and again made room for the horse to
pass. She made a gesture that she required to rest
upon the sledge.

The man lrad made his own provision for this.
A bundle that was lying before him upon the bare
gledge proved to contain such pillows and blankets as
he might have taken from his own bed. The sledge
was a small level platform, except that, in front.
where it might need to breast the snow, it inclined
. upward. Upon the incline he bestowed the pillows
with hasty action. She rested upon the blanket, and
was thankful to lay her head down upon the pillows,
although they were but sacks of straw. The moment
she laid down her head she seemed to lose the power
to raise it again. Ile covered her with the bearskin
in which the bundle had beerr rolled. IIe stood as
he had stood before, upright at the back of the
sledge, and drove on. In this way they went back
through that part of the forest through which they
had come. - / ’
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She knew that her strength had gone, that she
was the prey of some acute illness produced by the
chill of the preceding night. ~ She tried to think what
<he ought to do next, while she retained the power to
think.

IHer mind with ecagerness considered the occu-
pants of the railway carriage out of which she.had
fallen about eight hours before. It was now at such
an hour of the morning that her fellow-travellers
might be rising from their berths. She wondered
how long they would leave hers close curtained, sup-
posing her to be sleeping late. It was clear that no
one had known of her misadventure at the time it
took place. Ilow then would they know it at all
until they sought for her within those curtains?
When they did know her gone, what would they
think ¢ What would they do? She wished now that

Lier own travelling companion had been a more affec-

tionate, a more unselfish, woman. She had never
missed these qualities in her before. She had been
content that her woman friends should be clever and
sc]fcontainegl. She wondered now how much her
late companion would bestir herself. She found that
she could not easily fancy her greatly solicitous or
perturbed.

It would be impossible for those in the train to
know when or where she had,.left it, or whether or
not she had" left it of her own accord at one of the
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several night stations. Under these ecircumstances it
was vain to hope that the place in which she now was
would be the place chosen for immediate scarch.  No
doubt her disappearance would be telegraphed to the
different stations along the line; if she could reach a
station she would be safe, but she lad geen no road
that ran parallel with the railway, and she was con-
vinced that there was no station within reasonable
reach, because her appearance had appeared marvel-
lous.

There were minutes when her bodily state seemed
to nunb the natural feeling of anxiety. She lay, Ler
cheek upon the pillow provided, and watched the huge
trunks of the forest trees as they glided past her. She
was interested to see the effect of the increasing light
in the great gloomy aisles of their shade ; for the shade
was less now than it had been, in token that the rays
of the sun were descending the nearer hills. 3/

Was she losing her reason to be t;l,na idly tkﬁ%l\nm
of the beauty of this forest? W ith an ecffort she
brought her mind back to the question of whither she
was being taken, and for what end. - She felt the little
packet of gross Wérldly wealth lying heavy upon her
breast. Would the man beside her be influenced by
the offer of a bribe or payment, or would it be safer
not to let him know that she had money ?

She turned herself slightly so that she could look
up in his face. It was there that she must read her
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immediate future. It was partly because of the fever
which gave her a strange sense of unreality, that she
was able to lie quictly and look up at, him as a child
would have done.

For a moment he returned her look with an cffort
to appear at case; then he lifted his eyes to the level
of his horse, made some sounds which belong to the
driver’s language, made a feint of rearranging his reins
and whip, and, relapsing into steady self-control, con-
tinued to look at the road in front and drove on
steadily.

Inwardly the girl had a giddy sensation that it was
all passing delusion.  Asina dream, she had the curi-

ous double existence of actor and spectator at once;

she being in spirit, somewhere apart from the sledge,
saw lerself as she lay apparently at case under the bear
robe ; she saw the upper edge of the fur rise and fall
with the movement of her breath; she saw the folds
of delicate azure swathed about. _ljgﬁgead and shoulders;
she saw her own face, and mafyélfed at its beauty and

sweetness in comparison with thie huge roughness of
p g

nature and the uncouth roughness of humanity in all
that place. She saw the man standing almost like a
statue behind her. He was dressed in old and ragged
furs; the long smooth fur of raccoon was his cap, his
coat.the ancient hide of a buffalo, legs and feet were
encased in moccasin and bound  with thongs of the
same. An untidy dress it was, hardly clean. The .

a4
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man avithin it had a fine haughty Learing, and the face
that looked out from under the cap would have been
very handsome had it not been for the subtle mark
that vice had set upon the features. It was a face that
showed not only the power to control others, but the
power of self control, yet not for any good end. Com-
paratively young, and as it seemed now in health, he
looked as if he had worked through all dissipations,
and regained health only by change of viees. 1lis ex-
pression was not alone reckless, but borg the creeping
shadow of low brutality and cunning which the hard-
ening habits of wickedness involve. In this curious
survey, she looked also at the shaggy horse. Its
humble toilsome manner of trotting on suggested fear.
She saw that, slight gs IIamilton’s motion in driving
was, it was a cruel twitch which he often gave to the”
creature’s mouth. Then she looked again at the
gigantic forest, filled, as it seemed to her, with myste-
rious depths and shades in which unknown ecrimes
could be prolonged and then buried. The narrow
road led through its heart like a silver thread. On
and on over this road they went, the pony, the rude
wooden sledge “carfying the recumbent and hapless
lady, and the man ;ta,l‘:dihg‘ statue-like, looking before
him with hard-set enigmatical gaze. She seemed to
stand aside and se¢ it.

At length they came out from under the trees:
the girl felt that some gpell was broken. She was in
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command of her mind once more, feeblé, suffering,
but still intelligent, and the light of morning-was on

the hills. She heard the river rushing through the
icy grots that were its bank. She felt the sledge
upon the rocks and then upon the bridge.

The pony began to ascend the steep side of the
railway embankment. Mary thought of the next
thing she must do. When the sledge had balanced
itzelf upon the level of the track, she rose up, sign-
ing Ilamilton to stop. )

It seemed to her that he had checked the horse of
Lis own accord, for it had stopped without so much
as crossing the railway. Perhaps there was hesita-
tion in his mind as to which road he would take.

She slipped off the sledge, bracing herself to the
cffort of standing. She essayed to speak, but the
cold had taken so strange a hold of the vocal chords
that the lowest whisper still died upon her lips. .

He came nearer, bending his head to listen,
courteomly ‘enough, but she felt that if this were
the result of her effort to speak she would make no -
further effort. The intense curiosity written upon
- his face appeared less respectful than his former
hard-set e’xpressioh. Yet, after all, it was a glimpse
to her of the main attitude of his mind at this
point. She saw that within it curiosity and inde-
cision held sway.

She took the handle of the whip out of his hand,
6
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and traced upon the snow two words: ¢ Station
where 27

His eyes had followed her lines. When she had
finished he gave her such a look of bold piercing
inquiry as last night he had bestowed upon her be-
fore he fell back in dismay. Ile even tried a smile,
as if of mutual intelligence, but when she still
looked grave, innocent, pleading, something of the
former effect was produced, for he drew back dis-
concerted. Ile made as if to take the whip to write,
but then, tq test her hearing first, he said, “ You arc
cight miles' from Red ‘Keil, the nearest station.
Their is no road in this heavy snow.”

She answered as if she had believed, although she
knew that he might have lied. She again wrote upon
the snow—

“TI fell from the train’last night. Can you stop
. the night train for me 2”

“I don’t know how you could have fallen from
the cars, but, since you tell me you did—" (here a
slight, as it seemed mocking, bow) “ of course I be-
lieve you. -As to stopp'ing the train, it’s impossible
here—the driver would not have time to slow before
he was round the next curve. The train going west
passes after ten at night, and the other after mid-
night.” . .

She did not believe that the train could not be
stopped, but she saw that nothing but artificial light
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would serve as a signal of distress. She could not
procure this alone; and then there was the interven-

ing time.

While she paused, Hamilton spoke again. What

e said was, “Last night you wore a diamond upon
vour hand ; why have you taken it off 2”7

Now, in the night time, when she had remem-
hered she was wearing this ring, .she had taken
it off, and put it in the silken purse that contained
Lier money. The fact that he asked this question,
which seemed to her full of rude greed and suspi-
cion, filled her with fear that he did not believe that
- she had fallen by accident, or that she was there by
rcason of misfortune. She looked at the snow, firm-
packed and smooth-shaven by the plough of the
¢ngine between the iron rails; her footsteps of last
night were hardly noticeable upon it. She showed
them to him, feeling helplessly that they did not .
T g

She realized now that during the long drive she
liad Lecome chilled, nay, she felt that her feet and
Lands might freeze as she stood. Surely this, if
nothing else, was a mortal danger. She summoned
ell the strength that remained, and wrote hastily
upon the white surface at her feet—

“For God’s sake take me where some good
woman lives. You will be ” =

prove much.

She was going to say “rewarded,” but she re-
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membered that tltat too had a hollow worldly sound
that would, as it were, tarnish the white vestment
in which she was wrapped. So she” wrote—*glad
afterwards.” -

“Very sorry to disoblige you,” he said, “ but
there is not any of that commodity within reach,
present company always excepted ; but I'll .do what
I can for you. Iam going up a road here on busi-
ness, and if you stay on the sledge none of the boys
will know where you are. If you attempt to go
anywhere by yourself they will see the trail, and I
won’t be answerable for the consequences. They’re
a low set at this digging.”

‘Then she felt his arm supporting her, and she

had not the power to shrink from it. With his help
she crept back upon the sledge. ~




CHAPTER IX.

Hayrirony began giving commands to his horse in
a tone low but savage. He jerked its head brutally.
The sledge was drawn across the rails, and turned
toward the rocky and tree-clad side of the notch.
There was, it was true, only one track in the snow, but
beneath the snow, which lay about seven inches in
depth, there was evidently another road with which
_ the horse and man were both familiar. Diverging at
right angles from the former track, they began to
ascend almost at once. Hamilton plodded by the
horse’s head. It soon appeared, by the sound, that as
they climbed they approached the torrent that de-
scended the hillside, although their path had avoided

37 .d"'ae:mg at its base.

The ]oltmg of the sledge on the rocky road
caused Mary such acute pain in head and back that
she was forced to lie still upon her place of rest;
but her mind was filled with a rush of new alarms.
Where, in this almost inaccessible home of the spir-

its of the forost, could he possibly be taking her?
81
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‘Where the road led beneath high trees and between
enormous rocks, she could see its outline running on
in front, constantly rising; then it was lost to sight
by turning. It required in her the utmost effort of
faith in the sanity of the man who was driving to be-
licve that there could be any shelter-towards which
they were now going; yet if he were not mad he
must have chosen this difficult path because of some
such shelter. :

Of one thing she was now convineed, that her
best chance of life laj in crouching under the cover
he had provided and accepting what shelter he was
about to offer. Shelter she must have till night
came. Giddy and shivering and in acute pain, she
lay back, only able to keep her eyes open and list-
lessly note the trees and the snow-covered rocks
as they crept past them; and now and then her
glance rested upon glimpses .of the torremt as it
leaped, above and beneath, among vast palaces of
icicles.

" She became conscious at last that some ameliorat-

ing influence was making impression upon her and
upon the locality around. She did not know at first
what it was, but she felt more hopeful; the whole
scene was less cold and dreary. Thé waterfall, when
she saw it, so dé,z‘zled her aching eyes that she must
turn away; then she knew that they had met the
sunrise upon the hill.
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Shortly after this she began to perceive that the
snow around was not unbroken, that other paths had
been trodden here and there. She heard the sound
of an axe chopping and she gathered all her faculties
together in hope, raising hersclf to a sitting posture,
looking and listening.

A very old man—who had been felling trees—
came and stood at the side of the sledge. Ile might
easily have been a spirit of the mountain or of the
forest ; old and bowed and unkempt he looked, and
vet withal very strong and sinewy.. He wore a red
shirt—or, it seemed, several red shirts—above his
buckskin trousers. He stood and looked at the
visitors with clear, healthy blue eyes.from under
. bushy eyebrows. * '

Almost at once another old mfan appeared, younger
perhaps by ten years and of a different type of man-
hood, but still old, long-bearded, long-haired, and
dressed much in the same way as his fellow. Ile,
too, came and stood and looked. -

IHamilton stopped the sledge. Standing before
the two old men, he looked like the very personifica-
tion of the strength and force of manhood in its
prime. Around them stood giant fir trees; logs lay
on the white ground. The air was full of the sound
of the stream falling.

“I am going on up to Wilson’s.” This was what
Hamilton said.
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The older man looked at Mary. At last one of
them said slowly—

“What d’you want there 27

They both continued to look at Mary. II{amilto',n
said :

“T want the shacks you're living in. You can
turn into the other.” It seemed from his voice as if
he were granting a permission.

The old man who had first come in sight now
hazarded a question—

“Where'd you get the leddy 27

The answer came as if to utter it with emphasis
was a relief to Hamilton. ¢ Blest if I know.”

There came what might have been a smile in this
old man’s bright blue eyes, from which the lower eye-
lids fell with a slight enlarging droop, as is often the
case in age. There was no sign of the‘ smile in the
long bushy hair that covered his mouth ; he only said,
in clear high tones—

“Then I'll be bound yer don’t know, Mr. Hamil-
ton.”

Hamilton expressed no interest in this criticism
of his character. e spoke with hard command in
his voice—

“ See here, the lady’s in my care. She's ill ; I'm
going to take her up to Wilson’s to get well. At
least, she’ll have the sun on her there, instead of the
infernal shadow half the day. Now listen! The
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boys up at my place don’t know where the lady is,
and I don’t want them to know. D'you under-
stand 27

“ Amen,” replied the blue-eyed old man glibly, in
the same high clear tone. The clearness of his tone
scemed in some way related to the clearness of his
blue eyes. '

Both men seemed, in their aged way, to take the
stand of artists in regard to life, for although they
looked with steady interest at the man and girl, espe-
cially at the latter, they did not appear to form any
opinion as to what ought or ought not to hasdone
with her. .There was no hint of any moral obligation,
of any possibility of the passions of indignation or
praise, in their aged faces. The éirl, looking at them
with the quickness of fevered vision, perceived that
appeal was useless. Even if they had had the power
to take her from Hamilton’s custody, it did not appear
to her that they would trouble themselves to supply
her needs or to save her life. She began to perceive
now that what she required of other human beings

was not only that- they should not mo
that they should bestir themselves to er life.

These old men would not do this. Hamilton
would. ' -
With the jerk which the sledge\made when it be-
gan to move forward, her head fell again upon <the
pillow. Again the road wound up the southern end
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of the hill; again she watched the ice-bound rocks and
still undulations of the snow with aching eyes. Con-
cerning the place whither she was going all she knew

* was that IIamilton had said there was no woman

there; her longing to see the face of some common-
place worthy woman was so great that she would have
exchanged all her worldly wealth for the privilege.

She thought a little about herself, the self who had
always been business-like, quick of resource, able to
arrange and command, to bend men and circumstances
to her will. She had a sense almost 6T imbecility in
being in a position where her usual resources were, as
it were, a minus quantity, for any display of lively
understanding would only sharpen this man’s wits and
harden his heart. ,

" For about half an hour longer she was drawn slow-
ly up the mountain-side in the brilliant sunshine.
There was only a gigantic fir tree here and there to
cast its shadow. At length they came out upon the
side of a small plain ; from this opening the mountains

" to the east were seen. They went on skirting the edge

of the small platean, and came where the sound of the
torrent was very loud; just above them the water
leaped from a ledge of snow and ice, and fell upon a
cone of ice far below. Close by this leap of the water
stood three small log huts. She saw against the clear
blue of the sky that there was smoke rising from one
chimney. She looked around and saw the snow trod-
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den. She understood that this was the home of the
two old men. "It was like a wild strange dream.

She lifted her head restlessly from her pillow ; now
she laid it back ; what use was there in lifting it? 7

With Hamilton there was not a moment's inactiv-
ity. He threw his whole weight against the door of
the best hut, and having cast it open, he went to an-
other and opened that likewise. From this he reap-
peared with a large armful of wood cut small, and en-
tered the first door.” She saw him come out again
and knock the snow from standing piles of logs broken
into smaller and larger sizes. Great armfuls of these
he also carried into the hut. Ie was making a Tlarge
fire for her. '

She rose, tottering with weakness and cold, and
mate her way through the door. The place was one
long-shaped room with a door and two windows.
There was little furniture ; the chimney was built of
rough stones, making a large-open fireplace at one
end.

ITu front of this Hamilton dragged a lﬁge sack of
straw which had evidently been-a—bed. —She was
thankful to see that he covered it with the bearskins
which-had already covered her. He brought in her
piillows and blanket. He said he supposed she could -
tuke care of herself, and left her, shutting the door.




CHAPTER X.

Mary grew warm, basking beside the liberal fire.
_There was no longer doubt about her illness ; the pains
in back, limbs, and head, and, above all, in her throat,
were acute ; her fever was high. She wondered how
long she was doomed to remain in-this shelter. She
tossed, aching, and thought of the night trains, realiz-
ing that she was powerless to reach the railway. With-
out Hamilton’s help the attempt would surely be
futile; even with his help the exposure promised death
more surely than any other result. .
Hamilton came in again, and brought her some-
thing to eat. He went about the room, taking the per-
. sonal possessions of the old men out to one of the other
huts. He left her such things as werenecessary. One
of the windows was in the far end of the hut opposite
the fire ; from this he took out the frame bodily, cast-
ing such rubbish as he found apparently into the very
foam of the waterfall, for at the moment the roar was
- loud. On the whole, he left her room in pretty good
order, aired and warm.
88
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If the sun rose early upon this southern slope of
the hill, it also set early. The windows of the room
in which she lay were only semi-transparent, because
of dirt and frost; yet even through them, in her sen-
sitive state, she was aware when the shadow of the
higher portion of the hill crept over the clearing.
She thought that it might be about three in the after-
noon; at dusk she looked out and saw that light snow
was falling. She heard the old men return from their
work, and after that Hamilton’s foot came again to
her door.

- She listened breathless. It scemed that he too
listened for a few moments; then he knocked, gently
enough.

In his left arm was a pile of logs cut for the fire;
with his right hand he lifted a dish which he had set
‘down for a moment upon the threshold. When he
‘had put the latter beside her upon the floor, he made
up the fire very carefully, putting upon it. what
seemed to her an enormous quéntity of fuel, but dis-
posing the ashes of the former fuel in a careful man-
ner round the back and sides of the pile by way, as it
seemned, of keeping it from burning too quickly. She
watched him as a child watches the maid build its nur-
sery fire ; it was a relief to her nerves to have some-
thing to watch.

‘When ready to go, he turned to her for the first
time; his face and voice had the same constrained
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enigmatical expre;ion which he had used to her in
the morning when his attempts at fimiliarity had
failed.

“Is there anything else ?” he asked.

He gave her a somewhat soiled bit of paper and a
short pencil. She wrote—

‘“ Please try\to stop one of the trains, and tell the
guard to let my friends know.”

“Very sorry ”—there was little of excuse in his
voice—“ but in that matter it is impossible to oblige
you.”

His next action was so singular that she was filled
with a sudden dread. He took a knife out of his
pocket, and gently, even respectfully, moving the
folds of her blue veil until he found the outer edge
of it, he deliberately cut a piece several inches in
length across the whole width.

He had come into the room without a hat on; it
was the first time she had seen him without a hat; it
struck her now that it was almost-like seeing a new
person, although the character written in the face re-
mained unchanged. His hair was longer than it is
the habit of men to wear hair in civilized regions; it
was so abundant ronnd his forehead that it made her
think involuntarily what a handsome boy he must
have been in those early days when a child is just be-
ginning to look manly and the mother still allows the
curls to grow. She felt a sensation of sorrow for
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that mother, whoever she might have been, for the
gon, although at this moment his action was gentle,
had long since ceased to be gentle at heart. .

It was her condition of fever which caused this
reverie to work itself through her brain; it probably
passed in the ﬂash"of a moment as dreams do, but it
seemed to her a lohg time that he was sawing through
the veil’s end, which he had gathered together and
was holding stretched out between two fingers. -She
was exceedingly frightened.

It must have been very early in the evening that
the men seemed to retire for the night; almost as
soon as it became dark she ceased to hear their voices
or any movement. Previous to that she had heard
some slight sounds, even when they were within the
other huts and the doors were shut. She perceived
that her fire was expected to last until morning—that
she was to receive no  further attention. In the
morning she must, of course, either leave that place
or find some means of communicating with her
friends, but in the meantime there were full twelve
hours in which to gather strength.

By the light of the fire she now lifted the cover
of the basin which Hamilton had placed beside her,
and, upon examination, discovered it to contain a
palatable preparation of apples, which had apparently
been: dried and then cooked with water. The fruit
was grateful to her.
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After that she supposed that she must have fallen
into a heavy sleep, for she was conscious that some
hours had elapsed without much restlessness when
she became aware that there were quiet footsteps and
low voices to be heard outside.

It was not morning; she did not believe that it
was past midnight. She listened, filled with anxiety,
supposing that whoever had arrived at this out-of-the-
“way place would soon make known their presence by
knocking or calling. She had an idea of some arri-
val, gathered probably from the sound of horses’ feet
and sledge-runners recognized more or less distinctly
among the subdy led movements made by men. For
one long minufe she strained her sense of hearing.
Unable to endure suspense, she rose and crept with
silent steps to the near window, keepiag. -well to
the side lest her figure should be seen against the
firelight.

She saw the forms of three men, a horse and a
sledge ; it seemed to her just such a horse and sledge
as she had travelled with in the morning. A wild
hope filled her mind that it was some ‘party of friends

“or railway officials searching for her; for a moment
in her hope she put out her hand to tap on the win-
dow; then fear restrained her. 'What immediately
astonished her was that the party which she supposed
just to have alighted from the- conveyance now
stepped upon. it and drove away. There was no




THE MADONNA OF A DAY. 93

jingling to the horse’s harness, as there always had .
‘been with any other sledge which she had seen driven

in Canada, and, that being absent, the horse”and
sledge made almost no sound as they moved. The
men were silent; they drove. off by the edge of the
* small plateau. She could not see far; there was
light, dry snow falling through the air. )

Was this lonely place hannted? Was this a
vision of spectres which she had seen,” which she
could still see, moving in the glimmering night ¢

Then the meaning flashed upon her. "The men
were the two old men who lived in this place and

“Hamilton. They had removed the noisy part of the

harness ;;they had gone’away and left her in this
Lorribly lonely place; they had gone by stealth, so
that she might not know of their going.

She sprang to the door, and with all the strength
of fierce impulse tried to raise the latch or to break it
open. The door did not even shake much under her
strongest attempt; certainly no noise of her effort
could have resounded across the plain.-to the reced-
ing sledge. She became convinced that the latch of
the door had been fastened upon the outside.

At
A
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SUFFERING now from acuter pains brought oilf-by
her sudden actic;n, she went back to the bed, having °
just enough’ care for her self-preservation to wrap
herself in its covermgs. For some reason it appeared
to her a more awful- thing to be entirely alone in

_this remote trio of human habitations among the
white glimmering hills than it had been to be entire-
ly alone without shelter on track or road the preced-
ing night. Her illness had- done much to weaken her

. nerve. For'a while she kept incessant watch upon
all the dark corners of the room, and lay absolutely
still, as if the slightest rustle might irritate ‘some un-
known enemy into action. ‘ .

After a_few minutes of this intense watching of
the room, she became aware of something which slig™
had- not perceived before. This was that all the -
light in the room was not produced byijthe glow and
flicker of the fire; some of it came from- -the small

" window in the opposite gable, and this lﬁht was of a

paler colour than the firelight, yet it was not white,
o _
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like the beams of moon or star. She was the more
sure that it was really there, and no invention of her
fancy, because she ffequently saw quiverfngs across
- the pallid glow from the window which did not cor-
respond to any flickering of the fire.

It gradually became to her a necessity to rise again
and creep to this furtler window. She could not make
Lerself believe .that the light that came through it

was the light of any fire; but if there was such fire, it
* behoved her to examine it as faras possible. All fears
came trooping to paint pictures upon the sensitive
screen that hangs before the eye of the mind.

When she had tottered across the half-darkened
room, and approached the further window, it was
neither the fire of deliberate incendiary nor the ap-
proaching torches of warlike Indians which she saw.
At first, mind and”eyes confused by a sight entirely
strange, she could hardly tell what she saw.

The hut was upon the extreme edge of the plateau,
and this window looked down into the gully of the :
waterfall. She had known that this waterfall was near
from its continuous sound; now she saw it leaping
apparently from a rock which rose behind the hut on
to the first ledge of the gully some fifty feet below,
leaping, a-white wild formless thing of spray and foam,
into a wonderful tunnel built in a solid arch of ice, but

adorned w1th ornament above ornament of delicate
icicles. g
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The very sides of the g/u]ly, huge rocks, bending
reeds of brambles and shrubs, grotesque forms of tree
roots, all covered with ice and snow, were so coated
and bedizened by the frozen spray that they too
seemed a part of the wonderful architecture of this
ornamental bridge of ice under which the stream de-
scended. )

Now, the strange thing was, that whereas when she
had looked out of the front window of the hut her eyes
had been just able to distinguish objects in the glim-
‘mering night, looking down upon the waterfall she
could see the detail of its wonderful beauty clearly.
She could see, too, the small snowflakes fa.lhng, melt-
ing in the water.

The light by which she saw it all was the same as
that which had quivered upon her window. For per-
haps a full minute the lonely girl had looked down
upon the scene ; now she shrank back into the nearest
dark corner, trembling, if not with fear, with sudden
excitement that was akin to fear. The light proceeded
from a certain graceful moving form of light which
seemed to stand upon-the other side of the stream,
near the base of the waterfall. The form had the
height of & human figure, and it either had the same
contour, or the eye easily supphed the faint outline of
such figure veiled, as it seemed, in a falling veil of
light.

Mary stepped out again from the ‘shadow of her
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casement. She had forgotten her pain; excitement
had cancelled weakness. While this unearthly seem-
ing light fell upon her face, she felt that some spirit
within this form was looking at her. The figure of
light not only fulfilled her highest ideal of what a spir-
itual appearance might be, but transcended it.

~The form standing in the same place moved; it"
seemed to Mary that it beckoned her, for the veil of
light moved as above arms that beckoned, She did not
know what to think: thoucrht bemg in abeyance, emo--
tion was in abeyance too.

As she waited she heard a great sound——a distant
rushing that echoed louder and louder. It was the
passing of one of the trains. She. was spellbound,:
startled to hear the vibration of so many echoes; then
the sound died. She stood alone, more lonesome than
before, above the frost-bound gully.

P

A dew thought and sensation came to her; the
thought and sensation were of pure joy in the béauty
of ‘what she saw, apart from any relation of the sight _
to her own welfare. In her childhood she had read
the story of Undine. A wave of thought bearing the
image and the sentiments of the story surged now into
her mind ; with it she had again the power of a little
child to enter into the region in which self-interest is
not.

For a moment or two she saw in the wild and
hoary waterfall the Spirit of the Mountain, strong,
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incapable of exhaustion, yet with a heart that had its
own longings for love and friendliness. The water-
fall became a person to her; the form of light, too,

was\a person—the Spirit of Spring, perhaps, come
from warm and sunshiny glades in distant lands to
spend the night in companionship with .this her
ancient lover. These two rejoiced, as it seemed, in
the presence of the other without need of embrace
. or outward sign of converse, unless it was when the
Spirit of Light moved her veiled arms, and the
waterfall in her quivering beamn seemed to leap the
faster. .
- Mary felt strongly the poet-ical influence of this
interpretation of the scene. There was another
thought in her mind also, in direct opposition to the
first—the thought of impatient scorn of dreaming,
the- cui bono of restless worldliness which, in the
years that had passed since the childish days in which
she had rejoiced over Undine, had become habitual
to her; yet for the time the other influence, the
reflex of the fresh mental impulses of her childhood,
was the stronger. With the awakening of the more
spiritnal part of her mind had begun a new conten-
tion of the higher and lower within her. Now, and in
the days that followed, the two tendencies sometimes
unconsciously mingled " and sometimes consciously
fought. She was not again simply a worldly woman.
She knew now that if she cared for her life at all,
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she must lie still in all the wzfrmtlf\;v;hich she could
gather from her bed. As she lay fthere, the thing
that remained most strongly witll her was a com-
forting pleasure in thinking over over again the
mere beauty of the scene she had last gazed at. It
was, in sort, a physical salvation that she had some-
thing in her which responded to that appeal which
nature is always making to the human mind to find
rest in the contemplation of her loveliness. Those
things within her which she least recognized and least
valued had risen and saved her Arom prolonged
torture of just anxiety.

Our help comes not from withont, but ‘wells up
from the depth within us. Beneath that depth what
is there? It was said by one of old that underneath
the soul is the hand of God. .




CHAPTER XIIL

‘WHEN the ﬁlorning light was clear upon the win-
dow-pane, the sick girl heard again the sounds of
travellers near the house. She rose again, to be able
to see out of the front window. -

The sight she saw had something of the appear-
ance of a small triumphal procession. First came the
oldest man, he of the clear blue eyes, leading a cow;
the other old man and Hamilton came one beth the

" other, each mounted on a pony, and each carrying
part of the carcase of an ox. It was now apparent
that this expedition of night and darkness had been
for purposes of forage. It was a great relief for her
to see that it had this peaceful meaning—peaceful if
stealthy.

It was a source of real comfort to her that these
men had come back. Uncouth, wicked men as they
appeared to be, still, in the hope that they intended to
guard her, she felt herself safer than when wholly un-
protected. With the relaxation of this relief, utter

exhaustion of nerve and muscle came upon her. It
100
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was with the feeblest degree of interest that she
watched Hamilton enter and make up the fire. He
brought warm milk to her; he even put his hand
under her head and caused her to drink it. e went
out .as before, shutting the door, and she -remained
alone until the short day began again-to wane. By
this time she began to suspect that he had mixed
some anti-febrine draught with the milk, for she had
been able to lie more quiet, and she experienced some
relief from pain and fever. She was even able to
rise and arrange her bed afresh.

) Listless, weak as she was the whole day, she still
grew more and more satisfied that she had been
placed in such circumstances as gave her a fair
chance of comfortable recovery.

Hamilton again paid his evening visit. IIe made
the fire as before with.great and small logs, heaped
with ashes; he put milk and cooked apples beside
her. He did not again attempt to help her drink the
milk ; instead, he touched her wrist lightly for a mo-
- ment with his middle finger. So far it seemed that
he would do no more for her than was necessary;
his manner expressed a certain discomfort in her
presence.

It is always the unexpected that happens. She
was not aware that she had recovered a partial use of
her voice ; she had not dreamed of using it without
deliberate forethought; yet now, when she saw him
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turn towardé the door, she thought of the possibility
that he and) the other men might again leave the
place, and of the unexplained luminous spectre whose
light had shone upon the end window. Fear and
curiosity suddenly produced in her whispered ques-
tions. She could not do more than whisper.

“ Are you all going away again to-night?”

He turned instantly and faced her. She did not
like to see that he grew visibly more at ease in her
presence. He did not answer at once; he seemed to
be considering her in the new character of a lady
capable of speech.

“ Who are you ?” he asked.

She felt the imperious right of weakness, and also
of her ladyhood, to have her own question answered
and leave his until to-morrow if she chose; then she
remembered her 7dle of dignified simplicity in which
capriciousness had ﬁfpart :

He seemed to grow more and more pleased with
the sentiment she had expressed. The natural man
in him expanded perceptibly. He sat down on a box.

“I've taken a good deal of trouble to hide you
here and keep you safe,” he explained, ¢ Stray
women wandering round loose, with diamond rings
about them, are not the sort of cattle that are easiest
to take care of in a place like this. As I’m not under
the impression that you fell from the sky, I suppose
that you must have got off the train in some way;
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the question that is naturally in my mind is, whether
you've got your wits or not, and if you have, what
vou did it for.” ,

IIe stopped as abruptly as he had begun. The
words, “hide you here,” gave her information, and -
of a sort she did not like. She was hidden, then ; no

help could come to her from a community which did

not know that she was here. She looked up at him
with quiet eyes; within she was reading his face, and
saying to herself that there was no feminine art that
he did not know by heart and despise, except just
this one which she used—that of appearing perfectly
good.

“ My name is Mary Howard,” she whispered. ,

He made a slight bow, which had some semblance.
of respect, except that with it there was a certain
cynical raising of the eyebrows; it suggested that he,
too, was on the defensive, determined not to be duped.

“Now, look here,” he said again; “we shall get
on much better if you tell me just the plain unvar-
nished truth. You look to me -as-if you had your
wits. I took the trouble yesterday to follow the
track you made before along the line; it looked un-
commonly as if you had jumped from the train.
Now, if you wanted to put an end to your pretty
little self—some girls do, you know, when they get
iptd a mess—just give me the tip, and your friends
and lovers can weep for a year wifhoqt ever knowing

(SN
e
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that y3u are alive.. I suppose that’s the sort of fuss
a woman wants to make when she tries to do for
herself.”

His new familiarity.was intolerable. She did
what she could to reproduce in him his former con-
straint.

She raised her head in piteous indignation.

“T fell,” she whispered. “I must have walked
in my sleep off the train.” .

The wish being father to the thought, he favoured
his first theory more.

“It’s not just a very likely story; it will be bet-
ter for you in the end if you tell me the truth.
Come, now, I can sympathize with you; I've often
thought that a4 header into the tomb would be a
pleasant variety. You thought you’d put an end to
yourself—now, didn’t you? DBut the snow was soft,
and it didn’t hurt much, and it sounds more artistie
to say you fell.” \ .

“I did not try to kill myself; it would be wrong.”
She threw all the earnestness she could into the-low
whisper.

“Wrong ?”—a cynical lift of the brows—* why
wrong ¢” '

“Tt says so in the Bible.”

It was curious that, as she tried to raise herself
in his eyes, she involuntarily fell back upoh associ-
ations which she herself really despised. -
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He drew his under lip partly under the upper
tecth. She saw his teeth as he did it; they were
dark -and decayed. He looked at her keenly; it
scemed that he did not know how to adapt himself
to an element which he could not estimate.

“As soon as I am well I must go to the nearest
station,” she whispered. “I must telegraph. The
_ missionaries I was travelling with will be searching
the country.”

“ Missionaries ?”” "he said.

“I was travelling,-you know, from China. A
missionary was taking care of me.”

“What is a missionary?” he asked, pretending
that the word was unknown to him.

She élso preten&ed to mistake his precise mean-
ing. “Mr. Burland belongs to the China Inland
Mission, you know.”

“Pon my word, no, I don’t know.” In a mo-
ment he added, “ You’ve talked enough for to-night.
I'm the doctor. You’ll be having consumption if
you don’t look after yourself.”

The excitement of talking made her rash. She
judged that to blend what she had just said into
the trustfulness she assumed would be no loss
to her. A

“Don’t leave the place with no one to take care
of me,” she pleaded. “I was so frightened when I
heard you all go away last night.”




106 THE MADONNA OF A DAY.

Ile gave her another searching look before he
answered.

“You've got sharp ears,” he said, “but you're
quite right; we had to go to get meat and milk for
you to live on, little lady. We had to take them at
night, in case the fellows should get to know where
you are; but—I won’t go away again if you like me
to take care of you.”

“You are so good! When I go away I will give
you the ring to pay for the milk and meat. It was
my mother’s, and shé is dead ; but I know that she
would like me to give it to you, because you have
saved me.”

At last for one moment she saw something in his
face which she felt to be a genuiné emotion of self-
distrust and compunction ; it was lost in that hard
look of self-suppression which hé now resumed.

“What is that beautiful white thing that shines
on my window ?” she asked.

¢TIt is the angel of your mother come to.take care
of you,” he said. There was the coldest sarcasim
under the words, but it seemed that he had not meant
that that should be apparent to her.

He left her, shutting the door for the night. She
lay wondering whether his sarcasm had been directed
- at her hapless plight or at his own perplexity.




CHAPTER XIIL

SrE passed her wakeful hours in considering what
was new to her in the knowledge of her situation,
and also what was still unexplained.

When darkness came she saw the strange light
again upon the further window. She could ot resist ~
crossing the room just oncé to “see if the sight had in
any way changed since the pre\:iﬁus -night. It had
not changed. The luminous form, like a veiled half-
transparent human figure, still stood upon the rock at
the foot of the waterfall. In its light the water
leaped and foamed, and -all the million’ icicles upon
snow-covered ~rock, root and shrub, glistened, not

with a bright sparkling, rather with a pearly glow.
Mary went back to bed with the vision in her
mind as before. It formed the only pleasant subject

for hér-mind’s eye; it’s strangeness had no longer
any fears for her. To-night she heard the train pass
with the mighty rush of echoes, not once, but twice.
It was maddening to hear the sound and be eut off

from the world. She considered Hamilton’s sarcastic
107 :
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explanation of the curious natural phenomenon. She
augured little good from the fact that he could jest
about a dead mother, whose mention a moment be-
forec had moved him-to some compunction. Her
mother was not dead, but that did not matter to her
much. The first dim stirring of her soul within her
had not as yet changed her habits of practical thought
"in the slightest. “She only felt some anxiety as, to
how she could make out a more particular tale of f 1er
immediate past, and the present condition of her
friends, consistent with her boasted connection with
missionaries. All that came to her in the way of ob-
jection to this lying was the wish it had not been
necessary, and a half-formed wonder as to how it was
that she came persistently to deem it her source of
safety. . ’

The next day, when Hamllton came for his morn-
ing work at the fire, she told him she felt better, and
asked him when he would be able to take her to the

nearest station. She was up, sitting feebly upon a
(,halr

Hamilton, who was at the time Lneelmo- be-
fore the fireplace arranging the logs, turned his

head and stared at her, as his habit was, before he
spoke.

“You couldn’t have got off the train during this
snow anywhere along the line where it is so bad get-

ting at a station ; there’s no road but the line, and
- . .
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open bridges on it either way, so that a horse can’t
go over them.”

“Couldn’t any one \mlk alonlr the line and tell
them I am here 2”7

“I am a good walker,” he said, “and have a
steady head for bridges ; if I took.\about eight hours
to go and come, I might manage it. ", g

“Will you.god” ) > S

“XNo, and for ﬁnt you may thank me; if those
boys down at the digging, or the heathens on the
other side of the river, got wind ‘that I was on the
track and you were here, where would you and your-
diamond ring be?” He turned his face as he finished
speaking, with a smile that was meant to appear kind.
“ Where would you be then, eh?” X

She did not believe that the situation was just as
he painted it, but of this she gave no sign.

Before he went out.he stood and looked at her
again. He spoke in a somewhat injured and self-
vaunting tone.

anm

" “I’ve taken a whole lot of pains to conceal your
whereabouts, and set those fellows on the wrong
track. I’m loitering here in a beastly dull place just
‘in order to knock any fellow down who might happen
to find you were here. It’s all I can do at present.
You’d better lie down and get yourself well ; you’re
not fit to hold your head up.”

“It is very kind of you,” she said. She had an
- 8
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.idea that good pcople were apt to be credulous of
good in others.

— Although she had never put to herself the prop-
" osition abstractly, as a matter of practical expericnec
she was aware that-charity does not casily suppose
itself impugned, and does not vaunt itself. - Charity,
then, was clearly not the source of ITamilton’s course
of action towards her. .

One thing that Hamilton said apf)cafed to be
true enough, and that was" that there was
nothing for her to do at present but . to gain
strength as quickly as-she could. That day and the
night passed with no change in her situation, except
that she did gather strength. 5

The next morning, about eleven o’clock, she
was roused by hearing the sound of a voice that she
had not heard for some days accosting Hamllton
The advent of any new-comer must produce in her
instant excitement, both of fear and hope. Without
delay she crept from her bed and approached, not the
window, but the crack of the door. She had heard
the voice before ; in-a moment she recognized it; it
was the voice of the small deformed cynical man
whom she had seen with the other men upon the firs
night.. ’ B

The dwarf, she believed, inherited none of those
traditions of honour to which to some extent
she trusted in her dealings with Hamilton. His
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accent was distinetly vulgar; his voice was bland

and disagrecable; his lisp again struck’ her as
more horrible,in the wild untrammelled life he
was leading, than any other defect of specch could
Lave been. ’

“ How’th Beauty? Come to pay a call on
her.” * . A P

Iamilton’s reply was a suggestion that the dwarf
should pay a call on the infernal regions instead. It
was delivered with a sharpness that proved they had
not hitherto been in league. '

“Thankth awfully. Pwefer calling on Beauty
inthtead. Where’th the dwawing-woom ?”

She took” one glance from her window, and re-
treated. Hamilton, in his ragged fur coat and moc-
casin leggings, was lounging in the bright sunshine
near the door of her hut. He seemed to have come
near that door at the other’s approach; the small
deformed man was paying his visit with every out-
ward appearance of social urbanity. They were both
smoking pjpes. The snow was sparkling on all sides ;-
the sun was shining very brightly upon the peaceful
rural scene. She felt;in a wild impatience, that it

as an evil law which caused the sun to shine so
brightly upon the unjust.

“See here,” said Hamilton ; “she’s ill: it’s diph-
theria.” /

“Oh no;” the cynic spoke with-eheerful assur-

~
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LTy

ance. ¢ Beauty hath not got diphthewia. TPoor
Beauty! Tell uth a better tale than that.”

Hamilton swore at him in round terms. “Think
I dorn’t know diphtherié.?” he asked. “-Call it
what you like when a woman’s got a throat all
covered with white spots run-together, and lips that
are black with fever—it doesn’t matter much what
name you give it ; it’s pretty dangerous dealing with
diseased cattle——that’s all I'know.”
~ _The dwarf gave a low whistle; his serene belief”
‘i.hat Hamilton was lying appeared to be disturbed.

As for the girl leaning against the door msﬁe
her heart quaked under this graphic desenp&loxrﬁei'\,
her illness. Was it true? She had no looking-glass; ~
she could not at the moment remember -any fact that
would contradict his statement. She began to feel
more ill out of fear at the fateful name given to her
disease. -

“ Not fatal, I thuppothe ?” said the dwarf.

“1f she doesn’t have a relapse, I think shell go
on well enough. Whether I’ll catch the devil of a
disease and go to the dogs with it or not, I can’t just
at this present moment inform you, although I have
no doubt you’d like to know.” -

« Been kithing her?” asked-the cynic, in a tone
of commiseération.

Hamilten’s voice had been gradually assuming s
less hostile tone, and it appeé“.red now that he de
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termined, either to take the other into his confidence,
or to appear to do so.

“ Look here, what’s doing at the Flume? How
eame you here?”

“ The wortht of it ith there’th nothing doing, ath
syou mighﬁ»know ; devilith lot of thnow, devilith cold,
and me,“csme thix thouthand milth to live with old
fwiend! Beauty dethendth one evening in the thape
_ of an unthel, vanitheth quite in good thtyle gud anthel,
~ old fwiend ith known to wun aftah ; thome dayth aftah
ith found living in wuwal thecluthion with Beauty.”

“IHow did the poor devils down there take the
vanishing business ?” ’

“ According to the thpethial biath of ewry devil;
main point ith, they think youw've made off to West._
Kiel, or, at Beauty’th inthtigathion, been taken bodily
into the thky or the lower wegionth.”

‘ And the cow and the beef ?”

“Ha! yow’ve got them, have you? Wewy clever,
muth thay! We’ve all been down and whacked the
pig-tailed heathen for the depwedathion.”

Hamilton langhed—it was a cruel laugh ; then he
sneered, “ You did a lot of the fighting.” ,

“ Only held the thmalleth Johnny by hith pig-tail,
while the Yankee whacked him. You thee,” said the
dwarf, “they made out you’d gone th’other way, for
they found bith of Beauty’th veil for a mile along the
twack. No twail either way, becauth thnow wath fall-

'S
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- ing : but bith of Beauty’th veil on wocks and twees—
- pwetty devithe that! Had doubth in my mind about
it. Didn't make any wemark ; thought I'd not wound
on a thum when I'd come thix thouthand milth to
thee him.” ]

There was a silence between the men; they were
both smoking. The girl continued to lean against the
inside of the door. It came to her as a curious recol-
lection, that in any other situation than her present’ .
miserable one she would not have judged these two
men hardly; she would have thought them rather
valiant and pleasant’knaves. In her modern width of
thought she had always supposed herself to despise
the mind which, from some petty personal circum-
stance, should have its eyes closed to an all-round, well-
proportionéd view of men and things. It appeared to
her that, to be consistent, she ought to despise- herself
now for the rage of 1ndwnatlon that lay under hard
~ control within her.

The dwarf was the first to speak. ¢ Well, what'th
the game? Got the athe of twumpth but the a.the
‘of twurnpth ithn’t the whole game.”

Here Hamilton broke in suddenly; he seemed to
rise and go nearer the dwarf. His voice assumed a
~ certain genuineness of tone, a business-like (iuality; it
seemed as if he had suddenly resolved on actually tak-
ing counsel. She could not hear all the words ; under
ordinary circumstances she would not have heard any,
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but the whole force of her nature was turned at that
moment into a determination to hear. She hardly
breathed ; she held her ear close against the crack of
the door. )

“T tell you there’s money behind her. Diamonds
like that don’t grow on bushes.”

The dwarf did not take much pains to subdue his
voice. It was never loud, but it had a penetrating
quality. “ Wath going to obtherve that Beauty mutht
have fwiends.” )

“ Naturally, I suppose she has. Most women with
pretty eyes and diamond rings have an infernal lot of
friends. Says they’re missionaries. I'll be if
they are all missionaries, and she with a ring like that.
Whoever they are, it’s they who keep the tin. It’s
not likely she has it in her pocket ”’—with sarcasm.

The dwarf gave a prolonged note of exclamation,
indicative of the sentiment that the matter was more
complicated than he had supposed.

“Can’t you stop acting the idiot, and use your
wits ¢ ) T

“ Pothe ath hewo; win Beauty’th heart.”

“I’m not such a fool as to trust to her heart. Any
way, I don’t know that she’s the sort that would
catch on.”

The dwarf appeared to enjoy this last con-
fession—

“Pwoor devil! twied to make love even though
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Beauty had diphthewia. Beauty dithdainful. Poor
devil wepulthed.”

“T have not tried. She’s pious.” b

“Poor Beauty! difthwetic and piouth! TPoor
devil, got hith handth full.”

¢ Hang the diphtheria! She’s no more got diph-

.theria than I have.” There was a pause. Hamilton

kicked the snow; then he burst out—*“’Twas you
suggested the priest at the Crees. I sent the old man
to him.”

“Ith poor piouth Beauty a thimpleton?” The
cynic evidently thought that this question was ap-
Pposite.

“ She’s got more wits than will be at all con-
venient, but 'l be ‘hanged if ”  He spoke now
so fast and incoherently, and with such irritation in
his whole voice and manner, that, to her dismay, she
found that she could understand nothing more ex-
cept a word or two at the conclusion—* friends turn

up a straight tale to tell—couldn’t have done more
than we’ve done.” )

The cynic was not made incoherent by any gust
of emotion.

“The very thoul of honour!” he said.




CHAPTER XIV.

THEY were gone. .Mary stood alone. She had
retreated a few paces from the door., She lookegd
about the- log hut with desperate glance; she
clenched her hands, she stamped her foot, feeling
the absolute need for some expression for the pas-
sion of anger which had arisen, yet she felt that the

Jery expression which she made use of mocked her,
because she had so often used the same outward
signs to express small halfsimulated tempests of
wrath which bore no relatidn of likeness to the mis-
ery of deep anger which was now forced upon her.
She felt that if she could have murdered these
two men she would have done it gladly. She ex-
perienced a positive feeling of physical nausea at
the remembrance of the way in which they had
spoken about her, and yet she could not cut them off
in her mind by drawing any clear line between them
\ and other men, whose scheming about her, and
familiarity towards her, gave ‘her good reason to -
suppose that they had talked of her lightly en@gh in

17
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her absence. These men were much worse, but they
were not wholly different, and, curiously enough, it
was this undefined likeness which lent the bitterest
irritation to her wounded spirit. ’

The men who were her friends in varying degrees
were good-hearted and clever ; she was not the least
sorry that she had associated with them in frank
unaffected comradeship. At this moment she longed
for their companionship and protection as a home-
“sick ¢hild longs for home. Her way with them had
been much better than the old-fashioned ways of
- stilted conventionality, more wholesome for her,
‘more wholesome for them; she was sure of that.
Sh& had everywhere K found- many friends among
men, and she was quite conscious that they had
most of them wanted to make love to her, and also
that it was her money, and the free way in which
she spent it, that had formed a large part of the
attraction. She found no. fault with this at all; it
‘was natural, and what is natural is right; but now
that she was confronted with a hideous caricature
of what she approved, she felt such anger that no
revenge at that moment would have seemed to her
excessive. She had no means of revenge; she had

not even means of escape.
An hour afterwards the two men came to see
ber. After a warning knock, Hamilton looked in.
“Well enough to see visitors?” he asked cheer-
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fully. “Got a friend here would like to make your
acquaintance.” 7

“llas he come from some civilized place?” she
asked. “Will he take back a message from me to
my friends?”

“It’s hard of you to be so down on us, to want to
get off so quick again, Miss Howard.” As Iamilton
said this he gave her what was meant to be a sweet
smile. .
‘When the dwarf came in lLe echoed the same
sentiment. :
“My fwiend Iamilton ith a thowough gentlemam ,
Mith Howard, a thowough gentleman, I athure you.’ o
They both sat'down at some distance from her. ;
The result of their counsel was this amicable call.
Inwardly she laughed; if the laughter was bitter it
was at least of genuine amusement. After three days

of solitude the excitement of this encounter was a
strong stimulant ; she was too weak for it; it was like
drinking wine when faint for lack of food; it went to
her head. It was true that she bent her energiéé ‘to
walk steadily over any pitfall, but she did not walk
so steadily as she would have done without the in-
toxicant.

-

“It’s hard upon us you should always be thinking
about going. You are not well enough to yet, and,
upon my word, it’s hard on us to think of losing the
honour of looking after you”—this was Hamilton.
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« Besides, ’pon my soul and honour, there isn’t any
way for you to get out till the snow goes. There’s a
Bridge on the line that you couldn’t keep your head
to walk over—about two hundred feet of perpendicu-
lar space between each cross log; and as to the road,
since this last snowstorm there are drifts six fect
deep, ’pon my honour. Awfully sorry to keep you
here against your will, but it’s what you might call
Providence that is doing it.” ) -

After all, she had no reason to know that it was
not true.

He went on a little more hastily, as if anxious to
avert the grief she might naturally feel at his state-
ment so far. '

¢TIt may seem hard upon you, but really we’ll be
stunningly good to you. It’s not half a bad life, Miss
Hoiyard; ’pon my word, it isn’t. You’ve not 4 no-
tion, for instance, what a fine climafe it is. You’d be
quite queen of us all here if you could think of stay-
ing with us now.” The “now” was used as a tenta-
tive word, not as an adverb of time.

“Beauty and talent and piety would thcore twe-
mendouthly in a plathe like thith.”

She was getting so angry she could not contain
herself. She stood up. and faced them both with
flashing eyes, and lips drawn tense with nervous ex-
citement.

.
“How dare you? Do you call yourselves gentle-
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men? Do you call yourselves men? Do you mean
to say that if one of you were in need of help you
couldn’t stop the train or get to the station? Do one
of those things for me now, and I will believe that
you are trying to help me.”

Her voice quivered and failed. She felt instine-
tively that the calm and outwardly kind remonstrance
which they both addressed to her was the worst indi-
cation of the condition of their wills towards her.
Her wrath was an expected thing, therefore it did not
move them ; it was part of their plan.

They continued to go on explaining to her, in
rough, terse phrases, what a jovial life they led, and
what a high position any beautiful and pious woman
who should join them in it would have. With
phrases gathered from such literature as happened to
have found its way into their memofies, they drew a
picture of what she might become, which was a queer .
mixture of a local divinity and a popular barmaid.
She had time to school herself; anger would not
serve her. She had not yet tried genial management.

She forgot her artificial dignity of demeanor.

“ Look bere; is there any one here who will stop
the train for me to-night for money, and how much
will he ask ¢ I will give my word that he shall have
what he asks as soon as I get to my friends.”

They told her, with protestations, that if it was
possible to stop the train they would not ask for

“ ‘ t
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money, but they hoped she would consider the pain it
would give them to part with her. This pain was
supposed to be principally suffered by Hamilton.
"The dwarf depicted his friend’s sufferings in such a
case quite graphically. He said that blight and mil-
dew would fall upon his heart. .
The interview lasted some time lg)nger. She be-

came aware that the men, while they were improving
their time by arguing with her, were in a restless
state, as if waiting for something to happen. This,
considering the surroundings of .the place, seemed so
very strange, that it aroused frth apprehension in
her mind.

At length there was a sound as of some one travel-
ling up the hill. No sooner had it fallen upon their
ears than the two-men, so oddly dissimilar in size and
shape, began to bow themselves out of the room with
as much haste as was consistent with their notion of
what would bLe agreeable to her. :

She let them go without a word; she was ﬁlled
with a wonder to know what it might all mean.

Some horses were certainly coming up the Wlnd«
ing road of the gully. The sound of voices shoutm«r ’
to announce an arrival was heard. Mary stood at the
window. *

It flashed across her mind now, for the first time,
that since the previous morning she had not seen the
blue-eyed old man. The gait with which Hamilton
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and the dwarf walked away suggested that the arrival

was expected by them, and, if so, they must assuredly
have sent some one out as messenger. '

Riding over the edge of the plain from the moun-
tain road a smallcayalcade appeared—three persons on
horseback—and t#wo of them kept up a strange for-
eign-sounding succession of shouts or singing, as if it
was their habitual manner of announcing their exist-
ence to the surrounding air.

About halfway along the road which skirted the
edge of the plateau the two men who were walking
met the three who were riding. They all came on to-
gether.

‘When they came nearer she perceived that the
blue-eyed old man was one of the riders. At this her
heart sank véry much.. The strangers, then, had been
sent for by Hamilton ; they were not her friends.

The man who rode first at the head of the party
wore long hair falling virdor this fur cap; healso wore
a long black cloak. She could not think, at first, what
this long black garment reminded her of, for it was
certainly very different from anything else she had
seen in these wilds. The man who rode immediately
behind him was dressed more after the manner of the
other men, but with a distinctly less civilized sugges-
tion about His clothes.

They dll came pearer, came into what might be
called the yard in front of the three huts. When the
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large black-coated man got down from his pony, she
saw that his clothes, ill-fitting and grotesque in their
adaptation to the needs of the place and secason, still
bore enough evidence of clerical cut to mark the man
as a priest. She remembered suddenly that twice in
the conversations of ITamilton and the cynic she had
overheard a reference to a certain “ Father” who lived
at a settlement of Cree Indians. The reference at
both times had had a certain relation to herself. _

She perceived that both Hamilton and the dwarf
paid a bland deferential attention to the priest. They
appeared to be making the most courteous offers of
rest and refreshment; they were quite assiduous in
their attention to him, the pony, and a bundle he had

brought upon it which appeared to be his luggage.

The priest, who took a sincere interest in the disposal
of his luggage, looked up once at her window before
he went into the huts. He looked as if he expected
her to make some sign of greeting, but, after he had
contemplated her immobile face for a moment, he took
off his hat. His head was bald ; it had a dome-like
top, and the brow was narrow. His face, although it
indicated good living, was not sensuous. The other
stranger was a tall, lithe, sinewy man, with a dark
complexion ; probably he was, in part at lea:st, an
Indian.

‘When they had all entered the other hut she con-
tinued to stand looking out. Excitement was giving
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her back her strength. Beyond the foreground of the
plateau was a gulf of air; beyond that, the wonderful
slopes and peaks of the sunlit mountains. The high
mountain, in which.in some strange way she had
learnt to feel a sense of property, was in sight, tower-

ing against the blue. It was}he first time since being
imprisoned in this room that she had dared to stand
- at the window in daylight long enough to drink in any
thought or sentiment from the landscape.. Now she

felt again that there was something in this spectacle
which drew her, as it were, from transient things to
some eternal point of vantage from which the things
of life took on a proportion and relation other than
that in which she had been accustomed to view them.
It was not that the things of life seemed less impor-
tant as seen from the heights of the sublime—not less,
but more important, infinitely more; but, the stress,
the importance, adhered to those of them which before
had appeared insignificant, and the things which be-
fore had seemed to her impor/tant dwindled into noth-
ingness. Mary turned away restlessly; she felt that
she had been entrapped for a second time into thoughts
which she had least need of just then. She needed
all her practical faculties, all her earthly sense ; in the
rest of her life she might have leisure for spiritual
consideration, but not now.

For an hour or more she had perceived a very

savoury smell of cooking from the men’s hut, and
9
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she now supposed that some sort of a feast was going
forward. .

Sick with the odour of a meal which she knew to
be the sign and seal of some paction inimical to her-
self, she walked restlessly from the window through
which the mountain cast its spell; to the further win-
dow through which, so far, she had only stood to gaze
at night. She looked down into the gully fraught
with its fairy pala.ce of delicate device. The water-
fall in t}ge daylight was tinged with grey, because of
the floating ice particles; the ethereal flame could
just be seen, and no more, as the ghost of a new
moon can just-be seen in the daylight. She could see
now down the line of the gully to the valley of the
notch Delow. Tt encouraged her that in the daylight
she could see the huts and the sluice troughs of the
digging clearly ; they did not seem so very far away
in the clear air. She could even see men moving
about them. . .

This window looked upon the blind wall of. the
hut where the men were eating, upon the gully of
the stream and the valley. She wondered if it might -
not at this moment be wisest to swing herself down
upon the beautiful but cruelly sharp masses of icicles,
and, creeping~from one icy rock to another, gain the
road, and fly again to the men in the notch below for
protection. Nothing but the fearful danger to life
and limb, the certain laceration of hands and feet
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which such a desecent would involve, kept her from
this instant flight. The thought of the lomage
which the rough men in those distant huts had paid
her was so welcome, so inexpressibly sweet and wel-
come to her heart after the rude familiarities of the
morning, that she would gladly go through much
misery to seek it.

In her idleness she fell again into transient reflec-
tion. The superstition of these men, because it had
saved her, and she believed it might again save her,
had a beauty for her. She began to search for the
cause of this beauty. It did not acecrue to the supey-
stition }solely on account of her own petty individual
convenience; she felt that to look at anything in that

light show‘e’d__‘a lack of culture. For some moments
her thoughts pursued hard after the ideal lying be-
hind the belief.

She turned restlessly away from that window
also; she had an odd feeling that the mountain, its-
sublime purity and its power to wield a spell, had
come round to that western side within her view
again.

It seemed that after the men's meal had come
some form of siesta, for an hour passed and still
she heard no further sound. She was idle, she was
weary, and she grew more and more reasonably .
alarmed for herself, having time to realize that some
serious purpose must be entertained with regard to her.
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She now took the packet of valuables from her
bosom to consider its contents and conceal them more
- carefully. The purse of money and the diamond
“had been loosely rolled with such treasures as she had

thrust into her dress in the sleeping-car, supposing
them to be safer than in her berth. The chief of
these was a silver cigarette-case. She handled it for
a moment as if it were a curiosity, it seemed so long
since she had last seen it. Then she found herself
looking hastily through the windows to make sure
that- no one was spying upon her. She wanted to
smoke a cigarette ; it seemed exactly what she wanted
most in this terrible hour of Waiting. Instead of
doing so, she wrapped up the case most carefully,
and concealed it in the inmost recesses of her gown,
not even risking it with the other things which she
thought might be demanded from her. It was two
hours before she heard the door of the other hut
open and the men emerge. They did not loiter;
they came straight toward her dopr. "When they saw
her at the window they all took off their hats. This
studied politeness seemed like the opemno of some
new relationship with her.




. CHAPTER XV.

Haymizrox came in for a minute by himself, leav-
ing the others standing outside. She faced him with
a full keen look.. He looked:at her also, but-as if he
made an effort and would rather have looked away.

“Iam glad to be able to tell you that we have
been able to fetch a friend for you. He’s a mission-
ary, and has come a long way to consult what will be
best to do for you.”

“I feel much better to-day,” she replied. “I
shall be quite strong enough to-morrow morning to
ride or drive to Red Keil.” She wished to show
that she saw no need for the priest or for the dis-
cussion. .

When he had shifted his feet he said, «We
thought that you would rather have the priest here.
He can hear all that we say and all that you say, you
know. You’ll feel more confidence in him, naturally,
than in us rough fellows. I’ve tried, of course, to be
kind to you as far as I could, but you naturally don’t
put much faith in me.” He gave a slight deprecat-
ing smile. '
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The evident fact that behind his words another
purpose was engrossing his mind caused her in a flash
to divine that purpose. Her blood ran slow and cold.
This man, on whose notions of honour she had so far
depended, had byought the priest to try and force a
marriage upon hers~ Then, with the rushing reaction
of her -pulses, she knew the necessity of concealing
her terror. She knew, too, what she must do—the
only course she could take which might save her. -~

She took his last words simply as if he meant
them. She answered with an accent of surprise.

“Why do you think T do not trust you? I have
trusted you entirely ; you have been so kind. T trust
you more than' I do the priest or the little man.”
She supposed that her fate hung absolutely upon the
motion of this man’s will; only to see him among
other men was to know that his will would be law.
Therefore she repeated, “ It is you I trust.” She

knew that these words were more unwelcome to him
than any other she could have used.

Unwelcome, yet he pretended that they were very
welcome.

“I am deucedly glad that you trust me.” Ie

looked at her, as it seemed, with gratitide and pro-

. tective kindliness in his hard face. ¢ It’s better for

you that the priest should be here. You don’t know

much of the world.” He said this with evident be-
lief in his tone.
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.A hysterical laugh swelled her bosom. He was
the first man who for a good many years had told
her that she did not know the world, she who prided
herself on knowing it.

To her surprise, Hamilton, with the stiff polite-
ness of an old minuet-dancer, just took her hand and
respectfully led her to a seat at one side of the room.
The courtesy was exaggerated. The act was signifi-
cant. It was the beginning of a ceremony. )

A minute more and Hamilton had brought in the
other men. They each bowed to her with outward
deference, each in his own way staring at her with
furtive curiosity. Hamilton found seats for the
pfiest and the dwarf; he placed them on the other
side of the room, so that there remained a wide space
between the girl and her visitors. The blue-eyed
old man and the half-breed stood behind the priest;
the other old man did not come in. Hamilton stood
at one end of the group nearer to Mary. ’

The priest cleared his throat. He haggbeen re-
garding her all the time from under. his shaggy eye-
brows. He seemed to expect that his smallest word
would be of vast importance.

“I hope that mademoiselle finds herself a leetle
better.” ’

He was evidently French, but' she did not take
the trouble to offer to speak French to him. She
thanked him, explaining concisely that she had felt
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extremely ill, but that to-morrow she would be strong

enough to go as far as the nearest station of the

°

railway.

The priest cleared his throat again. Except for
that he sat immobile. ‘ *

“Ah, I regret to tell you that there is for that
two difficulties.” He looked at her with an air of
commiseration, and then he looked indolently at
Hamilton, as if he did not wish to take the trouble of
explaining further.

In a minute Hamilton began to talk; he had
evidently conned his speech. .

“ Father Paul says there are difficulties in the
way of your leaving this place at the present time.
You see_theye’s been what’s commonly called a big
row between the fellows at the Flume and the
heathen Johnnies that you honoured with a visit the
day before yesterday. There’s a deuced lot of bad
blood between them, and the only thing they’ve got
clear in all their stupid heads is that you are at the
bottom of it; so they’ve all taken to’ taking your
name in vain, and falling upon one another, tooth
and nail, because they can’t all agree. Some at the
Flume say that you are an angel.” He made her a
low bow with what was meant to be an admiring
smile. ¢ That, of course, being the fact, it’s odd that
any one should give the lie to it; but the wicked
Chinamen say you are a witch, and that you spirited

R
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away a liye cow and a dead ox—strange fancy that,
isn’t it? Some of our men, again, give you a char-
acter by no means so exalted as either of those. It’s
got about among them all that you’ve got a big dia-
mond—one that would make the fortune of half a
dozen men—which of course is not true; the stone
you have is not worth very much.”

His voice dropped here. He stopped as if there
was nothing more to say at the moment, no doubt to
give her time to betray what emotion she felt.

She had risen, and stood up before them, clasp-
ing and unclasping her hands, not with an appearance
of weakness but of pent-up strength. .

“I do not understand,” she “said. “What more
have you to tell 2” ‘

Hamilton put on an appearance of kindly embar-
rassment. ‘ : )

“ My fwiend Hamilton,” said tk?e dwarf, “ wanth
the moth beautiful of young ladieth to give him
leave to knock thothe fellowth down - who thay
that the moth beautiful of young ladieth ithn’t an
angel.”

_ “Mademoiselle will comprehend that there is no
law—that the snow is deep.” The words came in a
deep slow voice from the immobile priest.

Hamilton began again in the same kindly explana-
tory way; he was evidently makmg an immense
effort to use langnage not profane.

—~——
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¢ The Chinamen have said it already. They have {(
sworn that when you visited them*you were my wife.
They have been assaulted and beaten by our men
because of the theft of the cow and the beef. They
would not dare to touch my wife, or to speak against
her ; but they told the priest as he came past—they
said that if you were not my wife they would have
revenge. ‘Revenge,’ I think, is the best term for
what,they threatened; if I told you their threats,
your . hair would turn grey—it would be a pity to
turn such pretty hair grey.”

“The colour of Beauty’th hair muth be pwe-
therved,” murmured the dwarf.

“ Mademoiselle will understand that to each place
is its own code of honour. -A man’s wife she is

what you call sacrée ; but a woman who is no man’s
wife, ah, it is for-the holy saints to help her!”

She looked about upen them with a sweeping
glance. It was growing dusk; the twilight and the
firelight mingled upon the log walls, upon the rude
wooden furniture, upon‘i the straw bed on which she
had tossed during the three previous days, upon the
little company of uncouth men arrayed before her.
There was light enough to see their faces clearly
enough—the thin sardonic face of the dwarf filled
with suffering and bitterness, the dome-like head and
fanatical face of the priest, the blue eyes of the old
man, the brown passive features of the Indian, and
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ITamilton standing beside them like one of Nature’s
princes, and haughty, clever as one of the fallen
angels. . ) .

She let them see the swelling of her bosom, the
strength of the passion which she could keep under
control.

“ Gentleman, I do not understand you. What is
this talk about a wife? It is nothing to me that a
few poor Chinamen made a silly mistake. I do not
understand you at all.” .

“Take a seat,” said Hamilton. “Don’t be fright-
ened. We'll lay our lives upon it that we'll protect
you, Miss Howard.” .

She moved further away from them, standing, as
it were, at bay.

“I’ve kept you snug and safe so far,” said Hamil-
ton. “You see, I was sharp enough to hide you
Lere before they were on your track. D’you know
what’s kept you safe these three days? Nothing
more nor less than that this place gets the name of
being a trifle ghostly. You see, there’s coal some-
where half a mile underneath, and the gas escapes
through that fissure by the stream, where you see the
light. It makes a vile smell if it’s not kept burning ;
and those born asses below think that the flame is not
quite what it should be. So this is the last place
they’d look for us; but, of course, they’re not such
idiots as to keep off much longer.”




ERTA Tu ke e v 4 b RS

A,

136 THE MADONNA OF A DAY.

«T am not afraid,” she said; “at least, I am not

afraid of any one but the Chinese. There is not one
of the men whom I saw the other night who would
hurt an innocent defenceless girl who appeals to him
” She spoke out fearlessly; she had
drawn herself up to her full height.

“I wish it were as you think,” said Hamilton,
gloomily. He looked down at his feet.

The dwarf sighed audibly.

The priest, speaking his periodical remarks, re-
minded her of an automaton that was wound up.

“ Mademoiselle will see that these gentlemen, so
good to have saved her life, could not tell a lie.” '

“What then ?” she asked solemnly. “If itis as
you say, what then?”

“T told you.that those low devils at the Flume

for protection.

' had two minds,” said Hamilton. ¢ But look you,

one’s as bad as the other for you ; for the grovelling
creatures who are looking for you to pray to you,
when they find you’re a mere woman, will turn all the
more nasty for that pleasant little surprise ; and as to
the others” He shrugged his shoulders, studi-
ously looking away as if not wishing to offend her.

“ My fwiend Hamilton hath ektherted himthelf,
hath defended Beauty’th hut at the withk of hith life
until our old fwiend here could bwing the pwietht.
Old fwiend hath climbed the mountainth and
bought the pwietht fwom another valley. Conduct
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of both motht -hewoic. Beauty, by cunning and
cauwage -ith pwetherved tho far. It now only
wemainth for Beauty to thave herthelf. Hard on
Beauty, no doubt, but nethethawy.”

The priest now gave a wooden smile, as if for that,
too, he had been wound up. He addressed the
wooden smile directly to her ; she felt that an image
Lad leered upon her.

“ Mademoiselle will see that this gentleman has
ze desire to make laughter. 5 To have so good and so
handsome a husband will be pleasurable to mademoi-
selle.”

She let her accents tremble through the room, .
broken and frightened.

“I do not understand. Oh! what\is it you are
trying to say to me?”

It seemed that Hamilton had do ith his efforts
at extreme politeness.

“Well, just this; these fellows may come here to-
night, or they may come to-morrow morning. It may
be the heathen devils, or it may be the miners, that
come first. Whichever it is, there’s more of them
than of us, and they’ll-kick us out without saying, ¢ If
you please.”- You see, they wouldn’t allow that any of
us had any right to stand between you and them, as
things are now. You’ve got to get married; you’ve
got to marry one of us. That’s a thing that’s under-
stood hereabout. A man has a right to a wife if he
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chooses to feed her and keep her. Public opinion backs
him up in it, you see. Not one of them will dare to
touch you and your diamond when the priest has had
out his book. It may be hard on you, as my friend
_here remarks; but it’s the only way of saving your-
self, and the quicker it’s done the better.”

Finding the need of some fierce action at the end
of this speech, he strode across to the fireplace and

_gave the logs a kick. The whole room was bx ightly
illuminated by the blaze.

Mary had retreated to the wall. = She stood before
them speeclﬁess, her hands clasped upon- her breast,
staring with frightened eyes. :

“ My fwiend Hamilton generwothly givth Beauty
her choith,” said the dwarf. .

The priest spoke. ‘ Mademoiselle will see that
this géntleman, so good and kind, is very modest. He
offers to mademoiselle most nobly his name and pro-
tection ; yet he would not make much of this kind-
ness. He says to mademoiselle, ¢ Choose.”” Ah, he
is teemid ! ”

It seemed that, though all the plot had turned upon
it, Hamilton could not refrain fro a short harsh
laugh at this representation of himself., When he had
given vent to it he turned to Mary.

“In short, my dear, so far from sacrificing myself,
I shall take great pleasure in annexing you. But I
don’t expect that to stand for a row of pinsin your

-




THE MADONNA OF A DAY. 139

eyes. The point is, that you have no choice. These
villains may come on us any hour, and we’re none of
us going to die like dogs fighting for you, when we
can settle the whole matter by a simple little cere-
mony.” He had said this standing looking into her
face, very much as he had peered into it the first night.
Now, without gaining any satisfaction from her white
downcast features, he turned suddenly. “Bring on
your book,” he said to the priest.




CHAPTER XVIL

Mary saw that the men were beginning to form
themselves in a group near her. She was willing to
appear for the moment speechless fvith consternation,
and she was in very truth speechless, not knowing
how to control her voice amd manner for the »die
which art taught her to plag. There was a minute’s
dispute among them ; it gave her respite.

_Her mind surveyed like a-flash the surrounding
scenery as she had seen it that afternoon—the:glory
of the ice mountains, the snow-muflled solitude of
the hill on which she was, the apparent peace of the
valley. She could not tell how far these men had
lied to her; that they had lied was evident; it was a
plot, but truth might lie behind. She herself had
overheard the Chinaman ecall her this man’s wife,
and she had heard the dwarf tell of the battle that
ensued upon Hamilton’s robbery. Yet her heart -
threw in its lot eagerly with the unknown danger.
‘It was the known peril which she must fight.

Her lack of high perception made it impossible
140

-
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for her to act the part she desired perfectly, but she
acted well enough for her audience. She found the
pose of the head which she desired. She stood be-
fore them shrinking yet calm, with swelling bosom,
but with steadfast mien. - She lifted her controversy
with them into a region above the mere question of
whether she would or would not do their bidding.

“ Gentlemen, I am willing to believe that you
mean kindly tp me. I am thankful for the protec-
tion you have afforded me so far. If you think that

my remaining here longer will bring danger upon
’ vou, I will go away now, alone. I am not afraid, -
Lhowever great the dangers may be. God will pro-
tect me. This marriage which you suggest”—lher
voice choked her for a moment, the wery word “ mar-

riage” was so odious—“is quite impossible. It
would be no marriage. I have been taught to be-

lieve that a marriage must be solemnized in church,
and by a priest of my own religion. While I claim
protection from Heaven I cannot do what is wrong.”

The men had looked at her, and listened.

“You know, my dear young lady,” said Hamilton,
“that is very pretty talk ; but it won’t save you, and
it won’t save us from being kicked on your account
if’,v%é go on trying to take care of you as matters
stand.” :

She overacted her part, but they did not see it.

“Ah, do not speak to me that way,” she said. “I
10
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am so young; I am so weak; I am so defenceless.
Do you think that any good will ever come to any of
you again if you";force' me to do-what I know to Le
wrong ?” A -

She had a sense that all the men except Hamilton

and the priest were now beginning to enjoy them-

sclves. They had expected a dramatic scene, and so-
far had been disappointed. Hamilton and the prieéf,
then, were the ‘only responsible agents, for in them
irritation at the delay was visible.

“ Wemarked before, it comth hawd on Beauty,”
said the dwarf. =
Hamilton jostled him with a muttered exe-
cration. '

“It’s all very well >—he spoke in tones of injury
—*“t0 ask us not to speak to you that way ; but when
a man’s got his leg smashed it has to be cut off to
save his life. If he cries out that it’s cruel, that
doesn’t make it cruel.”

“ Mademoiselle will see that that which I can do
to marry is according to the law of this country.
A fterwards, monsieur will no doubt take madame to
another pla.ce, where madame can again be married
according to her owtf Church, if she will. Voila!
what more can mademoiselle desire.”

" For a moment her brain seemed to whirl; the
sense of danger was subservient to the sense of the
ludicrous. She did not betray it; it was replaced in
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a moment by a torrent of anger which she could not
control ; her real self came forward :

“Cowards! Villains!” she cried, her eyes glar-
ing upon them, her little figure braced against the
wall.  “You have set a plot, thinking to dupe an
ignorant woman. You may kill me here as I stand—
I am in your power; but you will never succeed in
anything except in killing me, or letting me go free.”

She had afain the misery of seeing that this out-
burst seemed to relieve them; it was what they ex-
. pected. The nervous tension in the room was less.

“1 dare gay,” said Hamilton, ¢ that if you've any-
thing more of that sort to say you'd better say it. It
will do you good, my dear, and you’ll feel better.”

“Quite like the thort of thingth they thay in
bookth.”

“If mademoiselle would weep,” said the priest,
~ mademoiselle would recover herself. She would

then see the injustice she does to a gentleman so good
" and kind.”

She could have gnashed at them with her pretty
teecth; she could have shaken her small fist in their
faces. She did not do so, because she had the quick--
ness to see the futility of her wrath. There was a
pause, they waiting for those methods for relieving
hefself- which they had commended to her attention,
she rousing in herself all the self-control which she
could muster. -~
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Again remembering her acting, she folded her
hands, and looked at them with white, quivering
face.

“ Gentlemen, I was angry. Perhaps 1 had reason,
but it was childlike and foolish. I am very much
frightened of you. I am afraid you are not honest ;
if you are, have the kindness to let me go a\\:a_yA
alone. I will find my way to-gome one who will pro- |
tect me. I am not afraid to go out alone, because 1
am not afraid to die ; whether I live or die God will-
protect me.”

She spoke the words with pathos and earnestness,
but exactly as she would have spoken her part in any
play that contained such words. Of their meaning
with regard to herself just then she cared nothing.

The men were evidently annoyed at the change.

“Look here,” said Hamilton, “that sort of rot
doesn’t go for-anything, you know; it’s just a ques-.
tion of how long you keep us standing here waiting.”

“T do not believe that you can intend to hurt
me,” she said. “I am alone and, as you say, an
ignorant girl. I am sure ”—she looked at Hamilton
—* yes, I am sure you only wish to protecteme ; but
the way that you have chosen I cannot possibly ac-
cept. It would not be right for me, knowing what I
do about the sacredness of marriage. I cannot *do
what is wrong.”

“ Here’s the I;riest come all the way over the
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mountain to tell you that it’s right.” IIamilton
kicked his foot impatiently:

She looked at the priest, and shook her head ; she
Jooked at Hamilton. '

“T cannot trust the priest as much as I trust you. .
Ile is not a priest of my Church, and perhaps he
has lived so long among the Indians that he has .
forgotten what would be right for a Christian girl
to do.”

There was something in the last phrase which
seemed to put them at a loss for a word. She
went on—

“You are an Englishman; you have had a
mother ; you have perhaps had sisters. If I werea
sister of yours; would you urge me to such a mar-
riage ¢ _

“A man doesn’t usually hanker after marrying
his own sister,” Hamilton laughed coarsely, evading
her question with the jest.

The little cackle of disagfeeable laughter that went
through the group stimulated her into the true
artistic passion of the actress. She was, for the hour,
the character which she assumed. If excitement
made her too voluble, if she slipped sometimes by
use of stock phrases into false sentiment, she was
still in the main inspired by such great thoughts
as were familiar to her by reason of Christian inheri-
tance.
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“See!”—she held out small, soft hands—*sce
how weak I am! You can quite easily murder me,
and hide my body where no one in the world will
ever find it, and steal from me the jewel that I carry,
the only thing that I possess which is of any worth.
But when you have done it, what then? There is a
God in heaven. Ah! 7 would have no wish that «;
vengeance should come upon you because of this
crime ; but God has said that He will protect the
innocent and punish the guilty. Look you, gentle-
men, if God does not do it just as we think Ile
might, it is because Ie does it more perfectly than
we can conceive. He may let you kill me; but
what then? It would only be to give me the joy of
heaven more quickly, and to give you more quickly
the pain of hell; for do you think He would let you
forget it? The meindry of 'my death would come to.
you in your dreams; you would think you saw my
dead body walking beside you in your waking hours ;
you would drink hard to drown the thought, and in
that way you would soon kill yourselves. Think,
then, that the dying hour must come to each of you! .
Think of that hour now! If you commit this crime,
there is not one of you will be innocent ; and, when
you die, it will stand between you and any hope of
heaven.” b

She had spoken gently, almost tenderly, but she
had spoken fast. They had let her speak ; they had
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listened, and, although they affected to deride, she
had the first intoxicating sip of the actor’s power.

“We’re not going to murder you”—Ilamilton
gave another short langh—* we’re trying to save you
from being murdered, my dear.” _

“The priest shook his book, shook his head, shook
hirﬁ_self. “ Quelle est béte,” he muttered between his
teet}l ; then aloud, “ Mais, mademoiselle ”

“ Beauty makth a mithtake,” put in the dwarf.
“ My fwiend Hamilton ith pothing ath hewo, not ath
murdewer. Thlight mithtake that ; eathily wectified.”

She fixed large mournful eyes full upon those of
the dwarf. The torrent of her swit sad words was
addressed to him before he could interrupt.

“You, because you have® suffered yourself, you
think to spend your life majsing sport of the suffer-

ings of others! Does it make your own pain less to
make mine more ? - May God forgive you! Yet sure-

ly in your heart there is something-better. You have
a greater chance to be good than the rest of us, be-
cause, with your pain and weakness, if you were kind
and good it would stand for so much in God’s sight;
but for you to be spiteful and cruel is so easy that it
won’t count for mueh any way. Heaven, I suppose,
will forgive your littleness of mind, and I forgive you,
I only pity you. °‘Ah, there are good women in the
world who, if you would only let them, would fill
your life with all the comforts that love could devise.




148 THE MADONNA OF A DAY.

You have been a wicked man, and so no good woman
has had the chance to care for you, but for the sake of
the love you might have had, have pity upon me now.
Do not add to my misery by your gibes.”

The dwarf had stared back at her, but the expres-
sion of his eyes had changed from sardonic rudeness
to fascinated surprise. He began to murmur toward
the end that ¢ Beauty made a mithtake.” The words
were mechanical ; he began, as it seemed, to dwell

upon some new notion concerning her.
‘ Hamilton had -liggened and watched with interest.

“Iam very glad that you can set him down,” he
said. “You’ll be queen of us all here, my dear, when
you can find time to let the priest read his service;
we’ll let you preach to us all day. Think what a mis-
sionary you will be!” ‘

She tarned upon hiwn, not fiercely, but solemnly.

“I will never marry you, because it would be
wrong. I have been taught that it is wicked to marry
for convenience. God does not ask me to do what is
wrong. I will not stay in this place, even with the
hope of doing you good. I am too young and ignor-
ant and foolish to know how to teach you. You think
that you could keep me here alive and against, my will.
You could not, for God would certainly save me to
that extent ; He would give me courage to die. You
are not an ignorant man ; you know what the power nf
faith is; you know that weak women and children
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have endured all sorts of martyrdom rather than dis-
obey God. Look you; I, a weak, defenceless girl,
have this faith, and it is stronger than your will and
stronger than your physical strength.”

For the first time there was irresolution in his keen
eye. That which she had said bad appealed to his
reason. e was aware that there was such a thing in
the world as fanaticism which no man could master ;
besides that, the exaltation of her mood repelled him
where a more common form of opposition would have
" only stimulated him to proceed.

’ __ The priest showed himself least sensitive to this big
word “ God,” which she was using as her weapon.

“ Mademoiselle will call to mind that monsieur
only desires by this leetle service which I can say to
gain the right to defend madame. Voild!/ made-
nioiselle no doubt works off the pain of it by these
strong words, but at any moment the enemies of
mademoiselle may arrive. Voia!” o

She turned upon the priest now. “When you
came first*to be missionary here, were you a good
man? Isitby living this wild life, finding that you

- must make some compromise with the ignorance about
you, that you have fallen so low as this?. Or did you
come here because you hade«such a twisted mind that
honest men in towns would not respect you? It is a’
terrible thing to be calling yourself God’s priest, and

lending yourself a tool to men who do not obey God.
N
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Have you not enough to answer for in the day of
judgment without adding this crime against me to
the list of your sins ¢”

A slight uneasy laugh went round among the
other men. In the midst of the discomfort which
-was growing upon them, it was evidently satisfaction
to hear her-rail at the priest.

She answered the laugh as if it had been a taunt
to herself. She let her voice rise high in pathos,
and grow strong with passionate purpose. “I am
sorry for you all. T thought that you were brave,
but I find that you are only brave enough to come all
together, and put to shame one weak defenceless girl.
You are not, according to your own account, brave
enough to face her enemies for her, and you have
not courage enough to deny yourselves the pleasure
of trying to dupe her ignorance and triumph over
her weakness. Yet, listen now, even though you
have shown yourselves to be entirely cruel and cow-
ardly, I believe that you have done it because you
live such hard lives that you have never thought how
much better it would be to be noble and good. You
have all got it in you to be kind and brave if you
will; T ask you for the sake of a poor girl, who has
nothing in her heart towards you but kindness, to
think if the thing you are trying to do is worth
gelling your souls for. But whether you persist, or
whether you give up this attempt, I for my part will
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do only what I know to be right; I am weak, but
God is not weak. If you save me now, you will put
yourselves on God's side, and He will save you in
some time of trouble: if you will not save me, I will
never, never consent to what you ask of me; and
sometime God will repay to you far greater misery
for this than you can inflict upon me, for all that you -
can do to me is take my life here and let me go more
quickly to another world, which is better than this.”
She looked round upon them all with flashing eyes.
“I will never yield to you. God’s strength is with
me. I will never yield.” .

Hamilton gave that jerk of knee and foot which
more than once before he had given in angry irrita-
tion. e muttered angrily to the other men. “I'm
not such a d—d ass as ?”  (She lost some of his
angry words.) ‘DPreaching and praying idiot!”
With that he gave his leg another impatient jerk,
and, turning, strode toward the door. Ialf way
there, he turned back and spoke to her sneeringly.
“You needn’t distress yourself, my dear, any more
about us to-night; we’ll leave you for a bit to think
it over.”

The priest had come up beside him, and, like a
man half beside himself with snarling ill temper,
Hamilton suddenly began a low violent altercation,
of which she could only hear a few expletives. Thus
talking, they went out together, and in a few seconds,
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with the awkwardness common to minor characters
upon the stage, the other men went out also.

The door had not shut after them, she had no
time to draw one breath of relief, when the dwarf
came into the room again and stood looking at her.

Night had wholly curtained the windows, but the
logs still blazed brightly? only the further part of
the room was obscure, pulsing with the pale gas-
light from without. The dwarf stood in the full
firelight. Above his broad shoulders his thin cyn--
ical face was bent forward the better to stare at her.
The girl stood yet holding herself in-the pose of
pathetic defiance; worked up with the intense ex-
citement of her acting, the mood had not yet relaxed
its dominion over her.

The dwarf looked searchingly at her for the
space of about a minute; then he limped out again.
This time he shut the door quietly after him.

In a minute or two she heard Hamilton, while
talking noisily to his friends, come, and with Joud
strokes of a hammer, drive a nail or bolt into the
fastening of the door upon the outside. She knew
that he meant to make her prison sure.




CIIAPTER XVIIL

Mary was possessed by intense excitement. For
some time she hardly knew what she thought or
where she was. ’

‘Words began to well up within her mind ; her
lips formed them, but she made no sound.

“I bave vanquished them ;-I have done it by the
mere genius of my acting. I have been more than
- an actor; I have been the author of the piece as I
spoke it. What high-flown language I treated them
to! It was poetry! If I get out of this I shall
know what my real calling in life is.”

Her head swam then with vision upon vision of
her pretty little self swaying the hearts of thousands
upon the stage. This brilliant involuntary day-dream
was fitfully mixed with ejaculations concerning the
present circumstances and memories of the last hour,
which presented themselves one by one because she
had been too overwrought to grasp all the details at
once.

All this time she stood as they had left her, lean-
153 ’
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ing back against thelog wall, her breast heaving with
exéitement, alone in the firelight; she was un-
conscious of fatigue, unconscious almost of any bodily
sensation. . _

Gradually her pulses beat more slowly ; gradually
the whirl of thought in her brain was less swift, more
rational. In the transition she walked about the
room, at one moment imagining herself a tragedy
queen, at another wondering when would come her
next contest with her encmies. For some time she
felt secure in her recently acquired power; she could
master them always, because she had once obtained
the mastery. Then, at last, fear found place in her
heart once more. She saw harself and her surround-
ings in the light of truth, without the glamour that
the wine of excitement gives. After that again came
depression, when her plight appeared more hopeléss
than an hour before it had seemed triumphant.

The men had all gone within another hut; now
and then she heard boisterous laughter, now and then
loud debate. She softly tried her own door; it was,
as she had supposed, barred morevongly than ever.
She tried the window that gave upon the front; only
four small panes of very thick glass it contained, the
“cross bars strong almost as the heavy casement; with
out an axe or some such noisy implement she could
not possibly have opened it. She went back then,
and looked down into the foaming waterfall, upon

e
Nl
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the natural jet of burning gas, and upon the precipice
of jagged ice on which her hut abutted. This win-
dow she could open ; it was, in fact, used as an outlet
for dashes, rubbish, or whatever else might be cast out
into the stream ; the water swept all such refuse sheer
down under the bridge of ice it had heaped for itself
below. The girl stood leaning, Iooking at the water,
looking at the spirit-like form of the cas flame,
through the glass. Her resolution was taken; if the
men went to sleep without disturbing her again, she
knew what she would do. She saw’a new way by
which to find egress from this window ; perilous it
was, and yet more possible than descent into the gully
of ice. .

The hours passed, and at last it seemed that the
men did indeed sleep. They had not built up her
fire as on previous nights; no ashes had been put on
to quench the flames, but no fuel either. The logs
that were there still giowed brightly, but they would
not last till fnorning. She was glad of the light at
the time, and content that the room in the morning
hours should be cold.

She took a last look at this interior. The days
and nights which she had lived there had seemed so
great a portion of her lifetime that she felt that some
transition from youth to age had been passed therein.

The foundation of the hut, a platform of stones
lovsely mortared, extended from six to. ten inches be-

k3
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yond the log wall upon the outside. Tlimbirig out of
the window, she stood upon this ledge, looking down
upon the luminous precipice of 1ce]and water over
which she hung. It was easy so to stand while she
had one arm within the window ledge by which to
hold herself upright. She looked at the ever-moving
wall of water, at the flickering spectre of burning gas,
~and, turning away lest hor eyes should grow dizzy,
she started upon the short journey that might, for all
she knew, brldrm for her the space between life a?d
death. A

The end of her own hut formed an angle with the.
long side of the men’s hut; there was no space be-
tween them, but the jutting ledge of the foundation
continued along both walls; her soft bedroom slip-
pers helped her feet to cling to the stones. She had
provided herself with an iron fork which she found
in the hut; she had bent its prongs upon the hearth-
stone; it formed what might be called a toy grap-
pling-hook, and, holding by it to the wooden logs, it
served to steady, although not to support, her trem-
bling steps.

In this way, not daring once to look down, she
crept along the outer wall of the hut in" which the
men were sleeping. She felt herself to be indeed a
timid dependent creature while she made her slow
* progress, hardly breat}nng with terror lest the shuf-
fling sound she made should arouse the sleepérs. She

s

a
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could not hear them breathing because of the sound
of the waterfall.

It was only surmise that when she got to this next
corner the ledge on which she was walking would
continue until she could stand on level ground. Her
head swam with hope and fear before she could see
round the corner. Then she saw that it was even
better than she had believed ; the edge of the snowy
plain met her here, level and firm. With noiseless
foot she tripped to the front of the huts, and for a
moment looked at them in the grey night. She saw
the fire flickering behind the small window which for
the last three days she had called her own. She scru-
tinized the dark walls of the other huts with keenest
apprehension ; in one the men,in the other the horses,
were asleep. She thankefl fate that no dog was kept
in the place, and having paid this duty of momentary
inspection and thought, she turned and sped along the
silent road. :

After her awful journey between wall and preci-
pice, the road of soft snow seemed easy walking;
after her former fear, her hope now rose again to an
exhilarating pitch ; after drinking deep of the stimu-
lant of danger, she had now no sense at all of the

bodily weakness and pain that still, as a matter of

cruel fact, dogged her footsteps.
‘When she came to the edge of the plateau, the

road became precipitous and winding, huge rocks and
1 -
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trees forcing it to curve this way and that, now shut-
ting her in, now giving vast sweep of sight into the
blackness of the fv‘aglley of the river, or sometimes into
the shadowy snow-plains of the notch, with the sound
and dim outline of the torrent at her feet. At every
turn she looked up and caught a glimpse of the flam-
ing gas spectre. Afar and dim in the distance, it had
more than ever an unearthly look. ‘

Before she left her fire-lit hut, she had heard a
distant moaning sound of wind in the valley. The
sound had gra:dually’grown stronger ; all the air was
in motion: After the intense calm of the previous
days, the wind in itself carried the feeling of relaxed

tension and new excitement. Now, as she sped ..}

downward, alone among the night-dimmed moun-
tains, she felt the gale swell and increase. The firs
rocked and tossed Wild arms above her; the forest in
the valley seemed to shout like the assembled voice of
a great host in the distance. 'What was strangest was
that the wind, in the midst of this wintry scene, was .
not cold—it actually seemed warm. She wrapped
her veil more and more tightly around her, as a boat-
man furls his sail, to escape the pressure of the Wmd
not for warmth. B
She did not now fear pursuit, but she had an object
in using all possible haste to accomplish her journey
quickly. It was her great hope that she might suc-
ceed in stopping’ the train. It had been so long be-
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fore the men slept that she had already heard the
rush of the first train of the night—that bound for
the western shore. Iler hope lay now in making a
danger signal large enough to be scen by the driver
of the train from which she had fallen four nights-
before.  She wanted to reach the railway line in time
to choose the most favourable place for her attempt.

She felt herself to be running zigzag on the road,
almost as a ball runs when it bounds #rom the obsta--
cles that bar its straighter progress. The snow, not
much trodden, was still deep enough to hold her feet
firmnly from sliding; but it was not until she had' de-
scended far that she noticed how much shallower and
firmer the white carpet now was than when last she
Liad touched it.

When she came to the level of the notch she
glanced about her fearfully. To her right she heard

the stream beating upon the wooden troughs of the
digging. She looked over the dim reaches of the
level, illimitable in the night: no outline broke -the
whiteness of the ground and the blackness of the air.
Only one road lay trodden before her—it was that by
_which Hamilton had Brought ber from the railway ;
‘but when she essayed to follow it she found to ler
dismay, that it had been crossed and recrossed by
trampling feet, perhaps of the miners, perhaps of cat-
tle—she could not tell. She was fain to remember
the general direction in which shé must go and run
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on. The snow was now so shallow that she felt the
ground an inch or two below its surface.

In this way she came upon the railway near to
the spur of the hill from which she had descended.”

The air came in great surging. waves, for long
minutes almost overwhelming her with its force and
swiftness, as a long wave of the sea overwhelms a
bather. Then there would be a lull, a moment of
peace in which she could walk steadily, and a hush
" in the nearer part of the forest, while she could
hear the roar of the next surge beginning to the
westward. .

She did not dare to stand upon the line ; she felt
that if she did, the wind, acquiring a little more force,
might at any moment hurl her down the steep on the
other side. She had no means of knowing how long
it would be before the train came. She still walked
with speed, seeking to find some sheltering rock, in
whose lee she might wait and arrange the torch which
she hoped to kindle.

So far the excitement of escape and the stimulant
of the wind bad kept up her hopes; now she began
to see how unfavourable this strong wind would be

for her torch. The train and the gale were travelling
in the same direction ; she must hold the torch in the
face of the wind.

Shelter was not easily obtained; she was afraid
to leave the railway more than a few paces, lest the
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train should come. At length, where the hill rose
immediately above the line, she found“‘,;a portion of
earth that sheltered her someswhat. q:'ouching be-
hind it she unfastened from the folds of her silken
" shawl certain treasu}res wrapped therein ;\ these were,
a stick of wood, a€otton garment, an old newspaper,
and a bit of string. She proceeded to tie the paper
and the calico to the upper part of the stick. She
took out now, for the first time with a feeling of
security, the silver cigarette case. There wag no one
here to challenge her for its possession. She took it
out to light one of the vestas which it held in a sepa-
rate compartment; but it struck her with a grotesque
sense of humour that she might now comfort herself
by smoking, without any fear of unpleasant familiari-
ties following the act. The mountains, the forest, the
wind, the river, would not regard her.

She crouched for some minutes, puffing at the
cigarette in complete solitude, thinking to herself how
odd a contrast there was between her enjoyment of
this little roll of perfumed tobacco and the par# which
she had played in the scene of the evening. Tt was
only because the men of these parts were some (iecades
behind the times in their notions of propriety tliat the
contrast between a woman smoking and a pious\ laél‘y
would have been so great in their eyes! And )\ret——
and yet—at the same moment with these thoughts& she
felt a certain satisfaction in the fact that the g\x\'eat

\
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white mountain peak gvas, while she smoked, veiled
by darkness.

She had perfected her torch as far as she was able.
The distant rush of a gust of wind constantly, in its
far western beginning, deceived her into thinking that
the train was coming. In the lull again, she discovered
the deception. The hour was long; she marveiled
that she was not more cold. The air secemed almost
hot about her. ,

At last, deceived so often by the mighty wind, the
awful rush of the -train was loud and comparatively
ncar before she knew it. She had, all through the
hour of waiting, realized most keenly that when this
moment came ail her- hope would .depéﬁd upon the
speedy and skilful lighting of the torch. It would:,
have been strange if she had not fumbled with :rhea' &
matches before one was alight ; her fingers were numb,
not with cold, but with excitement. Yet she was not
a woman to be helpless in such a crisis. She lit the
paper and the calico; she sheltered them with her
shawl until they blazed. It secmed now, from the
noise, that she must be almost too late with her signal.
She started frantically out from the hillside ; the great

vellow eye of the engihg had not as yet come round
the first curve to the west.

. There was a distance of about twenty feet between
the railway line and the hill; in this she stood, expect-
ing at every moment to see the train. A great surge

S
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of the wind came upon her; her torch, drenched in it

as in water, died out. y
She dashed again behind the rock the ragged

edges of paper and calico were still red where they
were charred.  She struck match after match, casting
them burning into the rent of the torch. The thing

-.was aflame. She stood®once more, a little frantic
figure, torch in hand, beside the track, in the vast
solitude of night. The fiery eye of the grekt monster
was coming nearer, so was the great rush of the wind.
It was but a moment that the torch blazed, then it
was agairi extinguished.

She still waved it—it wasall that she could do. She
cast her arms about, and screamed with all her might.
It seemed that the fiery eye was coming straight upon
her. Then the black train was rattling past with a

-noise that was terrible, as if the mountains themselves
were falling. She believed that she saw a man upon
the engine swing head and shoulders out sideways and
look back at her with curiosity, if not with indecision.
Perhaps he could hardly see her in the night ; perhaps
he was accustomed- to strange, half-savage figures ap-
pearing in unlooked for places. She saw the dim
lights of the passenorencars pass her, then she saw the
red lights. at the rear. The whole great noise and
commotion was gode ; there was nothing left but the
wind and the S}irrounding wilds. .

She went back to the shelter where she had before
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been sitting smoking. The very ground scemed much
‘colder, and the rock more inhospitable. She had not
Ilope now for a companion; Disappointment sat with
her, and, for a little while, Despair. She dropped her
face upon her small white hands. It seemed to her
that she was too small and soft a thing for Fate to
mock and use so cruelly. ~ She determined at first that
she would hide herself, and die alone among the moun-
tains. She had ah idea that she would take ré¥enge
upon Something by so doing, the Something that had -
made such cruel sport of her.




CHAPTER XVIIL *~

[ ]

ArtEr a while, Mary decided that the ouly
course which offered. any hope for her was to re-
trace her steps to the digging, and throw herself
upon the mercy of the superstitious men there. She
lacked physical strength to walk to the distant rail-
way station, and she was filled with terror at the
thought of being found alone by Hamilton’s party,
or by the Chinamen. She had no reason to believe
that the miners were good men ; she had heard them
confess with their own lips that they had been to-
gether in some crime. Yet she was fain to believe
that they would not injure her. She walked very
wearily, nothing but absolute necessity gave her
strength ; she was hardly the same creature that,
full of excitement, had come swiftly down the hill
in the earlier part of the night. It was quite two
miles she had to walk; happily the contour of the
land was such that she could not easily mistake
her way.

She had not gone far before she realized that the
15
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snow was passing away before the wind as quickly
as frost upon the window panc can be melted by
the breath. Already there were large tracts over
which she walked where the grass was bare; she
knew now why, an hour or two before, the snow
had seemed so shallow and compact. , There was not
much moisture left upon the ground, the frreat warm
wind seemed to dry it as it melted. =

She began to understand that it might have been
true, what the men told her, that there was no way
of getting to the station while deep snow was on
the ground, because, if it was so transient, it was
natural that no preparations should be made for
travelling in it.

During the long weary walk she heard the moun-
tain stream running. It seemed to be divided into
small streams, that were strewn over the land.
She saw sometimes the outline of what seemed a
wooden trough or spout. She knew enough to sup-
pose that the water was divided thus for the purposes
of gold-washing.

This time the huts beloncrmv to the miners were
completely dark ; she was close to the long low bmld-
ings before she saw them.

She turned away from that in which the men
slept ; if she could only find a corner in which to
rest until morning, it would be better. Two sheds
there were in which animals were kept; she heard
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the sound of their breath and their restlessness; they
were no doubt the ponies and draught oxen. The
heavy door of the fitst shed was locked, so also
was the largest door in the second bailding, but a
smaller door at one end she found to be only bolted
in such a manner that, after her small white fingers
had worked long at it, she was able to undo the
fastening and pull it open.

She crept into the dark shadow of the interior.
Ilere, indeed, it was night, no star, no reflecting
enow. There were animals in the place; she heard
them moving as if to turn and look at her; she
smelt their warm breath. While the door remained
open, she saw a darker shadow that might be a row
of stalls about three fee twithin; when she had closed
it quickly, she put out her hand as far as she could
reach, and touched the face of some creature. She
could not understand why it was tied with its face to
the door. She walked a few paces to the right,
feeling her way. Iler steps were blocked now by a
pile of hay or straw. DBy feeling with her hands,
she perceived that another stall and the head of

another beast were opposite this. She was afraid to

examine the animals moremearly ; she was content to
find that there-seemed to be some bar which kept
them in their present place. She sank down upon
the hay, shivering with relief at the warmth given
out by the animals and the comfort of the bed.
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It was in the dim hour of dawn that she awoke.
A man was entering the door; the heads of two
great oxen were stretched out from the stalls towards
him. Ier first glance at them suggested that they
were expecting food. The man pushed a large
bucket within the narrow opening of the door, then
he stepped in himself. It was such a very narrow
space, such a compressed stable, that for the moment
he was quite absorbed in adjusting himself and his
load to the required limit.

The girl had risen silently ; she stood up, leaning
for support against the hay and against the wooden
wall. It was thus, across the heads of the oxen, in
the grey light of dawn, that the man éaught sight
of her.-

He stopped in the attitude in which he stood, tilt-
ing the large bucket to roll it 'upon the floor ; he re-

mained for the space of some seconds, staring with
wide stupid eyes. o

“T am only a girl,” she began. “I need your
help.”

The man let his burden settle back upon the
floor ; he backed precipitately out of the stable, mak-
ing a curious gasping sound. When he got out it
seemed that he saw some of his companions, for he
uttered # short shout that by its intonation clearly
meant that he was in need of help. She heard steps
coming in several directions.
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She could not get past to the dodr; the cattle had
stretched their heads quite out of the stalls, and were
smelling at the tub which, heavy and full of some
liquid food, blocked the rest of the passage.

She heard the men who had come up, speaking ;
they seemed to be asking, more in derision than in
sympathy, what was the matter. Then the first man
came in again, with three others behind him. The
first man was middle-aged, bearded and shaggy; an-
other -had a beard, but was younger; the other two
were mere boys. The light from the door was full
upon them ; they were roughly dressed ; their faces,
too, were not a little wild and rough.

She was too well trained in art not to feel the
influence of the picture. It was hard for her to
find any words that seemed to chime in with this

“influence.

~

“I need your help,” she said. -“I need to be

taken to the next town. I must get to the train. I
am only a poor girl, hungry and tired and cold. I
fell off the train,and when I came here the first night
my throat was so bad I could not speak ; and then the
man who was here with you—his name is Hamilton
—took me away to a house up the hill.” .She pointed
in the direction from which she had come. _ )
The men, who it seemed had hardly taken in th '
sense of her words at ﬁrstz at the mention of Hémiﬂd
ton’s name became excited. They spoke to one an-

r
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other rapidly, but so low\that she could not hear
them. ) i ’

“No one hurt me when I was up there,” she said;
“but I was afraid of them. I ran away in.the night
because I was afraid, and now I have come here to
ask you to take care of me and take me to the sta-
tion.”

The men looked at each other; they looked at
her. A certain incredulity as to the truth of her tale
mingled with much bashfulness in her presence. The
youngest suddenly dived out of the door. Then they
all went out, and stood together just outside. She
was aware that they did not go away ; they scemed to
be standing togcther like animals taking counsel in
silence. i

She felt entirely encouraged by their faces; they
were not drunk now, as they had been-on the first
night; there was certainly none of that ferocity:to-
wards her which Hamilton had described. She was
inclined to think that she was safe if she could et
these men to do what she required before Hamilton

. returned.

She felt sure that there was need of haste ; Ilamil-
ton would certainly not be long in seeking her. She

called to the men in pleading voice to let her come
out.

They came in, slapping the lLeads of the oxen so
that they were withdrawn, and turning aside the tub.
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She stood in the doorway, and they stood just below,
looking at her.

“ Give me food,” she said, *“and then take me to
the station where I can wait -for the train—surely
that is not asking much.”

Another man, crossing the enclosure and suddenly
seeing her at the door, stood motionless a%moment.
and then ran to the dwelling-house. In a minute
several more men streamed across the space between
the huts; they all stood looking at her. “The tall .
Yankee,* whom she had noticed upon her previous
visit, began to manifest signs of delight which were
evidently contagious.

Before the exultation had spread there was also
some talking. =

“ Where’s the lady been ?”

“ Never went away of herself! Old Harry took
her up to Wilson’s.Z,- 2.

Before the full meaning of question and answer
had reached their minds, the Yankee's jubilant senti-
ment had caught most of them. The Yankee threw
up his cap, and gave a yell indicative of pleasure.
Most of them waved their caps in the air, and made
gesticnlation, suggesting that good fortune had come
to the camp.

It was not just what she wgnted; she had no
desire that they should be so pleased with her presence
that they would not be willing to get her away quickly.
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In this demonstration the men who had first
found her took no part; in a minute or two she
found out-that this was beeause they had understood
the facts concerning Iamilton. They began to talk
to the others in a low tone; they spoke of Ilamilton
as “ Old Harry;” they scemed to attribute to him

almost, if not all, the power that the spirit who

goes by that name is supposed to have.

“Won't you give me something to eat?” she
asked. .

She looked piteous enough. Iler face was very
white; it had lost -its roundness. Iler eyes were
large and supernaturally bright. She felt so weary
and ill that she was almost ready to comply with
any suggestion they made to her, and give up the
battle for liberty as lost. Nothing but a resolute
little will, upholding itself behind all the region of
imaginatiapns and desires which at this hour lay
wilted like flowers and seemingly dead, kept her firm
to the one purpose of reaching the station that day.

At her request for foad the men were brought
suddenly back to what notions-they had of courtesy.
Oune of them, who apparently officiated as cook, ran
at once to the dwelling;hut. The Yankee stepped
forward, hat in bhand; and with the caricature of
clegance, begged that she would accompany him.
The breakfast, he said; “if not tasty,” would be
“ square.”
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She hardly noticed what he did or said; she
walked to the other hut, the men following. All the
sweep of the plain in the notch had lost its whiteness ;
the carth and rock of the digging and the water-
spouts were bare; the near hillsides were green
again ; the ground that she trod upon was brown and
soft; the air, comparatively calm, was very mild.
The feeling of relaxed muscles and exhausted nerve
prevented her from taking any pleasure in the
change ; even the exciting little drama of which she
was the principal figure, lost interest.

The Yankee, lon,c:\er of limb and energetie, had
darted into the hut first, and now it seemed to occur
to him that it was not in a fit state for her recep-.
tion. Ile gave vent to his views on this point vigor-
ously, and the opinion of the company on the whole
coincided with his. She was left standing outside,
two or three of them gdarding her, while the others
inside made a great commotion. Théir excitement
showed in certain wrestlings which took place, short
laughs, and a snatéh or two of song. With ears sen-
sitive to catch every indication of their spirit towards
her, she noticed that when more than one air had
been started for a bar or two, that which prevailed
-was a swinging mission hymn; not that the words .
were articulate, or that any sense of them could be .
said to pervade the occasion, but the music mdde its

own-atmosphere. -
T2
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At 1e;1gth they brought her fh. It seemed that
the beds had been kicked bodily to one end of the
place, in a heap. They gave her a chair near the
stove ; they set a cup of coffee, and bread and beef
before her, on a rude stand. There was a big table
at the other end of the room where the meal for the

men was set out ; a few of the more phlegmatic ate’
theirs while she was eating hers. The tall Yankee

sat and grinned at her“with benevolent delight. One

or two of the others also stood a good way off, and ,
surreptitiously feasted their eyes. ’

Thought came back to her with the strength of
the food. DBoth Hamilton and the dwarf had agreed
in telling her that this camp was a poor one, contain-
ing a set of low and vicious men. Remembering the
curious confession that some of these men had made to
her, she thought that this statement wvas probably true.
The fact that they evidently stood in dread of Hamil-
ton spoke, as it seemed, for their own lawlessness and
low status. They would hardly regard him thus if
they were not under some disrepuntable obligation to
him. /

Her own troubles were giving her a new heart of
kindliness. 'With the power that a stimulated imagina-
tion lent her of standing apart and looking at her own
situation, she saw the pathos in the lives of these men;

- the pleasure they took in-merely looking at her was
pathetic. There was no lack of‘j',respect in the way
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that they looked at her. After her late experienee,
she felt that she loved them all for this respect., She
would gladly have stayed with them awhile, and done
something to make their lives brighter, if it had| been
possible. A dim vision of a higher plane of life, in
which it might have been possible for her to Wdo it,
came to her. That: after all, would Le something
“worth doing, much more worth doing than
home where, as far as she knew, no one love
very much, and working out for herself some individ-
ual ambition, and having her gowns and good /man-
ners praised in the newspapers. Itwas partly because
physical life was at such a low ebb within her that she
felt the craving to do some small thing that wag eter-
nal while she yet lived. The eternal thing tHat she
thought of was, of course, quite impossibl/(;y’;( bat, in
some way that she could not explain, she /knew that
at the root of things the reason of this impossibility
was that she was only a mock saint, nota real one.
When she had eaten and drunk, she felt that it
would be courteous to go out again and let the men
eat their meal without constraint. She told them this
she said that she would go back to the cattle-shed and
sit upon the hay. The Yankee escorted her. The "
oxen, that had now been fed, looked at her with big
gentle eyes as they chewed the cud. The air was so
mild that, instead of entering, she sank upon the door-
step. The Yankee went back to his breakfast.




CHAPTER XIX.

WLt Mary sat upon the doorstep of the shed,
two dogs came racing®rom the back of it. One was
a ragged terrier of years and experience, the other a
huge creature of mastiff and mongrel deséent, perhaps
some six months old, whose strength so'far had, gone
to bones rather than bxains. In front of them, madly
scampering from them for its life, was a kitten. The
kitten, every hair on end, darted into a hole scooped
out where the floor of the shed met the ground. The
terrier, making himself very flat, scuttled through
after her. The huge pup, evidently 11nconscious that
he was three times too big to follow,i charged at the
hole madly with his head, and, after trying in vain for
a full minute to make himself small enough, sat up
and wept with disappointment. Inside, the terrier
could be heard making short runs in the hole and
barking with the voice of an e;tperienced huntsman,
proclaiming that he knew where the quarry had gone,-
and that he would soon reach it. In the meantime,in

a little hole between the roof and the top of the wall,
) 176
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the kitten appeared. There she sat, a little fluffy ball
of indignation, looking at the weeping pup, and listen-
ing to the barking terrier. /

Mary was completely diverted; she had a vagixé
idea that only strange unknown animals lived in'these
wilds. There was something simple and homely
about the dogs and the cat which, like the respectful-
ness of the men, comforted her greatly. Iler mind
had borne a strain so long that, now the tension had
rclaxed, she felt like one who, after crossing the des-
ert, drinks from a spring of cool water.

In a minute er two the men began to straggle out
from the other hut and come over towards her.
They had dispatched their food quickly; tlle noise
that the dogs were making was an excuse fow them
to interfere. ‘

Tears were running down the cheeks of the great

baby-dog ; he was whining. dismally. "It was evident
that, in his estimatiou,g;ﬁot his- own size,” but some
mysterious enemy, had foiled him in the attempt to
follow the terrier. Mary laughed—she could not
Lelp it. She told the first men who came up what
had happened ; she would not let them drive away
the dogs.

They began to watch the game too. The young
dog did not see the kitten above him ; every now
annd then he butted at the hole and scrambled on the
ground with his big body, and tried to get t}xrdﬁgh.
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Nearly all the men came and stood round to see the
fun. They seemed to be vastly entertained at the
interest Mary took in it; that, no doubt, was the
entrancing element in the scene to them. She made
small excited remarks about the absurdity of the pup,F
the excitement of the terrier, and the security of the
kitten. At length, when her interest in the safety
of the kitten became apparent, one of the men
climbed, cattght it, and gave it to. her. Then they
whistled, for the terrier, and held the dogs from
springing, while the small atom of fury in kitten's
fur arched itself 4nd spat at them valiantly. Such
great valour in so small a thing amused them all
when their attention was concentrated upon it by the
pretty woman who held it. When she laughed, they
all shouted with laughter.

This morning. after the warm wind of the night,
was like spring ; they all felt a tendency to be pleased
“ because of the passing of the snow ; the dogs wagged
their tails at receiving so much attention, even ﬂmugh
they were held back from the kitten. The kitten,
under Mary’s stroking, showed a disposition to feel
herself safe. and began to play with the soft white
fingers. The men, at ease now, loitered in half-
worshipful admiration, while she told them the
tricks of a kitten and a dog which she had at
home.

It was justthen that a party appeared nearing the
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huts; three men were riding on ponies—IIamilton,
the dwarf, and the priest.

Mary’s first reflection was that now she was sur-
rounded by men who felt for her nothing but rever-
ence. She had, at least, wasted no time. She could
not have sped away after her breakfast soon enough
to have escaped Ilamilton, for he wonld have met
Ler upon the road. h

As soon as the men saw who was coming, their
geniality vanished. They began to talk to one
another in twos and threes, just beyond her hearing.
In a minute the Yankee asked her quickly to tell
them what it was ¢ Old IHarry ™ had done, and why
she had run away.

The pleasure of bemw natural and at ease was
gone: she became once more a schemer. For an in-
stant she was in miserable indecision, not knowing
whether it.was wiser to try to set these men against
Hamilton by showing his conduct in the worst light, -

or to appease him by concealing his plot and its fail-
ure. Unable to tell in the least which policy would
succeed best, she fell back upon the simple truth, told
as it would be told by a heart incapable of thinKin
_ more evil than was forced upon it.

“I went away from here the first morning.” sh
said, “because I was very ill, and I hoped I should-
find some house where there was a woman who
would take care of me. I walked a long way, and
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the only place T came to was full of Chinamen, and
they frightened me.” (A murmur of sympathy went
round the men.) #<And that big tall man—I think
his name is Mr. Hamilton—came with a sledge, and
he said he would take me where I would be safe. So
he took me all the way up the hill; to where there
were three huts, and I lived, in ‘azie of them all alone
for three days. JIe was ~very-kind: he gave me fire
and food, and left me all alone; but yesterday even-
ing he bl‘oligllt the little man with the erooked back,
and a priest whom he had sent for from a long way
over the hills; and he wanted me to marry him—to
be married by the priest; and when I would not, he
was very angry. So I was frightened; and “when
they left me alone I climbed out of the hut, and
I came down here to ask you all to take care
of me, and to take “me back to the railway station
safelv.”

The Yankee silently put his hand to his hat, and
lifting it above his head, waved it three times, as if
he was entirely loyal to the lady, but-at the same
time he said nothing. All the more demonstrative of
the men joined him in this silent gesture: but they
did not speak. In a minute, l)&\'ing satisfied their
feelings. as it were, by this action, they thought of
the next thing they wished to do, and they all went

- away to meet Hamilton. . L\ .
There was a loud consultation atdthe place of
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meeting.  Mary sat ~till where she was and watched
this meeting with growing anxiety.  She felt sure
that the mer P, Lhad shown themselves to have such
peaceful intentions, could not join in any plot against
her. She tried to feel sure. in spite of lIamilton’s
extraordinary influenece, that they would protect her
at any cost.

In a minute or two. out of the group of men and
horses Hamilton walked.  1Ie strode across the soft
wet ground toward her.  Even when he was quite at
a distance she felt that his step and bearing were not
amicable.  When he came near, she saw that he wore
a hard, tyrannical look. She had often heard the
modern complaint that men tyranniZe over women.
She had always laughed at<it as a thing that was
absurd. A woman who allowed herself to be tyran-
nized over was merely stupid., and deserved her lot.
But as this man came nearer she began to have a sen-
sation that the ground of all her lifclong security was
slipping from beneath her feet.

He strode near, and stood looking down at her
with dizpleasure.

“Why did you run away?” he asked. “What
_was all that canting talk about the trust you had in
me? If you had trusted me—Ilook! the snow is gone
now; it is quite easy to get to the station—if you'd
stayed quiet, I'd have taken you there safe enough.

I let you off last night; I was going to deal fair and
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square with you this morning. Now look! after the .

fool you’ve made of me, you shall not go.” h
She had risen. She spoke in pale, uncontrolled

anger. : -

“I will go.”

He laughed a sneering laugh. It seemed as if he

felt the laugh to be answer enofigh, for he let it stand
for one. )

Kl

“Do you think for a moment,” she cried, “ that
&all those men are going to stand by and see you insult
me?”

A nice lot of religion you talked to us last night,
oh yes, ’pon my honour!—took us in, too. You
really set me feeling quite cublike and sentimental
over you, although I had seen too much of the world
to show it. You did it very well.” He laughed the
same laugh again, and turned his hand to her, so
that something he had held concealed showed on his
open palm. “What was it you said your name was
—]tary Howard, was it $” .

It was the silver cigarette-case with her name en-
graved upon it. She knew that it must have dropped
from her dress during her walk hither.

Hamilton, still sneering, looked at her with a
glance which he intended to show great intelligence.

“Fell from the train in your sleep, did you, my
dear? Oh yes, we all understand. I’m inclined to
think there is some more interesting explanation of
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your descent from the train than that; and since
you’ve come to visit us, there’s no reasom why we
should be inhospitable because you don’t find it as in-
teresting as you thought you would. We don’t have
much groceries stored up, but I think we cah perhaps
manage as 'much as a brandy-and-soda all round to
celebrate the finding of this little box. You would
not like to have lost it, you know. It’s a keepsake,
isn’t it9”

She had lost some of the v1olence of the feeling
of personal contradiction towards him when ‘she
realized that there was a certain logic in his change
of mind towards her. She was deep in thonght as to
how to explain away that solid silver argument
against the sobriety of her character. Custom
makes the whole significance of an act in itself col-
ourless. According to the only knowledge of the
outside world which he possessed, the man was
righteous enough in his attituade towards her—she
had the justice to recognize that. She had the spirit
of the educated woman in this, that she was just,
even when. her mind was sore put to it to invent a
way of escape. :

“The case is mme,” she said. “It used to be
my brother’s; and when he dxed my mother had my
name paut on it and gave it to me.” ’

The dwarf and several of the other men had.
come up now. They were listening with interest, -
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\
Hamilton gave a short laugh. He pressed the

spring, and laid it open in hls hand, the cxgarettes
showing.

¢ And these little fellows mslde,” he said ; « they
belonged to the dead brother, too?”

Her eyes opportunely filled with tears. She was

ot able to bring them at will, but pity for herself at
being so insulted overcame her for the moment, and
she had the wit to turn the emotion to account.

“ He—only died last year,” she said, with falter-
ing voice, *“and I—I have kept them in it just as
he left them. I have carried it about always with
me for his sake ”—here she put her small hand upon
her breast—“and last night I remembered that there
were matches in it, and I lit them all, hoping that
the train would see, and stop for me; but it did
not

Her voice had entirely died away with the last
words. She was wiping her eyes, trying to control
the tendency to hysterical sobs which she felt. She
let her grief, her helplessness and misery, all plainly
appear in her trembling attitude and white, tear-
stained face. She had all her life despised women

\w{o use these weapons in the warfare of life—she
had held it & mean and paltry thing to do; now she
was only too thankful to hear & murmur of sympathyl
from some of the men.

Encouraged by this, she looked up at them. The
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dwarf standing beside Hamilton had a look of anx-
ious interest in his thin nervous face; his mind was
not made up. The murmur of sympathy had come
from the more ignorant men who stood behind the
two. She lifted her eye to meet Hamilton’s. On
his handsotne wicked face there was still the sneering
_ swmile; in that moment she saw clearly—a flash of
perception—that this man was clever enough to see
throngh her acting. He had been shrewd enough to
suspect it perhaps since the first day ; last night his
mind had wavered, but now that the silver box, not
the cause but the corroboration of his suspicion, had
cleared his sight, her dissimulation was by him clear-
ly detected. No doubt he supposed the deceit to
belong to a life and character wholly different from
ber own, but that he was certain of the deceit, and
not again to be deceived, she understood. ‘Some
tone in her voice, some line in her- face, had made it
evident; and now, as far as this man was concerned,
she was worse off than if she had mot sought to
appear religious.

She turned from Hamilton, and looked at the
others with silent appeal. ’ .

Hamilton also turned to them. “When this
pretty lady was up at Wilson’s,” he said, *“she told
me that if I’d get. the priest and do the marrying,
“she’d stay and be queen of us all,, You see, she got
tired of life in the world, had her own reasons, de-

;
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cided she’d seek her fortune in the far West—rather
a jolly thing for us, isn’t it? I have taken a fancy
to the lady, and the lady has taken a fancy to me-—
at least, that’s what .she said up at Wilson’s. Then
we had a little quarrel, and that’s what’s put her in
the pouts now ; but, bless her! she’ll come round out
of it And we don’t even need to wait for that, for
the priest he’s got to go back to the Crees, so we'll
have to.make use of him while he’s here. Why,
- boys, if you come to think of it, if’s a tremendous
" lark. The lady’s got tin, you know—no end of it,
all fastened up in her pocket-handkerchief. You see,
- when she left her happy home she came off for good,
so she brought her booty with her. 'We’ll have the
biggest old time out with some of the tin to celebrate
. the wedding. When we send to the station for the
lady’s wedding clothes, we’ll send for the weddiﬁg
breakfast too. I’ll build a- new house, too, for me
and the queen, you know. We’ll keep open house
_to the® whole 'of “you; and the lady is graciously
pleased to use some of her fortune to pay off that
.score that we all know about. We like to be rid of
old scores.” i

It was this very last part of his speech, more than
any other, that seemed to excite and animate them;
but to the whole of it they had listened with more ‘
pleasure than disapproval. In a wild life it is the un-
expected which is chiefly desirable, and it was evident
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that there were certain reasons why this plan of his
was peculiarly welcome.

All the men were around her now. Mary spoke,
her utterance almost thick with her intense loathing
of Hamilton. o

“Jt is not true. X have no'money. I never spoke
“to him in a friendly way. I never said theee things;

, said Hé.milton, still holding his. audi-
ence by an gloquence which they seemed to appre-
ciate, “ the hitch in the matter’s just this—the lady
showed me her money. How would I know she
had it if she hadn’t shown it to me? And we were
. going to get married as soon as the priest came, as
easy and.nice as could be; but I said to her, ¢ My dear,
I'm delighted that you’ve had the goodness to turn up
and marry me so handy, but Il not desert my boys.
If this marriage is to take place you must gi.ve up alot
of that tin to pay this score that .we have on our con-
sciences—quite providential that you arrived to do it,
too., ” .

‘A murmar of approval went round the men.

“ It was about that that the little lady went into
the sulks—not that she mindéd paying our debts for
us, but she got it into her head that I mightn’t be
what you call ‘affectionate’ enough, thought I was
marrying her for her money. Now, I put it to
you all; is it likely, with such a pretty little lady
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' as this, that a man would want to marry her for her
W ? ”» ; PR

‘When he waved his hand towards her, demand-
ing. that they should look and see for themselves -
whether she was not worthy of his affection, their
very enthusiasm for her turned-all in his favour, and-
they expressed themselves as certain that no man
would need ‘to marry her from mercenary motives.

With consummate skill, playing always upon their

_very admirstion and pity for her, and also upon some
secret need they had for money which he promised
them, holding himself up before them as greatly gen-
erous in being so loyal.to them at this exciting and
romantic juncture of his own life, he carried their
sentiment with him moment by moment.

Bewildered, half-stunned as to feeling, Mary stood
listening. It came to her'mind ‘that she had read of
slave markets where women were bartered away by a
glib, auctioneer. She was like one of those women
now. She had never before thought to pity them
much ; so novel & mode of marriage had seemed to
her interesting and romantic. She remembered once
to have maintained this view, saying that anything was
better than the respectable commonplace. The memory -
of this came back to her like a strange dim dream.

Hamilton’s tirade produced in her almost blank-
ness pf mind. Sometimes she lifted her head, and
said strongly, “It is not trune ;” but he always covered

14
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the sound of her voice with his own louder words.
She looked from one man to the other ; her eye found
no rest: except upon the face of the dwarf. There,
where she least expected it, she felt that there was
some hope for her. - The dwarf said nothing ; he did
nothing. - He was endeavouring to fix his face into its
ordinary look of cold cynicism ; none of his compan-
ions noticed that cynicism was not really there.

( At length Mary ventured to appeal to him. She
spoke not in the former tone in which she had tried
to reach all the men, but'in a (iuick aside, addressed
only to him. = “You know that this is not true ¢”

“ How do I know?” he rephed exactly in the
_same tone.

It was very curious, but as Hamllton was still per-
suading the men, gaining 4 loud and easy victory for
the time, and as they in turn were growling or ejacu-
lating their sentiments upon his words, Mary,: in the
very midst of them all, held parley with the dwarf
unheard and unnoticed. '

-«“You do know,” she said; “you know that every
word I sajd to you last night was true.”

There came a look of almost dreamy reflection
- into the dwarf’s face. )
SIf it wath, it will be all wight,” be said.
“ What am I to do 87
There came upon the dwarf’s face a new look ; it

. was almost like & ‘sunrise. She was hardly conscious
13 o

b S R

ST S ks«
R ek

o
A

Ty,

et
AR




190 “THE MADONNA OF A DAY.

that by these words she had put herself under his
protection until she saw the gréat pleasure she had.
given. » e .
She hardly knew what happened in the next few
minates. Hamilton was giving the men an account
of the interview in which he said she had consented
to marry him, and giving it with such minute imagina-
tive detail that it was difficlt, even to her, to believe
it fiction; and they, who would evidently not have
trusted his word in mere denial or affirmation, being™
wholly incapable themselves of such a fictional narra-
tive, did not apparently doubt its truth in the main.
She felt almost hopeless of making any further
\ appeal to the other men. If it had been true that she
had once consented to Hamilton’s plan and then re-
~ pented of her consent, that was no reason, to men
like these, why she should not be protected now and
allowed to have her own will. It was clear that the
_reason why their protective instinct as ebbing, as
far as she was concerned, was that her character, as
represented in this story, was not one for which they
had respect. Nothing was said against her; she was
merely represented as easy in- manner, indifferent as
to* past and future as long as she could enjoy the
present. She was not at all sure that Hamilton had
not, by some subtle insight, hit off her real character
pretty truly, and it sickened her to find that,-in the
eysg__ of these men, who saw no nice shade of differ-
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ence, such a sketch represented a woman who could
take Er/eﬂ_ herself. They were willing to hail her as a
—~jovial companion ; their protective attitude had gone.
"Well, after all, was’it not precisely the thing she
""had been proud of —that she could take care of her-
self # and here she was left, as it were, by this com-
pany of men simply to do that as best she might.:
And all this time every one concerned was stand-
. ing in front of the cattle-shed, upon the soft wet
) earth, busy, every one of them, talking or listéping;'
except the priest, who, & stlange uncouth figare, was
pacing at a little distance with a curiofsTapt sort of
look, as if he might be performing some half-savage
rite. The three ponies, still saddled, had been tied to
a post; it was the signal for the breaking-up of the
discussion when some one went to unsaddle them.
The sky was grey with cloud overhead ; the huge ’
sides of the notch looked down upon,them ; the dig-
ging with its flame and riffles lay brown and drear.
 The huts were of rough unpainted wood ; the men
wore rough and dirty clothes. The one solitary
woman wrapped her silken veil more <
her, and shrank from them, turning again
doorstgp of the cattle-shed it was 'the only
place
‘that she conld almost have bartered her hfe :
moment for a little space of rest and
gather her forces to resist the next tri




CHAPTER XX.

For a time the u4en left Mary alone ; the work of
the day was to be done. She wondered at her own
defeat. She had been ill, but she considered that she
had got better ; she had not enough experienee of ill-
ness to know that recovery from so sharp an ailment
was impossible until more time had elapsed. She had
not been capable of enduring the exertion of the
past night without a reaction that, even amid the ex-
traordinfary excitement of her present situation, pro-
duced now a lassitude which seemed to her almost
imbecility. -

An awful fgar came across her that some poison-
ous thing mighthave been added to her breakfast to
‘produce her p t feeling of helplessness. She
looked about at’ the men. They had begun to go
about their ordinary morning- duties, not however in’
an ordinary way, for they were much excited; what-
‘ever they were doing, their faces were apt to be
turned in her direction.

She heard laughter that seemed horrid to her;

1= C
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she heard them shouting one to another ; she felt that
behind the ‘shouts was a current of excitement in
regard to herself and Hamilton.

She dropped her head upon her hands because
she felt hardly strong enough to hold it up. She
had heard of people walking in a snowstorm who,
just as. their lives depended on their exertion, were
overcome with the desire to sleep: she felt like
that now. : .

The man who had that mBrning come first into
the cgttle-shed was working inside it now. She spoke
to him. X

“ What ‘is the name of the little man with the
crooked back 1 ” she said.

“¢ Handsome,’” said the man. “‘Handsome,’ we
call him.” He grinned at her as he spoke; it was
the sort of humour that he could appreciate.

Being slow of thought and understanding at the
time, it took her almost a minute to think over what
he had said and say something in return.

“Will you go and tell him I want to speak to
him ¢” ’ ;

The man appeared much satisfied, as if the trivial
- request conferred distinction upon him. He stepped
past her with an expression which made her imagine
he would tell every one he met of the honour she had
done him. '

“ Wait,” she said feebly. “I don’t want the
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others to come around me ; don’t tell any one but
Handsome.” o

‘While she walted lookn% about her at the hills, it
seemed to her that her eyes %,'ere growing dim, for
the landscape grew less distint. When she looked
ap-and-saw-the dwarf beside her, this immediate fear
was her principal thought... .

“They gave me breakfast before you came,” she
said. “Do you think they could have put anything
in it to make me stupid #”’ She lifted her white face
to him, quivering with fear.

 “Why did you thend for me?” he asked. Then
‘quickly, without waiting for an answer, as if ashamed
of his cold curiosity, “ No, Pm thure they didn’t.
You're knocked up with being out all night. Plucky
" of you, you know; but not withe; natural—but not
withe. You’d weally bowled Hamilton over lath
night, you know. Pwetty much all devil, he ith; bat
‘the devilth altho believe and twemble, yon know.
He wath thcared of you lath night, wounld have given
in. Now-the devil'th got hith back up—bad thing
that; and then there’th the cigawetth.”

She felt a desire to speak the truth to this man;
but the truth was so difficult, perhaps impossible, to
explain ; it would need that she should introduce him
to & new class of ideas. She was incapable of the
effort, and to have made it unsuccessfully would have
been fatal to her one hope.
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She spoke hastily. “You believe what I have
said, don’t you? Yot believe that they were my
brother's? You see, when I was travelling I was
afraid to put valuable things in boxes, and- I was
afraid to leave themr about in the sleeping berth in
the train, so I took all that was valuable and wrapped
it in a packet in my breast. It is quite true what
they say, that I have money—a little, not much—and
my ring; but I could not have believed that any-set .
of strong English-speaking men would rob a weak
woman.’ s

The dwarf gave her a sidelong glanqég; Ixe“was
standing meditatively at the side of the doofétep.
He looked a muscular man, except that his face was

nervous look of suffering that implies
.appearance of thought. He did not look

slightest degree towards tenderness. or pleasure, but
into sadness and a mood of reflection. )

“They’d die wather than wob Beauty, if they
called it wobbing,” he observed.

“Do you think, then, that they would let Hamil-
ton bring that wicked priest near me again? Would
they not defend me from Hamilton, and take me to
the trafa 1 '

“Why hath Beauty come down on me with
widdleth $”
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“I did not like you at first,” she said. - “ Now I
begin to feel that you are the only man here who can
stop and think. No one would ever do very wicked
things if they thought about them first, surely.”

“ Wight you are, with regard to them all except
Old Hawwy—thinkth like the devil, he doth.”

She drew a long sigh. “Oh, I am so tired,” she
said. “I would give my life for a rest. Is there no
chance of his relenting? You know him, and you
think—not like a devil, and perhaps not like an angel
either, but like a man who could not see a cruel thing
done without pain.”

" She felt that he was touched by this representa-
tion of himself, by the extreme weariness of her tone.

His words were reluctant. “Don’t think he will
welent now.”

. “What must I do?” she asked, in tones in. which
misery was growing strong, waking her, as it were,
from weakness by torture.

She thought he had some project in mind :to
which he was not wholly prepared to commit him-
self. It must have been somethipg she had said the
night before which had worked upon this seemingly
coldest of men to make him think of befriending her.

he roused herself now to say again such words as

ight decide him in her favour. It was a moment
strong with fate; she did not let her object appear.

“J am so tired,” she said. “I feel as if I could
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just lay my head down somewhere and die. I would
be 8o content. But, you know, our lives are not our
own to give away like that, not unless we have to
choose between doing wrong and dying, and then I
think it would be right to die, don’t you? But it
seems to me so sad. I am so sorry for all these men ;
I am so sorry for you; I wish so that I were a mis-
sionary, or a sister of charity, or some one like that,
who could quite rightly stay and make life ‘-h‘appier
and better for you all. These men—what have they
to teach them the love of God when. no oneloves
them on earth! Ah, I wish that all the idle worldly
women I know could see what I see, and they would
give up their foolish pastimes<and come to places
like this; and just be gentle, and good and true, and
merry in their own way—not singing hymns, you
know, I don’t believe in too much of that, but just
be themselves, wearing clean beautiful dresses, and
singing and reading to the men, singing beautiful
songs that everybody understands, and reading story
books and poems, and having the fear of God always
in their faces.”

She had sketched the ideal absardly enough, be-
cause she had really small notion how to put it to-
gether. Her words arose partly from the generous
impulse of pity and good nature which was natural
to her heart, but chiefly from the desire to act a
saintly part which had actuated her hitherto. She

[4
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wanted now to make him think that she was worth
sa.ving.\ “ And now,” she went on quickly, yet still
in pathetic reflective .tones, “it seems so sad that,
instead of being able to helB these men at all, I should
only have the life crushed out of me by their un-
kindness ; for I am not strong enough to-day, indeed’
I am not, to argue and struggle, even to shriek, or
beg them to have pity upon me; and you say, you
really say, that you think Hamilton"will not relent.”
He made a sound as if beginning to speak, and

" then was silent again. After a moment he did speak,
not looking at her, not using attitude or expression — -

that would suggest that he was saying anything im-
portant, looking in fact steadily”at the mar who hap-
pened to be nearest to them, about twelve yards away. .

“You thee, I believe that Beauty hath fear of
God-in her own face; worth while to take Beauty
to thtation if pothible. Wondered how I could man-
age to get off, but now Beauty’th given me new idea
about dwops to make one thtupid. Have very bad
painth ‘thometimeth: lotth of thleeping dwops—
wather dangewouth twick:” He stopped; he was

+ evidently trying to think out the details of his plan.

In a minute he went on again, attacking the subject
at a slightly different point. “Old Hawwy’th going
to get up gwand dwink, woatht a whole ox behind
the bawn before he bwingth on the pwietht again.
Thinkth youw'll thcweam, and all that. Wanth to
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have a high old time going on to.cawwy it off.
Won’t bwing on the pwietht till after the dwinks.
Wind’th going down; fog coming on. Geth dawk
early here.” He stopped again, as if at some obstruc-
tion of thought; then, after a minute, he said delib-
erately, “ Beauty’th knocked up, quite knocked up;
will need all her thwength. Beauty must go inthide
and lie on the hay. Beauty’th thafe e@gh; give
Beaunty my word—thall not be dithturbed.”.
' She saw now that what had seemed the dimness
of her eyes was gathering mist. She wondered how
~-ft"would help her, but had not strength to think the
matter out. »d ‘
/ “You give me your word I shall lose nothing by
resting now ¢” she asked.

“Go in.and thleep, beth thing Beauty can do;
give my word on it.” ’

She did not look at him ; she looked away where
he was looking, aware that there must be no outward
sign of compact, but she said in a low ringing
voice—

“Oh, I can’t tell you how I thank you. Some
day—some day, if- God saves us alive, 1 will show
you how grateful I am.” '

She went in, past the h;)rned/ heads of the oxen,
and sat down again upon the pile of:loose hay. She
did not mean to sleep; she meant to rest, alert and
vigilant, until she could think over this new devélop-

1
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ment. Weakness and the relaxing quality of - the

mild air completely overcame her. Her head sank
upon her arm, her arm upon the hay ; she would just
sleep for a minute and then be vigilant again.

The dwarf shut the door, and sat down outdide
with his back to it. Inside, the lady slept pro-
foundly.

v
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CHAPTER XXI.

Mary did not wake until she was aroused by a
voice. She saw the dwarf standing in the dim light
of the shed. ~One of the oxen was -stretching out its
long nose over his shounlder, expecting him to furnish
food. The dwsrf took not the slightest notice of the
animal ; he was«}ookxvpg at Mary with a strange ex-
pression of excitement.

He made a gesture ; he said a word—* Come.”

She could not gather her mind at first to under-
stand, for it seemed but a minute or two since she had
been talking to him before ; yet she always remem-
bered afterwards how, in that dazed moment, he had
appeared to her—the short broad sinewy form, elate
as it-seemed with a big thought of some sort ; the thin
white suffering face looking singularly happy, not at
all with the happiness of pleasure, but with a joy in ¢
which pride and sorrow were mingled, and, curiously
enough, it seemed the pride was not in anythmg he
had done, but in her.

“Why should he be prond of me?” she thought




202 THE MADONNA OF A DAY.

to herself. It was her first dlstmct wakmg thought.
“ Proud of me! why %”

“Come!” he said again.

She staggered to her feet, pushing her soft dark
hair back from her face with both hands, passing her
fingers across her eyes,as if to clear her vision. He
went out of the shed ; she followed him. A

Three of the men were staliding By the door. " As
she glanced from face to face, she saw that they were

. the best of the men; the ta]l Yankee was there, and

two of the boys; they were holding two ponies sad-
dled. It was, perhaps, about three in the short winter
afternoon. A white fog had gathered everywhere in
‘the air ; it was not dense, but it shut out the hills. She
. *looked about all the other buildings with swift ap-
prehension, wondering what ghe “was to -understand.
_Except the men at the door,there was no sign of life
anywhere ; the two dogs lay sleeping as if they were
dead. . )

The dwarf betra.yed excitement ; he began to bustle
Pulling the nearest pony close to her, he pointed out
a rude horn which they had fastened apon the saddle
to make it possible for a woman to sit sideways upon
it. He told her that she must mount at once, and they
must be off.

As she was clumsily mounting, the°y told her-what
 had been done. A narcotic had been mixed with the
men’s dinner. Handsome had not dared to put in any
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quantity  which might have lasting effect. It was
impossible to say how much Hamilton and his friends
had taken, even of the portion given them. They
were in a, lethargic state now, but no one could tell
how long it would last. The three accomplices were
going to feign sleep whep- the others awakened. -

“J guess most ladies can ride when something de-
pends op it,” said the Yankee. He gave the reins
into her hand. *Steady now! Don’t give him his
head. You've got a mighty lot of saving yourself to
do, managing that pony. No one can dé it for you.”

There was no time lost. The dwarf rode on in
front. Even in the excitement of feeling the fantas-
tic strangeness of the deep sleep that had fallen on the
busy set¥lement, even in the fear of riding off into un-
known wilds in the gathering fog, upon a horse that
she did not know, with & man whom she had not
much reason to trust—even then Mary’s eye caught
gomething in ‘the faces of the men standing be-
side her that made her feel again the pathos of
their life.

All three men were eager that she should be gone ;
yet she held her reins tight while she leaned over and
shook hands with each. One hard hand after dhiother
held hers. She looked in their faces, and she had again
a glimpse of a vision of power quite different from
that on which she had thought When she had con-
ceived of herself as an actress, different indeed from
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any exaltation conjured up in her brain by the
strength of vanity.

As a rider the dwarf was fearless. As soon as
they were nearly out of sound of the huts, he ‘asked
her if she could gallop as far as the railway, for it
was the best bit of road they would have.

After that they went through the plain of the
notch as'a gust of wind or a cloud of dust travels.
The rude wooden horn that they had screwed upon
a man’s saddle enabled her to cling ¢ her seat. It
was a mere matter of clinging; there was no ease in
the grasp which her knee had around it; and yet she
did not think of this; if it gave her pain she did not
know it. In that ﬁrst two miles’ dash of . speed she
had but one distinet thought; all others were like
spectres of thought th§ -floated by. Her distinct
thought was, that her @ony‘, had got his head, and
that she had no reason to suppose that when she
reached the embankment she could check him. The
thoughts that passed like spectres were picturings of
the curious thing that was taking place, for, as the
dwarf rode in front, he was more like a misty thing
of poetic lore than a real body—so dim the mist
made their figures. It seemed to her that they two.
were like ghosts in stories such as she had sometimes
heard of—stories of glens or highways, haunted
always by the passing of some typical figures who
had at some time impressed themselves upon the
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imagination of the race by the striking relation they

bore to some side of life or death. She and her
companion, galloping madly down this misty echoing
waste, were perhaps translated already into the region
of types and ideals—he a wicked man, deformed
body and soul, with just that spark of true life left
in Mim that enabled him for once to reverence and
save & woman he deemed good, and she & woman
unworthy of his reverence. While the wild excite- -
ment of the racing ponies communicated itself to her
nerves, she saw herself passing swift like a ghost in
the mist, a'degraded mixture of good and evil—good,
because a certain level of goodness had been hers by
birth, forced upon her from without; evil desper-
ately evil, because she had sought to rise no higher.

Some wild cattle near their path caught the ex-
citement of the gallop.” She heard their heavy feet
rushing madly; she "did not see them. The sounds
they made added to the ghostliness. The mist was
denser here; she began to wonder how dense the
mist of death would be. 'Was she riding swift,
direct, into the region of ghosts which comes after
death 2

‘When they neared the railway line, the dwarf, see-

ing that she had lost control of her pony, brought his
own up with it and caught her bridle. Then she
knew that the excitement of the gallopmg had given

ber foolish fancies.
14
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The dwarf continued to lead her pony down the
other side of the embankment and across the bridge.
Between the bank of the river and the edge of the
forest she saw there was a road which had not- ap-
peared while the snow lay. Along thls they turned,
toward the west.

Great boulders of the river bank'acould be seen
to the right hand, and to the left the outskirts of the
green forest;-beyond that it was mist. They heard
the river rushing loudly,-but could not descry its
movement. They heard birds and squirrels, enliv-
ened by the mild weather, amorg the trees, but could
not see them. Pretty soon the roaa tarned com-
pletely into the forest.

They were riding upon such e;oad as she had
walked on t6 the Chinese Settlement, but now the

ground was moist and dark underfoot. The trees
~“were dripping with the moisture of evaporation.
Twilight here bhad her lair, from which she was

presently going forth to the open regions of the
" earth. The great trees in the mist looked greater
than they had done in the morning light; to eyes
unaccustomed to their greatness it was an unearthly
enchanted place. The firs held their shelves of shade
motionless above ; the cedars swept their long fans of
green downward to the earth. The prostrate logs
of a former growth of trees had been hewn away
from the trail; the ground underneath was firm
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enough, strewn with the droppings of cedar, and
hemlock, and fir. The footsteps of the ponies were
almost noiseless upon it; huge crows that dived
above among the billows of evergreen branches made:
more noise, and so did/tahe scolding squirrels. In
front of her, through the mist, the dwarf rode on.
They were riding quickly, but not with all speed
as before. Mary felt now the pain of her knee round
the misshapen pummel- of her saddle ; it was sharp,
but it did not distress her. That slie was going away

from unendurable persecution gave her perfect con-
solation ; where, exactly, she was going she did not
know. She was following the dwarf with absolute
trust, yet, when she™came to reason the matter, she

& <descried little ground for confidence. . This brought
=her to the contemplation of the dwarf s a person,
rather than as a tool.

She felt that she must talk to him, if omly to
discover where he was leading her, and yet‘ﬁ)e had
grown almost more curious now to discover what he
was thinking of, and why he kept silence, always
looking on before.

Her spirits were high. For the first time in these
.dreary days she felt comparatively at ease with her
companion, and her manner at once became natural.

In her normal condition, although she thought noth- . .
ing of fibbing, she was an honest little person. Only ¢
what she deemed necessity had mad{ her appear other
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than she was.” Ier natural sociability and good-heart-
edness now came uppermost, but was mingled with
the impulse to make herself as safe as possible by
working upon his sympathy.

She called to him; she knew only one. mode of
address. “Handsowme,” she called; *oh, Handsome!
I am almost afraid I cannot ride so fast much far-
ther.”

The dwarf peered apprehensively behind.

“Do you think,” she asked, “that he will follow
us?”

There was no doubt with either of them to whom
the pronoun referred.

" Handsome merely said, “ If he wakth up.”

“You can’t tell how long he will sleep?” she
“asked, still in a talkative humour.

“Don’t know how many dwopth of thtuff he
thwallowed.”

She had a curious feeling all this time that she

. had broken into some high dream in which he had S
been indulging ; that she was losing something of his
respect, merely because she wanted to talk; yet she
could not go back to silence. It was fast growing
dark ; crows and squirrels were silent ; it would soon
be deep night, and the thought was terrible, unless
she could find out something of what was passing in
the man’s mind. :

“I will not grow tired,” she said humbly. «I
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will ride as far and as fast as you want me to. I
know it is for my sake you are doing it, and I am so
thankful to you.”

She heard, or thought she heard, him begin his
next words in a tenderer tone, but he hastily reas-
sumed that of light cynicism.

“ Beauty mutht go on widing; hard on Beauty;
not tho hard ath being caught.”

- Phrases likeé these falling from his lips had so im-
pressed themselves upon her mind in hours of terror,
and those hours had seemed, or really been, so long a
part of her lifetime, that it seemed entirely familiar
to her to hear his speech. All that was odd about
it was that her whole relation to him had changed.
They were now friends, huddling together, as it were,
in fear of a common enemy. ’

4 Twemendouthly lucky hour,” remarked the
dwarf; “pitth dark in a minute, and the fog—don’t
‘have a fog like thith wonthe a year. But bletht if I
know how we’re to get to the thation.” ‘

The very real difficulty of the way mow. struck
her forcibly ; hitherto she had left its consideration
entirely to him.~

“I was so glad, so very glad, to get away,”
she said, “that I have thought of nothing else,
so far.”

“Woad leadth thwough the canyon,” said the
dwarf; and the grim way in which he said it made
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her know that the canyon offered no easy pass for
the horses. Moreover, the terseness of his plrases
began to give her a feeling of new timidity towards
him. She began, then, and afterwards, to understand,
though from no word of his, that he was making
more of a sacrifice, in some way, for her than she
knew or could know. She felt that, in her transient
relation to him, it was useless to attempt to investi-
gate this. It only remained a dim fact, shadowing
her dealings with him, and producing in her a new
humility.

“Is it very difficult to get through the canyon ?”
she asked, as a child would.

“'When there’th light, jutht wide on the woad till
one getth thwough ; only four mileth; thlow work,
but one getth to the other end. When itth dark ath
pitth, madneth to twy; wockth and the wiver about
fifty feet beneath; wockth about theven hundred
feet above—madneth to twy.”

“ What are you going to do?” She felt that her
voice came rather faintly.

“ There’th a houthe, if I can find it. Beauty may
weth athured I will do my betht to find it.”

There was almost a solemnity in his words, which
reminded her that he had said he believed she had
the fear of God in her face. She took courage; how-
ever absurd his reverence for her might-be, she be-
lieved it would bring her to safety. ’
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¢ Are there—are there nice people in the house 2”
she asked. “Is there a woman in it?”

“ Keep Beauty outtlnde all night.wather than take
her where the folkth aren’t nithe.”

If he spokg in an assured tone, he also spoke -
sadly, and this- sadness dnde ‘cpmstraint of his made her
feel that unnecessary talking was out of p]ace

The pony brushed her § so close to a trunk of a tree
that she checked him with cry of fear. '

 Beatht can’t’ thee,” observed the dwarf.

‘Whereupon he got down, and led both-his pony
and hers;, not that he could see as well as they, but
that he had got a better knowledge of the space re-
quired for a woman to ride in. .

She knew from his height, from the awkwardness
of his gait, that his present progress, holding an arm
to either pony, must be laborious and painful to him.
She wanted to tell him how grateful she was, and
found in herself no expression that appeared to fit
the circumstances and his sad mood.

“We're not going faster than I can walk,” she
said at length. “I can lead my own horse ; it would
rest me to get down and walk.” This last was to
make him think that her offer didanot imply recogni-
tion of his deformity.

But he would not let her walk ; he gave as excuse
that the animals would not walk quietly, and she
might be injured by their feet. In truth, the ponies
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- did not walk quie’d—y; but she was quite aware that

under the dwarf’s refusal lay a stronger reason than
any he had given : exactly what it was she did not
know, but she perceived that he did not want- her
upon the ground beside him. In his mind he had
placed her on some level of life wholly different from
his own—a creature to be cared for as he would have
cared for a little child, to be worshipped as he would
have worshipped an angel. It was not her best judg-
ment that this ‘was the right relation of woman to
man, and yet she wrapped herself in this ideal of his
only too thankfully.

There was not, a sound in the ‘darkness but the
roaring of the Aver. It, wis so dark that it was
almost impossible for her to realize that as yet it
could not be six o’clock. They were travelling
through the heart of the kingdom of solitude.

=
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CHAPTER XXII

THE road turned out from under the trees. She
was aware of this by a slight lightening of the op-
pressive darkness; the mist was still such that they
could see nothing. The dwarf stopped irresolute.

“ Owoss woad somewhere about here,” he mur-

" mured.

“ Oh, do you think we can find it?” she asked.
She knew it was a foolish question, but he was very
patient with her. ’

«Happier if I knew,” he replied, meditatively.
" Haven’t been very long in thethe partth.”
v He bad hardly said this when. his‘band sudden]y

uttexed no word at first, but she felt that the ]erk was
involuntary, the result of nervous shock. She knew
that he hardly breathed for a moment or two after’
the ponies were quiet again. = They turned their
heads backward, as if listening ; shé seemed to feel
the listening of the whole group. Another moment

- and she too heard.
213
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There was the sound of a horse coming after
them ; it was coming fast down the long lane between
the trees.

She felt herself lifted down from her pony; the
dwarf’s nervous temperament was such that in his
excitement he did not know what he did. After he
had pulled her down he stood for a moment with
both arms round her, in agony of protective fear, just
as he would have embraced a darling child which
sofne one was going to take from him. A minute
afterwards he did not know that he had done this;
she thought it probable that he never knew.

‘While he still held her, he said, “ Wun 1nto the
twees stwaight in fwont. Logth lying on the
ground ; cwal over them quick, far ath you can, and
lie down between two. Keep quiet.”

She felt him put the reins of both ponies over his

_arms ; both the animals began to dance. She lost not

a moment in extricating herself from the group: she
rushed in between the standing trees; she flung her-
self over the fallen logs. These lay for the most part
in one direction, so that after  crossing a few she knew
which way they were likely to lie, and what was the
depth of the gap between them. Fortunately in the
mist sound carried very far; it was full five minutes
after they heard the horse behind them before it
came parallel with her on the rofd. By this time she
was lying, as she had been told to, upon the ground,




THE MADONNA OF A DAY. 215

between two prostrate decaying trees. She was con-
scious now that during her own rapid progress she
had heard the dwarf and the ponies moving also;
they, too, were now quite silent.

She knew that the man who was riding upon that
other horse was mad; on such a road no one but a
madman could have ridder thus. No “word had

passed between her and the dwarf as to who followed._ .

them, but no doubt had arisen in her mind. Had
Hamilton a dog? Had he a lantern? She did not
dare to raise her head to look for the light.

The pursuer stopped where the road turned out

of the forest. At first she thought nothing but that o

he’had stopped because he had come upon the dwarf
or the ponies. .

There came a pause in which there was no sound.
She did not feel any hope of escape. She laid down
her face upon the cold ground, her heart panting
within her. The man Hamilton was mad,-and .she
was in his clutches. It was an awful fear, 2 moment
by which all other moments of her life séemed small,
it was so big with thought and feeling. The relation
of all things shifted again for her now, as it had once
done before; for it is impossible in a moment of
extreme need not to scan the horizon of human life
from a lewel in which its trivialities are unseen, as the
pebbles and flowers of a plain are unseen by the
spectator upon the mountsin.
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A horse began to move. At first, in her agony,
she felt sure it was one of those which the dwarf had
been holding. In a few seconds she perceived that the
horse and rider last come were moving onward. She
raised her head ; there was no gleam of light such as
a lantern would give’; she heard no breathing or foot-
steps of a dog. ’

_In a minute more it seemed evident that Hamilton,
if Hamilton it was, had stopped to look and listen at
that point for the same reason that the dwarf had
stopped, because it was the beginning-of a new reach.
of the road, and near a parting of ways.

She heard the receding sound of his going\a longer
time than she had heard it coming, for he went more
slowly. She heard also slight movement from tjme to
time, which told her that the dwarf and the ponies were
not very distant. After a while she began to hear
certain stealthy sounds coming nearer. The feet of
the ponies she still heard at intervals; they Refe
farther away. i

Next came a soft breathing sound, that reached far,
making almost no noise. ¢ Hithed!”

She lifted her head, and tried to answer the sound.
She had no sooner done so than the movement began
again, coming towards her. The soft signal was made
to her again, and again she answered. By this means

the dwarf came within a few feet of where she was. ]

“Lithten!” said the voice of the dwarf; “he’th
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gone to the houthe. Will find we’re not there ; likely
come back thith way. Thith time, when he thtopped,
ponieth behaved like angelth—didn’t lift a foot ; ithn’t
no thort of uthe hoping they’ll act that way when he
cointh back, unleth Beauty’th got thome way of thay-
ing her pwayerth that makth hortheth keep quiet.”
She was just going ingenuously to disclaim all
knowledge of prayer; then she remembered that it
was better so. . - ”
The dwarf went on at once. “ When he’th in &
wage, he’th got no more thenthe than an infuwiated
beatht. Beauty mutht lie thtill when he comth back,
whatever happenth. Beauty had better go ath far ath
the can now. Doethn’t matter what Beauty may hear
—pithtol thot—all the wacket of earth and heaven
muthtn’t make Beauty move. No dog; can’t find
Beauty if the keepth thtill. Then when he’th gode,_
if there’th no one.to lead Beauty, the mutht keep
along the woad to the wight, find a houthe—nithe
woman.” - ~ ’
Before she had time to reply he kegan clambering -
away again. She heard him moving at first, without .
any clear notion that he was leaving her. .
She felt inclined to cry out hypsterically while he
was clambering almost noiselessly over moss-covered
logs.” That was why she did not answer him at omce
to say that she would do his bidding, and when she was
* ready to answer she perceived that he had receded as




218 THE MADONNA OF A DAY.

quigkly as he had come. He was going back to his
post beside the ponies. Then some glimmering of lnis
meaning came to her.

She spoke out clearly —there was 10 one there now
of whom she need be afraid.

“Don’t go back to the ponies. Come with me
and hide as I do; then, even if he finds them, you will
be as safe as 1.” ’

She heard him stop for a moment while he only_
said—

“ Beauty mutht go back and lie thtill.”

He began to move away again, and she reflected
that it was better for herself that he should ; the ponies
were* more likely to keep still if he were soothing

them ; and then, if they were found, Hamilton was
more-likely to be delayed and set upon the wrong
path if he met the dwarf than_ if he merely found the
ponies tied. :

Thinking only of her own safety, she, too, began
to move as .quickly as she could further away from the
road ; for some time she was entirely occupied in her
own progress, which was not an easy one.

After some five minutes she began to be afraid to
go farther ;" perhaps she would not be able to find her
way back. It was terribly lonely so far away from the

"dwarf. How did she know but that some pit might
suddenly receive her, or some wild animal spring upon
‘her? She sat down upon a log, leaning against the
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trunk of a pine tree, waiting to hear if Hamilton re-
turned. She could now just hear, or fancy she heard,
the slight movements of the ponies a long way away.

The full significance of what the dwarf had done,
and her own selfishness in leaving him, came to her
now with that appalling clearness with which
thoughts not previously dwelt upon sometimes pre-
sent themselves to the mind when it awakes from
sleep in the night-time.

He had told her what she must do if there was no
one to lead her after Hamilton had come and gone
again. He knew that he met Hamilton at the risk of
his life, and. yet he had gone back where he was most
likely to meet him, and she had acquiesced.

Her whole mind became absorbed in a frantic
desire that he should not be injured, and that after-
wards she should in some way be able to recom-
pense him, or, if not that, at least express her gratitude .
for his goodness. Yes, that was it. Now he was good.
He had not been so before, but now it was pure good-
ness that actuated him; and she—she was horribly -
without this quality of real goodness. She had mocked
goodness by affecting it, but now, for a moment, she
felt desperately what it was to need it. Goodness
was worth everything else in the world.

With a wild feeling that it'would be better to
sacrifice herself than lack it wholly, she rose to go
back to the dwarf; but she had not r‘eached' out to
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find the first obstacle that she must surmount before
she heard a horse galloping in the distance.

She crouched weakly in the darkness, looking and
listening. .

}t was so true, what the dwarf had said, that it
was impossible to supf)ose that, when Hamilton
stopped again where the ways divided, the restless
ponies would remain still for a second time. She re-
membered now what he had said about her prayers.
‘She did not believe in prayers, not in the least, but it
occurred to her now, for the first time, that perhaps

the reason she did not was that her nature was barren
* of any real goodness.

Such were the thoughts she had in night and
darkness and extreme fear; but her fear this time
was for the dwarf and not for herself, so that actually
it was of a more moderate sort.

There was certainly every reason to fear for any
one found by the man now galloping through the -
night. No one who was not wholly re(_:kless; lost to
all sense of reason, could ride like that. It seemed
that his horse and he must have Some supernatural
knowledge of the dark road.

She listened in an agony to hear him check his
horse at the entrance to the wood. Then, in a few
seconds more,-it seemed strange that they should have
assumed that he would check it there. It appeared
that even he had no thought that they.could attempt
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the canyon in the darkness. Believing that he had

come entirely in the wrong direction, he rode back
along the forest road. She could almost hear him
Lreathe as he rode. It seemed every moment that
his horse must stun itself against some tree, or that
the rider must be thrown off by brushing against
them ; and yet, down that long black aisle he seemed
to gallop successfully, until the distance received him -
out of their range of hearing, and silence closed upon
them again.
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Mary began to_clamber back across the logs and
between the trees. Now and then she stopped and
listened, thinking that Hamilter” might. be riding
back again. As the minutes went on she o grew more
secure. Her heart—perhaps a somewhat shallow heart
—was full’ of glee at the escape. She was delight-
fully young; the rebound of feé]ing was natural to
her. When she had gone some way she called
aloud—

“Oh! are you t]gre? Oh, I am so glad he did
not stop. I was afraid he would hurt you.”

~ She had to,go much further, and call out the
“words again, before they were heard.

The dwarf was busy with the ponies. When she
did at length cause him to- speak to her, he explained
that he had led them some way from the road, and
could not now find smooth ground by which to get -
them back again. They were restive. She heard
them jumping about. She was afraid they would
trample-apon him.
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The dwarf did not seem to share'ﬁea;g]ee of re-
lief ; but she judged that he was excited, because,
when he did get back to the road, he was more talka-
tive, and told her it was a very good thing that Hamn-
ilton had got to the house, where they must spend the
night, before they did; for -now, as he believed they
were not there, it was hkely they could pass the night
unmolested.

He then advised her to walk on, feeling for the
_ road as well ag she- could, while he followed, leading
the ponies; for now that there were no trees on either
side, the ponies might get off the path at any time,
and stumble badly. She wanted to walk near him;
but he insisted on her keeping ahead, only within
calling distance, for he wished to direct her to the
road. . :
The trees were no longer above them, and the
misty atmosphere was less dark. She felt her way
with her feet, sometimes with her hands, against leaf-
less shrubs which grew by the roadside. Everything
that she touched was dripping with mist; her gar-

ments were damp and heavy, but the air was mild.
‘When they had made certain that they had passed
the dividing of  the roads and got upon the right
track, which lay up-hill and away from the river,
there was nothing more to interest or disturb their
thoughts—nothing to do but to keep on'aJong weary
niile or more, until they came to their destination.

- A~ x
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Every now and then the dwarf called to her, “ Are
you there? Are you getting on?” And she would
answer. This became so wearisome that it occurred
to her to sing. It might beguile his way, and would
vkeep him aware of her whereabouts. :

She turned and called out, “I will sing as I go,
and then you will know I am safe.”

It seemed, as she spoke impulsively, that it would
be quite easy to find a song to sing, but the next mo-
ment, when she felt it would be absurd not to begin
at once, no songs came to her, except those the words

" of which were ardent love ditties or flimsy lyrics of
sentiment. Then she attempted the first that, came
to her that was not wholly obJectlona.ble, but her
voice was too weak.

“How stupid!” she cried. “I forgot my throat
had been bad.”

She found that she need not have called aloud.
In his eagerness to hear the song he had pressed on
silently, and was close beside her.

His resxgned word of acquiescence told her of &
disappointment deeper than she could have expected.
She could remember many a time when she had re-
sented a slight upon her musm, but this eagerness for

" it humbled her. ‘

‘When they got up to the hotise she could not see
its size; the dwarf and the ponies had come quite
close to her before she found the door ; then, as she
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.knocked, she saw a light inside, and heard a man
speaking—it was evident their approach had been
heard.

“Who is there ?” ‘cried a gruff voice.
“ Anthwer,” whispered the dwarf.
She lifted her soft woman’s voice, and said—

“It is I—a woman who wants shelter.”

There was more than one exclamation inside the
house. Then the door was thrown open, and a big
man holding a lamp was revealed. He was a healthy
burly fellow ; a white shirt bulged loosely above his
trousers. Near him stood a vfz}nan in mghtgown
and shawl. Behind the safe protection of his huge
arm, her kindly face looked over with great curiosity.
It was to her that Mary looked.

“Oh, I am so glad to see a woman!” she said.
“1 fell from the train; and I have been so fright-
ened and so miserable, until this kind gentleman
took pity upon me and brought me here.”

She made a gesture towards the dwarf. He was
standing between the heads of the ponies directly in
front of the door. The light fell upon him. His
white thin iface, under the brim of his slonched hat,
wore, a look of impenetrable gravity; but there was
more than that—there was an elevation in the expres-
sien of his features, a look as of some exultant happi-
ness, that did not obliterate but triumphed over his
sadness.
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“It'th all wight, Johnthon,” said the dwarf.
“Every word the lady thayth about. herthelf ith
twue.”

‘The householder had surveyed Mary with a com-

prehensive glance, and let her pass the barrier of
his arm. He spoke sharply—.

“T1l take the lady’s word for it, bt not yours.
It’s a pretty smart thing of you to think that your
word will back her up.” _

He was, it seeméd, a worthy honest man, but
dull. His wife showed far more quickness and
curiosity. She twitched his arm, taking almest no’
notice of Mary for the moment—

“But ask him what it meant, Old Harry coming,
and then him and the girl.”

The dwarf had not flinched at the rebuff. He
still stood, his face and the faces of the two ponies
clear in the lamplight against the background of the
" night. :

“ Wight you are, Johnthon,” he replied. « Hard
lineth if the lady needed me to thpeak for her.”

There was “satirical emphasis upon the “me,”
and yet the words were more sad than cynical ; and
. behind the sadness there was still the evidence of
that strange exultation. . :

Mary broke in, speaking fast. “Bat he has been
very good to me. He has saved me from that
awful man they call ‘Old Harry, and from all
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those other men at the digging. They were good
enough to me for three days, because I was very
ill; and to-day, when I began to get well, this kind
gentleman got me away when they were not look-
ing, and we have been hiding in the wood while that
dreadful man passed. Please let us both in for the
night; I know that this gentleman will take me to
the railway station to-morrow.”

“First good I ever heard of him,” growled the
householder. “I think he’d hetter be off to.his
own place. I don’t want neither him nor his
ponies here.” He still stood staring at Handsome.

His wife, a middle-aged woman, was still peer-
ing through the doorway with a face full of interest.
She put her hand upon Mary’s arm as she would
have put it on a child’s shoulder, as much as to
say she should be attended to when her time came.

“What do gou want?” she asked'-of the dwarf
shrewdly. “If you’ve saved the lady, then that’s
so much to the good laid up for you. We'll look
after her, and some one from here can take her to
" the station.” ]

It seemed a new idea to the dwarf. His face
changed as he comprehended it. He looked at Mary,
and trouble came to the surface upon his face; but
he said— '

“Yeth; it might be better.”

The words were so few and sad, that for her

B

il i g i e Pe




N

228 THE MADONNA OF A DAY.

own sake as well as for his, Mary’s (hea.rt rebelled
against them. Her vanity caused her perhaps to
exaggerate the pleasure it would be to him to escort
her to the end. Her vanity also made his silent
worship agreeable to her, even though in some moods
of her complex heart she was humbled by it. She
felt at the moment a romantic pride in insisting npon
her trust in him. If her kindness arose from min-
gled motives, she intended to be, and was, purely
kind in her interference on his behalf ; and yet, in
the days after that, she used often to wake in the
night and wring her hands with longing, and say to
herself, ¢ Ah, if I had only let him go then! if I ha.d
only lef him go!”

For he would then have gone quietly away—she
did not know where, for he could not have returned
within reach of Hamilton ; but he would have gone
away quietly into the night, he and his ponies, and he
would never have tried to see her again.

She did not let him go. She spoke vehemently to
the good man of the house and to his wife, saying that
her friend would be in danger of his life if he re-
, turned to the digging, that he had already risked it for
her, that she would have perfect confidence in his
escort the next day. The dwarf’s face became h,app1er
as she spoke.

After a while the man went out and established
the dwarf and the ponies somewhere upon his prem-
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ises, returning quickly. The woman, a strong ener-
getic kindly person, gave Mary such food and drink as
she thought suitable, and then hurried her into an-
other room to go to bed. )

It was true that she was anxious to put Mary to
bed, but she was also anxious to talk with her apart
from the big reticent man who apparently regarded
talk as foolish. She had a great deal to say—she.
lived a solitary life ; excitement, and a woman to talk
to, produced in her much conversation—but she was
too strong a character to be diffuse.

‘When the girl had told the simple outline of what
had befallen her, the woman’s curiosity was satisfied,
~ and there was true refinement in the reticence of her
comments ; but she had a long story to tell in return,
of the bad reputation which the men in the notch bore
—a reputation for cruelty, for reckless dishonesty, and
other evil dispositions. IZ was curious to Mary ‘to
observe how one of this woman’s strongest sentiments
was that of mortified patriotism that the young Eng-
lishwoman should have fallen in with the worst, and
not the best, folk of the region. She had not lived, it
seemed, more than ten years in that place herself, but
she was touchy as to its reputation “for civility. She
was also strongly indignant against the men of the
notch, not more on Mary’s account than because this
last bit of their ill manners was of a piece with their
former history. The principal incident of this history

b ]
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was connected with a couple of Irishmen who, until
the previous autumn, had worked a claim in the notch.
The two men had been killed ; there was not a doubt
in the neighbourhood that they had been murdered,
that some of the men at the notch were guilty, and
that Hamilton, knowing their guilt, had absolute sway
over them on that account. As it was, the Govern-
ment, not being able to obtain any direct evidence,
had compounded the matter by demanding that the
price of the Irishmen’s claim should be paid over to
their families in the spring.
¢ Oh, and Old Harry,” said the woman, “he’d have
=~ got the money out of you, my dear, if he could; and
if not, he’ll wring it out of some one else; for it’s
power he wants—to have those men, soul and body,
under him—that’s what he wants. They say it’s a
demon that’s got into him, and when the mood’s on
him there’s nothing that he’ll stop at. It’s as'well you
got off as you did, and are not lying cold in your
grave, or worse. And the little man got you off!
‘Well, they do say that since he came here he’s been
the imp to put Hamilton up to the worst mischief, but
it seems there’s civility in him. Well »

_ While she talked she had hastily taken a child ot
of a small bed. Carrying it into her own room, she
spread clean linen of the coarsest upon the bed, and
rapidly enveloped the weary girl in a night-dress,
coarse, but dry and warm and spotlessly clean. With'
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a single movement of her hand she gathered all the
damp clothes and took them to the kitchen. All the
time she was talking. _

It struck Mary as curious that her own adventures,
which had appeared to her so wonderful as to be al-
most unique in the world’s history, did not'i.mpx-'ess '
this woman as more than one of the disagreeable inci-
dents. of life to be forgotten as soon as possible.
Whether this was the want of imagination and dramat-
ic sense, or whether adventure was the commonplace
of this region, she could not tell. The room was
small, the furniture scant and poor; yet she felt that
she had never befere known luxury. She felt also
that she loved this woman ; but against the prosaic
treatment which her story received she made some
faint rebellion.

—~

“ But, you know, those men did treat me well,”
she remonstrated. “ You say that they are s6 very,
very wicked; but think of all they did for me!
Even in Hamilton there must have been a mixture of
good and bad, and the one that I thought was the
worst of them all has brought me here.”

‘The woman answered as all such good woman do,
convinced that her opinion’ was knowledge, and that _
there was no other knowledge. ~——

“There’s not much mixture in them. There may
be a trace o’ grace in this poor hump-backed chap—
not in the others. The hands of half of them are red
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with murder; and the others are mixed up in it.
They were afraid to get themselves into more of a
mess with the Government—that’s what the sign

o’ grace in them was; but there is not another house
between here and Vancouver where they’d not have
treated you like a lady.” This had been the refrain
of all she said.

Moved by one of her generous impulses, the girl
put up her arm, and drew down the homely face, and
kissed it. , ‘ ‘




CHAPTER XXIV.

3

Evex while Mary slept her heart was troubled by
dreams of Hamilton’s mad pursuit. When she awoke
she was still possessed by the fear, to which reason
now added the knowledge that, if he should come
again and find her in this house, his enmity would
be aroused against its inmates. She was not slow to
remember, either, that it would be well for the dwarf
to get within the protection.of"é. larger settlement. -

Although hospitable offers were made to her, all
things considered, it was admitted that it was well

she should start again early upon her journey.

The road which she had to go, including the way
back to the main tra.ck, was little more than four-
miles. -

- An hour after the late day-break, upon the last
day of the old year, the girl and the dwarf started to
go through the narrow canyon, the farmer and one of -
his sons accompanymg them to the main track, offer-
ing to set a watch there in order that no pursper
- might enter the pass while they were going through.

233 )
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A light mist yet filled the air, which was very .
still. It was not now dense. the foreground could
be discerned; the nearer I}lls looked like dark
shadows.

At first the girl, whose vitality was revived by
sleep, experienced a deep disappointment; the
thought of the wonderful panorama of mountains
which she had expected to see filled her with restless
discontent with the obscurity, but as she advanced a
little way, and found all the scene, as it were, com-
pressed between narrow walls, she discovered that
nature had its own beauty in the fallen cloud as well
as in clearer air. The boiling of the river below them
was just seen, half-veiled in vapour. The xjicks with
their lichens and mosses, some sere, some green,
“which rose from the river to the road and aboviKtmr\
road on its other side, showed the liveliest colours N
they could display against the soft whiteness of the
air, which was seen to kiss them. The towering hill-
side was just visible above, magnified somewhat per-
bhaps—an awfyl steep, its pines rooted in the rock,
their branches, rich and green, draped in the soft lace ~
of mist that pressed upon them above and below.

The railway ran upon the other side of the river;
upon each side there was just room for one road. She-
remembered now that last night was the first night she
had slept so soundly that she had not heard the echoing '

..xush of the train between these walls of rock. To-night
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she expected to be travelling with it. Her heart gave
a bound at the thought, and then again she felt sorry ;
for even in this place of miserable adventure, she
would be Jeaving something behind which she re-
gretted. What was it ? Something of her own soul,
perhaps, which she had read into the glittering moun-
tain-peaks ; but she thought that that which she was
loth to leave was in them by their own virtue, notby
hers. And then there was something which she re-
gretted more than their transcendent beauty. It was _
the dwarf she thought of with this lingering wistful-
ness. Something which she herself had-evoked o
of this wretched life made her feel that-he whas
Worthy of greater regard than she could bestow npon
him. Yet she felt gratitude.
. She was walking in front, as upon the night be-
fore; the dwarf walked behind, 1eadinor both iponies.
Her horsemanship was not equal to riding uppn such
a road without the compulsmn of necessity. There }
was no barrier to the downward slope, and the road
was in many places broken and loosened by the last
heavy fall of snow. As she could not ride, the dwarf
could not. He made Her walk some way in advance;
he made -her walk rapidly for fear of pursnit. All
the way she knew that his own progress was very
toilsome to him. She began to think what she could
do to recompense his goodness. She had a generous
heart; a gust of gratitude now outweighed the lust
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of “possession ; and, in the impulse of the fresh morn-
ing, she decided to give her diamond to him. The
only other thing she had to offer was money, and she
~ felt that there would be something unkind and un-
poetical in offering him that.

Yes, she would give him her diamond ring ! Her
bosom swelled with the thoucht of her own gen-
erosity. She seemed quite reconciled to herself
again, thinking that she was not such a poor speci-
men after all, and, for the time the burden of grati-
tude to him rolled from her spirit as lightly as a
morning mist before the wind.

The -physical mist was indeed beginning to lift
now; a slight air began to blow in their faces; the
curtains of vapour above them began to shift. The
air- around them ]ﬁightened, and t4eh again it grew
denser, as if a heavier fold of mist from the west-
ward had been rolled upon them. So thick it grew
for a few minutes that the dwarf called to her
to stop. .

f/ She leaned her back against the upnght rock.
J ust above her, in a niche, sere grasses and ferns
stretched themselves out from a tuft of moss, like a
canopy of feathers. The morning had been so mild
that, ﬁndmg the veil upon her head irksome, she let
it drop upon her neck ; it lay huddled up on her
shoulders like a peasant woman’s shawl. Her petti-
coat was short ; her little feet were encased in heavy
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child’s boots, bestowed upon her by the good woman
who bad sheltered her the night before. She was so
full of her interesting determination to give the ring
to the dwarf that she was not thinking at all about
herself or about her own appearance ; but he saw it
all—saw the soft full curves of her throat and dim-
pled face, rising white above the azure fold, and the
smoke-like cap of curly hair. He came up and stood
within a few feet of her, holding the ponies.

“I’m sure you must be exceedingly tired holding
those creatures. Do you think it will soon be safe
for us to ride ¢” '

“ Not thafe for Beauty to wide tlll we get out of
the cutting.” He stood meditatively looking down
at the river, as if interested in its boiling.

For a moment she marvelled to observe how per-
- fectly at ease she was with him. She had learned to

trust the new man within him as complgtely as she
would have trusted some old household gvant,, yet
even now she reflected how at first the native vul-
garity of this man had made him appeaf”an even
more revolting and dangerous enemy than Hamilton.
The powerful impulse which had lifted him out of
wickedness had, as it seemed, raised him into abso-
- lute refinement. It made her almost mentally dizzy
to know that the cause was the charm of her own
supposed saintliness. She dared not dwell upon this,

but took refuge in the pleasure of her real generosity.
.18 .
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Full of her project concerning the ring, she thought
she would pave the way towards it.

“I am so very grateful for all you have done, I
wish I could do something for you in return.”

His answer embodied a very old-fashioned notion
of chivalry.

“Beauty doth not need to do any thmg - Beauty
thmilth—that ith enough.”

. She tossed her head impatiently. She was going
to explain, in piquant language, that that idea was
obsolete, that it degraded woman.” She did not, how-
ever, make the explanation. She looked at his face,
at the sad strong lines of his thin features, at his
meditative glance upon the water. She realized that
she was not going to be with him long enough to
educate him into new opinions, and that she need not
distress him by disagreeing now. Then, too, there
. was the constraining power of the Rabit which she
had fallen into of appearing more reticent, more dig-
nified than by nature and training she really was.

“You see,” she began, “I am afraid T have got
you into a quarrel with all your friends——"

“In a vewy little while Beauty will be at the tha-
tion ; can telegwaph to her own fwiendth ; can go to
them »

“Yes, but ? she began. The thickness of the
‘mist suddenly shifted ; the air was almost clear around
them ; they saw volumes of cloud passing above, like
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a canopy, through the canyon. ‘“Iow splendid!”
she cried involuntarily. For the torrent of the white
foaming water was revealed beneath; and the rocks
of the opposite sides, with all the ferns and roots and
shrubs, sered into yellows or dull pinks, or living and
green, were bright in colour by reason of the moist-
ure ; and, above, there was a golden glow in the low
rolling cloud, as if indeed they two stood in the very
gates of the sunrise itself within those tinted clouds
that commonly lie at immeasurable distance.

“TIt will be ath well if Beauty will move on,” said
the dwarf. ’

She knew now that she could not talk to him
about his’own sorrows or heroism, that he would nag
meet her on any equal grounds of experience or out-
look ; but in the pleasurable impulse of her own good
nature, she was incdpable of pursuing her road si-
lently. . ’

. Yon must be so awfully tired, leading boiih those

ponies. Let me try to lead one; I'm sure I could.”

The dwarf "smiled the first smile she had seen
upon his face, and it reminded her of that concealed
sunbeam within the cloud, so tender it was towards
her, so selfless and .so enfolded in the man’s large
gravity which she did not see through or-compre-
hend.

All he said was; “ Beauty could not lead a pony;
pony would danthe, and Beauty would fall over the
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wockth. Will Beauty go on ath fatht ath conwen-
ient?” ‘

~She began to go on then. She walked backwards
a few paces: her good-nature towards him was quite
overflowing. )

“I wish I could help you,” she exclaimed.

“ Beauty mutht go on,” said the dwarf, “but per-
‘hapth Beauty will be kind enough to thing.”

As the last word, timid and hesitating, caught her
ear, she knew it was spoken with eagerness. She did
not hesitate to try her voice again. In the elation of
her kindliness, she thought only of what she could
sing well, wishing to give him the utmost pleasure.
She remembered an old Norwegian sAong, which a
friend had roughly translated for her, and which,
perhaps because its words had fallen in with an epi-
sode' in her own life, she knew well. As she went,
she sang it to its own native music. Some loud, -
monotonous sound often gives additional strength to
the human voice, as it also appears to do to voices of
.birds. This time her voice answered to her will;
long hours in the mild air had wrought healing, as
nothing else would have done. Over the roaring of
the river her clear young voice rang out—

_ ““It matters nothing to you and me,
Oh, friend, my lover across the sea,
‘Whether we marry,

Or whether we carry
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Our love unspoken
By sign or token
Into the distance heavenly. -

¢ It matters much, my friend, that we love
‘With strength that will lift us far above
The selfish measure
Of pain and pleasure,
The transient sorrow
Of tears to-morrow ;
It matters much that we love.

¢¢ It matters much that we live, my friend,
Life that love shapes to noblest end.
For love is given
A boon from heaven,
A burning passion,
The heart to fashion

For nobler uses to foe and friend.
-

‘It matters much that' we hope, dear heart;
+ Thinkest thou love hath joined to part ?
Love’s tie is longer
Than earth’s, and stronger.”
Here or hereafter
‘We meet with laughter.
Hope on for ever, hope on, dear heart.”

She had quite lost herself in the song; she had
thought before that-she-could sing it well, buthere, in
this misty morning among the mountains, with the
suffering of the last days behind her, a new strength
of meaning seemed to come back to her through the
words, and she threw it into the music of her voice.
She. was walking on, bareheaded, against the rising
breeze, not thinking clearly of anything at all, but

\ :
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carried away by the music and the romance of her
deliverance, her mind was full of happy, half solemn
thoughts and feelings, that for the time underwent no
process, but lay still, illumining human life for her.

A sound of one of the ponies dancing and shaking
his bridle recalled her. “ Mercy me!” she thought to -
herself, “ T almost forgot I was singing 1o him.”  She
was conscious that she had put much expression into
her voice. “Mercy me!” she said again, ¢ what if he

fancies I had the slightest thought of him as I sang?”
It was a moment before she had courage to look
around. When she did, she perceived no such thought
had entered Handsome’s mind, yet she was elated - to
see that her song had stirred him. There was a glow
upon his face, a return of that exultant light which
- she had seen the evening before, which did not take
the place of trouble, but shone through it, as if, al-
though he knew that the joys of life were never for
him, yet he had begun to realize that there was an
inner perfection in which he could participate with
the noblest. . - .

She turned again, and went on without speaking,
elated, and yet, at the same time, subdued.

And now the mist, which was being rolled gently
eastward, was wholly gone from their path. Coming
out of the mouth of the canyon, they could look down
a valley which, from this point, épread out like a fan-
on e‘ither side, and sloped to wind-swept distance in

b)Y
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which grey peaks again arose. Immediately in front of
thein their road, joining with another, crossed a bridge,
and led on for a mile or so to a village of wooden
houses which was clear in sight. -The river, freed
from its rock walls, ran joyously down the valley,
widening and calming as it went. Behind them were
green wooded mountains, rising from either side of the
canyon; behind and above that again, the great white
mist which was rolling eastward, with the sunshine en-
tangled somewhere in its folds.
- They were to mount their ponies here to ride
through the village, and the girl bethought her that,
when they reached the village, it might not be easy
again to have a quiet word with the dwarf. He was
known in the village ; he had his own reputation to
preserve perhaps, and she had hers. While he was
arranging her saddle, she put her hand into her breast,
and brought out the diamond.

He raised his head from tightening the girth of
her saddle. As she stood holding the bridle, she was
wrapping her blue drapery the tighter around her,

to prepare for the ride. Then she held the ring out

to him, and smiled.
“T would like you to take this,” she said, “and
use it as you like; you have been very good to
me.”
- As she spoke a sunbeam came from the mist,
shifting from the eastern side of the zenith ; the sun-
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beam fell upon the little curly rings of her hair, and
upon the diamond. i

The dwarf’s face had been red with the exertion /
of tightening the strap; now it went white. She saw.
his eye caught by the flash of the stone; she saw
that he estimated its worth ; she saw, too, that for a
moment he desired it with a wholly different sort
of desire from that which the lofty sentiments she
had expressed had evoked; indeed, she perceivéd'
anew what the degradation of the man’s life had
been, because the value of the diamond for a mo-
ment evidently transported him out of all the
region of good endeavour and beautiful thought.

Then the dwarf lifted his eyes from the stone
to her face. She had once seen a look like that—
-just once. It was in an old church in France, where
she had happened to observe a dying man kneeling
before a shrine. It was a look that mpeant that the
eyes sought some vision by which the soul that was
in them might be (steadied and fixed in the faith it
needed for salvation.

“ Beauty mutht put away her wing.”

It was the familiar half-childlike phrasing that
brought her back from a moment in which it seemed
to her that her sonl within her had fainted, for
although she had nét moved, though she felt that’
the smile on her lips had hardly changed, she had
undergone a spiritual shock, and acquired some

s
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spiritual knowledge which she did not entirely com-
_prehend till long afterwards. ]

“No, but I give it to you,” she said. “ It is not
wrong for you to take it.”

“Beauty mutht put away the wing. Beauty
mutht get up on the pony.” ’ '

There was a note almost harsh in his command,
. which she well knew was the nervous betrayal of
the pain that any effort of further persuasion would
give him. .

She put away the ring, and mounted. She rode
on over the bridge, and he after her. The sunshine
came out more and more brightly upon the hills and
upon the valley. It was a mild sweet morning, the
last of the old year.

The girl rode terribly depressed ; she felt miser-
ably ashamed. The power this man’s ideal of her
had over him transcended her vainest wish, and she
saw "herself to be base. She remembered the lie she
had acted, even since he had befriended her. The
thought that, if she had chosen, she might have been

the noble woman that he supposed her to be was
intolerable.

She had not attained the moral height that sees
joy in humility; she hated it. The air was so sweet -
and fresh, the pleasure of getting back safely to some
of the customary environments of life 80 great, that
she rebelled against her misery of self-loathing.
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It was because the impression was deep that the
tide of reaction set in full and strong. That which
makes a mark on the soul too deep ever to be effaced,
is the very force from which nature reacts—not be-
cause that nature is morbid, but because it is human
and healthy. We seldom understand that the reason
of thi§ law is that heaven would have us conserve -
the energy of our penitence for nobler deeds; we
have not faith to believe that this natural reaction
makes for righteousness ; and so, because of our lack
of faith in God’s way, we think ourselves wicked not
to dwell with sorrow, and, losing self-respect, go
on to be more wicked, refusing to dwell with right-
eousness. ' -

That was precisely what the girl did; she felt
that she would have done well to mope over her own
unworthiness ; and because she could not and would
not mope, her mind for the time being gave a spring,
like a bird from a cage, away, not only from distress,
but also from all thought of -high endeavour. Long
habits of carelessness asserted themselves. In the
bottom of her heart she knew that she must return
sometime to the serious longing that had been burnt
into it, but for that hour she was the creature of past
habits. ' ‘




CHAPTER XXYV.

SomE little birds with grey plumage were chirp-
"ing by the roadside as-if they thought the time for -
the making of nests was not far off. On all sides
there was the lightsome rush of snow-rivulets dane-
ing through sloping pastures to the river. On mist-
bedewed verdure, on streams and river, the sunlight

sparkled.

Mary’s heart beat ‘high with the access of life.
"Just as one recovering from-the pain of fever feels
that the mere joy of living is enougﬁ delight, so she,
after the brief storm of danger through which she -
had laboured, felt that to take up again the thread of
ordinary life would be a new and delicious excite-
ment. She began to invent the telegrams that she
-would send at once to her friends. Engtrossed in
their sensational wording, she smiled frequently to
herself.

She did not intend to forget the dwarf. She
threw him a kindly sedate remark now and then, but

she refused to allow her thoughts to linger upon him,
e
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because that provoked depression. It would be time
enough when she came to bid him good-bye to think
of appropriate words in which to converse with him
to some purpose. She determined to find-eut his

true name and address, and afterwards, through her -

friends, to do him some lasting service.

So they rode on upon the ungroomed ponies. In
her short skirt Mary looked almest like a child who
had climbed upon the saddle for the sake of play.
The mischievous pleasure of inventing her telegrams
smoothed from her round face all those lines that
told of age and experience. Even the dwarf looked
happier tha.‘n perhaps since his own childhood he had-
" ever looked. ~The pain and exaltation upon his face
were for the hour blended into a hopefulness that
whs almost serenity. His short missha;pen figure
gave him the look of a gnome or brownie in attend-
ance upon the. blithe childlike creature who rode at
his side. .

As they neared the village, npon the road which,
rough as it was, bore some semblance to a high-road,
they saw thre__e(}ders coming towards them. In a
minute Mary was straining her eyes to look at the
foremost rider. It was her cousin, Charlie Howard,
who had been so sad when she 1éft Vancouver, and
who was now, no’ doubt, seaxching all this region for
her.

ten all else in the delight of the recognition ; but just
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at the time the recognition found her, she was most
ready, because of recent reaction, to throw herself
into the present without a thought of aught else.
‘With a cry of delight she set her pony galloping
forward, and, as she rode, recognized another friend.
It was the missionary who had been with her in the
train. L .
~ “I am here!” she cried. “I am here! How
lovely of you to come and look for me! Now that’s
what I call chummy.” 7
Her cousin was-a town-bred man, with a light
moustache, and he looked wonderfully waxen and

fair compared with the men of the wilds; but he was

a sturdy fellow for all that, and honest. The grey-

haired missionary had a stately way with him, yet he‘
looked at home in the wilderness. !

“ There, don’t look at me as if you were going to -

eat me up,” she said. “I’m here, and I'm safe. I
nearly lost my life, and my money, and everything
else. Oh, Charlie, but I have a tale to tell that will
turn your hair grey! Never mind now, though.
I'm safé enough, old fellow.” -

While the cousins exchanged their words of al-
most hysterical greeting, the dwarf was quite out of

hearing, and when he clearly perceived that his lady )

* had met with friends he was in no haste to come near
her.
« He’s really & most worthy little soul ” said Mary
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to her companions, looking back to where the dwarf
was coming. “Saved my life”’—she nodded emphat-
ically. “Yes, he did. Youd have given your best
boots, Charlie, to have saved it as romantically your-
self.” He used to be an awful villain, I believe; but
you’ll have to smile upon him now.”

The > _jnan who was riding with them guide
- now came near, and said a few words to Howard\and
" the missionary, in an undertone. ,He was confirming
the statement that the dwarf wag a villain ; he kept
his eye apprehensively on him as he spoke.
“ He’s-a perfect saint now,” put in the girl ea-
) gérly; “if he was a villain, he’s reformed. Pat him
on the back ; he’s done me a good turn, anyway.”
She knew perfectly well, even while she spoke,
that her words did not in any way-represent-her real
feeling towards the dwarf; they did not even repre-
sent the account she intended to ;give her cousin later,
but they seemed to her to serve for so hasty and ex-
_ cited a meeting.
When the dwarf came up, Howard’s words to
* him were civil enough ; they had in them that tone
of superiority which is-the product of civilization,
but this was not painfully obvious. The missionary
would have ridden beside him, but the girl, overflow-
ing with excited pleasure, kept both her friends at
- her side talking incessantly. The dwarf could have
- ridden beside them, but he did not; he fell behind..
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The man from the village had ridden hastily back, to
tell his news. As for‘Mary, excitement bad brought
on the most boisterous mood to which in former days
“she had been prone.

— “ And so you came to look after me!” she cried.
“ How long have you been on the search? I thought
I was going to be left to the wolves and the bears, for
all my friends cared.”

The missionary told her that her travelling com-
panion was in the village; she had come to every - "
station with them to make enquiries and to await the
result of their expeditions. -

“The old brick! I would not have believed it of
her. Well, that is ome to her. And it’s quite too
aﬁully good of you, too”—this to the missionary.:
“Did you think this stray sheep wanted shepherding #
How sweet of you! Here’s Charlie now—it:was
nothing more than his duty. You needn’t both look
so serious, and ask such a lot of questions. Did I fall
far? No, I didn’t fall far ; I fell about five feet, into
a snowdrift. Did T think I was getting out at a
station? No, I didn’t; I was walking in ﬁ]y sleep.
Did the wolves and bears eat jme? No, they didn’t ;
I never met one: but I fell in With as nasty a lot of
men, it seems, as' there are in the country. But they
weren’t so bad, after all. That encourages me to
hope that even in the.infernal regions there might be
some very good company. For I was scared out of
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my seven senses, and bound to get off if I could ; but
! : then, you see, in the infernal regions, one would
know one couldn’t get off, and one would have no
character to maintain, so to speak.” She was a good
deal elated to think that a man of weight, such as the-
missionary evidently was, had come so far for her:
She was touched, too, and grateful; but the mere
fact that he was religious made her flippancy
‘more broad, because, to her falsely educated taste, it
seemed the more humorous. “ And they brought
a priest, or a fellow who pretended to be a priest,
to marry me. You needn’t swear under your breath
like that, Charlie; it’s profane. N,ogj%g assure you,
I haven’t used a bit of bad language since I saw you |}
last. You see, they had some civilized notions and’

primitive ideas about them, after all ; s0 they brought
the priest to impose on me. Oh, I wish you had seen
pim; He.was a beauty! I’ve never been quite sure
whether hé wasn’t a stuffed priest, with a machine
inside wound up to do the talking. Don’t s-vgv:éar, old
fellow; it doesn’t do any good; if you'd been there
at the time, I’d have let you round on them as much
as ever you liked. Why, Charlie,>"youw’re looking
quite white in the face! Take a sniff of your smell-
ing-salts, if you have any. I leave that ladylike
habit to my grandmother;;. But I tell you this—it
was a farce! Itold you I hadn’t Been indulging in
any profane language, but I’m %'aﬂ sure that I
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didn’t! You know I talked tall to them ; I talked
pi’. You should have just heard me talking pi’ ”’—
this to the missionary. “They were just at that stage
when piety was the only thing they respected in a
woman, and I put it on thick.” ’

She was under the impression that the dwarf,
riding behind, was altogethei' out of hearing, but,
truth to say, she forgot to make sure.

Both her companions were startled by what she
had revealed. Their pain on her account was evi-
dent. Just as one talks hastily, sometimes, to avoid
tears, so she was talking now to avoid any expression
of sentiments too obviously called for to need expres-
sion. ,

They were passing between the houses, which .
stood straggling not far from the road. They were
built of boards, some of them painted. :

“Do they call this an hotel 2” she cried. “ Do
look! Why, it’s the merest pub’. What fun! I
never stayed at a pub’ before. What is the sort of
thing you ask for? Rum—isn’t that the national
drink 27 * o

There was a wooden platform or gallery extend-
ing in front of the square, ugly hotel. No one hap-
pened to be on it. Quite a large group of men and
women stood around the guide, who was telling that
the lady was found. They were near a stable, about

twenty yards away. They all stared at her now.
17 ' .
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The sense of this body of spectators, chiming in
with her excitement, made her foolishly dramatic.
Her cousin lifted her from the pony, and set her
upon the verandah. She felt that his strong arms
trembled as he did so. Beside the recklessness of
her high spirits, it was also a true womanly senti-
ment which made her wish-to check that tremor in
him. She was very warm, and she began to fan her-
self with one end of her long veil. - ]

“Now, what I want is a good stiff brandy-and-
soda,” she announced, “and then half a dozen ciga-
rettes. I think I could almost smoke & pipe with you.
After that, we can settle down into-ordinary hum-
drum life again. Bless you, Charhe, what are you
looking at?” B (

The missionary had gone into the house to find
her friend. Mary, following the direction of her
cousin’s fascinated gaze, saw that the dwarf, having
- dismounted to take her pony, was standing at the edge
- of the verandah, looking up at her. His broad
shoulders and smewy frame were fixed in an attitude
of trouble, almost &s if turned to stone. His head,
always so nervously posed, was thrown back, his thin
face upturned to hers. The first look of the mourn-
ful eyes, the first expression of that weary troubled -
face was sorrow—pure sorrow, the pang of an ex-
ceeding great disappointment; and then, as they
looked, the soul that could feel sorrow died out of
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the face, as certainly as if the man himself had died
before them. A minute more, and he was the low
cynical fellow that he had been when she first knew
him—and worse than that, for there was a scowl
upon his face which meant—she feared to think what
it meant.

«T thiok that fellow is a sort of a devil,” said her
cousin, when the dwarf had taken her pony and was
gone. ’

The girl did not answer hm; ; she had no further
word at that time for him or f6r herself, no further
gesture for the interested specfators. With her head
bowed, as if with utter fatigue, she went into the
" house; and when she found her friend, she said—

“ Let me lie upon a bed somewhere ; let me rest.”
So they left her alone, as they thought, to sleep;

but she lay crouching, shivering with a new distress,
thinking of the dwarf’s face and all that from first to
last she had read in it.




CHAPTER XXVL

As the day wore on, Mary came out from her
room. She did not betray: her trouble of heart. She
was not sufficiently familiar with trouble to find nat-
ural expression for it. She asked for the dwarf, but
no one could find him.

“Her cousin was joyful in her safety; even her
friend was voluble. The missionary was preacling in
a church near by. Evening came ; they dined and re-
tired, but Mary did not rest.

At eleven o’clock she returned to the door of the
small sitting-room, and looked in. It was a bare room, ‘
furnished in horse-hatr, and perfumed with the ghost
of many a cheaply-filled .pipe. There was ounly one
person in it. Charlie Howard was sitting on a sofa,
sitting apparently doing nothing. -His face looked
_haggard, almost aghast ; and when he saw her at the
door his expression did not relax, but he rose as if she
maust be in need of his help.

“ Don’t get up,” she said. “I thought I had
heard you come in.” , ‘

256
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She shut the door, and sat down on one of the
horse-hair chairs, as if his having come in was a suffi-
cient reason for her action.

1 thought you were in bed,” he said, with a touch
of irritation. “What’s the good of our staying here a
night if you don’t rest?”

“ What are you looking so cu’o—ub for 27 she asked.
“You were as jolly as possible at dinner. That was
why I came down. I thought you would cheer me
up. Charlie, I'm frightfully in the blues; but I
thought you were jolly.”

“You are tired; that’s all that’s the matter with
you. You know no more what sort of people you’ve

_been with than a child, and now you'd better go to
bed and sleep off your tiredness like a child. Go to
bed, Polly. I’m in dead earnest. Your friend’s gone
‘to bed, and you ought to be with her.”

¢ Bless me ! ”—she tried to put on an air of spright-
liness—*“is the spirit of my grandfather abroad ?”

“Don’t!” He spoke irritably. He sat down
upon the small hard sofa, and dropped his face in his
hands. ' :

“What is it 27 she asked quite gently.

) . He did not raise his face for a minute, and when
?édid there was a redness about his eyes, a look of
onstrained feeling in the boyish features, which told
her that he had undergone some shock.
She got up and stood by the bare centre:\ table.
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“Charlie, you must tell me; you shall tell me.
Whats come over you since dmner? You frighten
me ; you must tell me.’

“It’s nothing.” He spoke with the irritation of
nervous pain. ¢ There’s nothing for you to be
frightened at, I tell you.” -

“I will make you tell me.” She spoke with in-
tense will.

“It’s only that when I was out I saw ’—he made
a gesture that was like a shudder of disgust, and -
then—* that brute,” he muttered between hh teeth.

“ Who?” she asked sharply.

He sat looking at the floor, as if seeing something
with his mental eye which he could not endure to see.

After a minute he pulled himself together, and said, -
with an effort at pretended indifference—

“I. only meant that I had happened to come
across that little cur who brought you in tlns

morning.”

She put her hand up to her eyes as if suddenly
.remembering the pain that the long weeping of the .
morning Rad wrought in them. She did not propose
to weep now ; she only pressed her fingers®upon the
heavy eyelids. The young man did not see the ges-
ture ; he was not looking at her. .

He spoke again between his teeth. “Yes, I have
seen him. I never knew before what a satanic beast
a man could make of himself. Oh

N
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The last expletive had been almost a groan ; now
he nervously hung his head, as if bearing some part

—

of the. shame that every wretch brings upon his
race. ’ ’

After a minute she said, “ Why daes it hurt you

so? It hurts me—I don’t know why, but it nearly
kills me to hear what you’re saying. I suppose you
mean that he’s gone on the spree since the morning.
They call him Handsome—poor Handsome.?”

.The weariness jn her voice, the depth of its pity,
startled himn.; he sat up suddenly.

“Poor!i’—he was speaking again between his
_teeth—“poor! you’ve not the slightest conception

what he’s been doing. I pray God you never may.. --——

have; but don’t call him ‘poor.”’” A harsh nervous
laugh came now, that ended in the sort of shudder
she had seen befere. “Keep your pity for your-
self. When Iyt‘h}"nk——when I think that you have
been in his clutches—in the clutches of him and
his like——"

He turned his face from her. She saw that he
was very nearly moved to tears. She knew that for-
. merly his susceptibility to emotion had amused ber,
but now it was not the tendency to laughter which
she felt she had to restrain. ~

“Charlie, if you show such a tremendous lot of

fresh fatherly feeling for me I shall be quite fasci-

nated. One has only to fall by the wayside among
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thieves to know the value. of fellow-feeling.” Her
voice changed, there was a dreary, nervous ring in it.
“But if you only knew it, it is not on me that you
need waste your pity—not on me; but on the man
that you are calling a brute, and a cur, and a beast.”
. Her face had become white, her lips trembled. “I
i "~ don’t know what he’s been doing to-day—I don’t
% - want to; but I tell you this—if I were”—she stopped
i

i

&

—“gomething—I don’t exactly know what, but some-
thing better than I am, that man would have left his
husks and his swine behind him as entirely as any re-
turned prodigal ever did. You may not believe -what
I say, but I know it'is true, because I saw it with
my eyes; and all those other men that I was with
are just like him in that—they could be turned
into any sort of beautiful thing that one chose, if
there were women to do it, and the women were
" angels.” s
He' was listening to her now with considerable
astonishment, but with no incredulity ; there was
nothing of that in his character. )
“ But the worst of it is, Charlie—this is what wor-
ries me—I don’t honestly know what I have done
that is wrong." Now don’t preach!”. She said the
t words looking, not at the emotional face of the
young man, but at the missionary, who had come into
the room listening to her words as he came. “Don’t
.preach,” she said. “I d04 not believe in the little.
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humdrum rules and regulations that men make for
women; and I should be as mean and shabby if I
conformed to what I do not believe in, as any heretic
who recanted just to escape being burned.”

The missionary had not seen or heard of the
dwarf. His mind was serene.

¢ Certainly,” said he; “certainly, such rules are
not essential.”

Charlie turned upon him with a look of scorn,
that scorn which youth in its high-strung moods al-
ways has for the casual moods of &ven heroes or
. saints. Then he said, with what was for him an im-
mense amount of courage— - -“n

“ There is no use in your calling rules and regu-

lations humdrum, Polly; if you only knew it, there
isn’t a fellow in the world who would not admire
you a great deal more if you gave up all this new-
fangled rot.”

The missionary’s eyes twinkled. They were grey
deep-set eyes ;. they could do a good deal of twinkling
under the grey eyebrows that was not obvious, but
the girl happened to catch his glance, and answered
. it sadly.

“ As I value freedom much more than that sort
of admiration, the dear boy’s words are not to the
point,” she said, “but his sentiment is all right.
What be means to say is, that if something in me
were different from what it is, one human being

7
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who was evolving on to a higher plane nced not
have fallen back into the beast.”
She sat down and put her elbows upon the table.

"~ The frock that her friend had lent her was too large,

and the sleeves fell back from her white wrists. She
leaned her chin upon her hands, and looked at the
missionary. There was nothing now of that vibrating

" pathos in her voice which had pierced the hearts of

her persecutors when she turned at bay, because she
had no thought now of the effect of her speech upon
her hearers—the hard dull tone of self-absorbed
trouble was hers. -

“It is only one man,” she said, “one little mis-
shapen man ; but he was my friend, and he’s lost. I
never knew what on’earth you missionaries meant
when you talked about a soul being lost, before.
Now I know, for I've seen it. It does not mean
any rubbish about St. Peter and the keys, but it
means something that, when you've seen it, haunts
you all the rest of your life.”

For a moment she looked at the stained garish
wall-paper as if the dreary future that stretched
before her were as hopeless a sight.

“And the thing, you know, that makes my pres-
ent frame of mind so tiresome is that I really don’t
know exactly what to repent of. If I could see
some. reformation to accomplish in myself, tkat would
be altnost satisfying, but I am sure my way of look-
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ing at things has always been the most sensible.
And as for humbugging those men by talking pi’
—it was their fault for requiring it.”

“l\aturally you are satisfied with yourself ”—he
spoke in a conso]mor voxce——“ having no standard
higher than your own opinion.”

“I can bhave a high standard without bemg
pious,” she said defiantly. “ These backwoodsmen
are simply behind the times. They were brought up
to associate what Charlie calls ¢ new-fangled notions’
in woman with the loss of goodness, just as it used
to be supposed that sunlight put out fire. Tad they
lived in the last ten years they would have learned
to distinguish between fact and superstition. That
explains most of it.” Her voice lingered diffidently
upon the word “ most.”

“It doesn’t explain it all,” said Charlie, impa-
tient and authoritative. “I’m not given to religion
myself, but I must say I thmk a woman ought to
be religious.”

“Even your sentiments have a false ring now,”
she answered. A

“Well, I mean—I dare say men would be the
better for being religious too.”

“You think that you would be the better for
something within your reach that you don’t try to
get. That, at least, is a depth of degrédation to which

I never %ank.” The steady contempt of ‘her voice

P
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entirely confused him. ¢ Charlie, it is just that pure
unadulterated idiotic rubbish that you’re talking that
is enough to make every sensible woman a free-
thinker in religion, and custom, and everything else.
Now tell me ! ”—she turned to the .missionary—“ tell
me why, to fetch those men, I was forced to be
pious.” .

The missionary was standing with his back against
the wall ; he looked down at her, speaking as if to a’
friend. SN

“Don’t you see that if you invent your own
ideal it must vary as you vary with every phase of
thought? Piety involves a standard of beautiful

character entirely outside yourself, and higher up.

‘What you may be without this perfect standard,
those men could only guess at;Ml

vil minds will
always guess at evil. W'hamt be, if genu-
inely religious, all have some-dim notion of. It is
this holy ideal reflected in good women that men
worship in such sort that they can subdue selfishness
in its presence. Without it”—he looked down at
her with a kindly smile—*“ you are like an eclipsed
moon, lit by no ray of higher light. You are not
worthy of such worship as this. The sort of worship
men can give you is such as the glutton gives to his
food, the miser to" his gold, the artist to his thing
_of beauty—for which - he will barter the world,
truly, but only that he may indulge himself. You
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are nothing more than *an object of selfish delight;
and, except for a liftle while, in some society
whose laws have been made in deference to holy

women, nothing can save you from becoming the
victim of man’s selfishness, because he is stronger
than you ) ‘

« Im/ls/ modern progress, not Ch%étianity, that has
raised women,” she said. No troubled soul ever re-
peated its creed mote sincerely.

He smiled shrewdly. ¢ Does progress reign.in any
land where woman has not derived her strength and
beauty from the imitation of the Christian ideal? Has
there been any distinet progress in”any nation which
has not exalted woman for thesake of the Christ and
his mother?”

“TIt is only since we began to shake ourselves free

from the superstitions of religion that we have begun
to have laws-that are just to women.” She spoke
eagerly. “ And there is much to do yet to'make them
just.” '

“ There is much to do yet to make laws just to
women, because the germ of the ideal higher life
develops very slowly in Christian nations; we are
only by degrees learning that the holy woman has her
place, not only in the Church or at the hearth, but in
the market-place, in the court of law, in the chambers
of government. In all these places, wherever God’s
voice is calling women to serve their fellow-creatures -

—
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—there, if they serve also this high ideal, men will in
all respects become their unselfish allies.”

She'looked at him with kindliness, but there was
no lifting of the cloud of trouble from her face.

“ Considering that you are a missionary, and can’t
help preaching, you speak very fairly ; but ”—she gave
a gesture of restless pain—* these ideals have been
created by the developing moral consciousness of the
world, not sent down from heaven, and we are now

- ready for a much higher ideal than nineteen hundred

years ago. We want to get rid of the superstitions
that grew up then.”

“T think, fair lady —he spoke quaintly— that
what you call the moral consciousness of.the race is
the outcome of man’s dealing with the spirit of God,
is indeed that very kingdom of Heaven which is
within us ; but if; as you think, the religious conscious-
ness is nothing more than moral development plus
superstitions that drop off s the race grows older, still
my argundent does not alter. You believe that the
ideal given us in the Gospels was the highest outcome
of the moral consciousness of mankind in its then de-
velopment : I say that—if only to subdue the selfish-
ness in men—there is need that women should still
conform to this same ideal—higher and hdlier if you
will by nineteen hundred years, becanse as we rise in
the moral scale our interpretation of the ideal must
rise. If you take from it the Divine inspiration that
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you call the supernatural, you only take from yourself
any Divine help in attaining to it. You cannot by re-
moving the supernatural element lower the ideal. The
ideal whicl® the moral consciousness of the race has
once developed must grow: it may be seen first on
one side and then upon anotherybut at heart it can
not change ; if it did there would be no law of progress,
evolution would be imposéible.”-

She rose with an incredulous laugh, and, having
risen, she felt no relief from the movement and hoped
for none by leaving the room. There were rude
noises to be heard outside the house—noises of drunk-
ards passing by. She went to the window, peeping
from the blind in mere idlengss; then, sickened at the
thought of whom she might see, ¢ she turned in a mo-
ment, and, out of mere irritation, took up St. Paul
upon the theme of women, and hurled it at her com-
paniohs.

“ Whose writing has done mord to retard the
cause of women ?” she asked fiercely.

“It is not St. Paul’s fault if many of his follow-
ers have misapplied teaching fitting to one short age.”

“Do you admit ’—she was surprised into an al-
most joyful laugh—*“do you admit that the greater
number/of Christians are fools?”

“Say rather, silly sheep, obstinately straying after
any leaders who, to save the expense of constant
thought and new decisions for each fresh phase of




i

268 THE MADONNA OF A DAY
’ . .
circumstance, teach that piety consists in some old

rule of life, rather than in that attitude of the soul
which ever seeks fresh wisdom from above.”

She felt very restless. In the sounds without she
fancied she-heard some hideous scene connected with
the debauch of the dwarf. She turned towards her
friends, who remained passively watching her, with a
sense of supreme relief, almost of affection for them
both in the k‘nowledggﬂ‘thqt/éé{éh in his own good
way was good-to the heart’s core.

“Could your ideal woman treat men as if she and
they were rational creatures, instead of being herself
~ an idiotic piece of respectability, like our old-fash-
ioned women?” She was speaking only in idle de-
fiance.

He went on answering with a quaint good humour
which betokened the inward peace that perplexed
her. ’

“If you give your heart to Heaven, fair lady,
that heart will be your surest guide; but if you ask
my opinion, I would say there is nothing that a good
man may do that a good woman may not do also.”

She began to speak, but stopped suddenly.

A wild yell below the window, the sound of many

feet and voices, of howls and execratians mingling
all at once together caused her heart to sink in an
awful fear of some unknown deed of violence. The
men sprang to the window, throwing it open to look
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down on the scene beneath. Then, conscious that
they attracted attention, they extinguished the lamp.
Nothing of importance, nothing more than l\ﬁsual
riot was taking place. A gambling den had | dis-
“charged its occupants, who on their way homeward
had fallen out with one another. The dwarf was not
among them, but in Mary’s imaginative fear he ;was
there. |
She did not go to the window. The cool night
air rushed in; she saw the dark figres of her frie%nds
dimly outlined against the gleam of ianterns passing
without. She held by a.chair ‘for suppoft, tr:em~
bling, faint, heartsick. She said to herself that her
nerves were unstrung by the scenes through which
she had passed. She clenched her teeth in the effort
to master the panic of her heart. She heard a .
__drunken woman séreaming, swearing, fighting as it
seemed. She knew now that once and for ever it
had been branded upén .Ber “imagination Wh%lt it
might be like to be dragged down to the hell from
out of which this woman shrieked. Never, never
again could she hear such a'sound without féeling
this passion of fear and pity. There was no im-
pulse in her as yet to help. She only cowered Ill)efore
the vivid realization of this hour as before! some
spectre ‘which had sudéenly manifested itself;[ Yet
she found she was s?ﬁl straining ex eame for a sounid

which, even in this ‘moment of abject miseryj, could
18 -

-
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increase her pain. She sought, as it were, among the
confused howlings for the voice of Handsome. So
acute did -her hearing become that she seemed to
count the men who were below by their voices—to
be able to estimate the degree of beastliness into
which each drunken wretch had fallen. She did not
hear the voice she listened for, but for Handsome’s
sake, it was pity only that she felt for these men.
She knew now that nevér, never again could she see
a r¥n degraded from man’s estate without knowing
that women might have held him up, may, rather,
exalted him, had women been pure énough to
do the work that was given.them to do. She felt
chill with a sense of responsibility, which she feared
was a shadow from which she could never escape.
- She pressed her hands upon her eyes, as if to ex-
tinguish the thought, and then suddenly, against the
darkness, a face, lit by the light of the past morn-
ing, ﬂa.s}}ed before her burning brain. It was the
face of the dwarf, in his exultation over bringing her
safely on her journey, in his wistful effort to refuse
the diamond, seeking strength-iand; comfort by an
adoring gaze upon her own beflmty.“ For a/moment,
by a freak of the excited brain, she stood/again face
to face with him. ‘
“ Handsome,” she moaned, “poor Handsome!”
And then, in the darkness, she sank kneeling, in a
passion of tears that for the time brought relief.
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Her two friends, with their heads outside the win-
dow, were speaking to one another.

“I thought they might have risen up to catch
and lynch him,” said Charlie. He was speakmg
about the dwarf to the missionary.

But the other answered didactically, “ It is more
often i/n books tllan in real life that wickedness
comes to a speedy end.™ It drags out a long cowrse
of misery here, as if to teach us shat in this life, or
in any other, sin can find no easy stopping-place.”

The next day another year had begun, and these
‘travellers set out perforce=upon another stage of their
journey. -

. THE END.
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thing akin to Dick 2 Bossy 73 Ue .

‘“In many respects the best of all the books of I ter literature brought out this
mson."—l’r’orm’dena News. - ek €

** Highly pleasing and cefully recorded reminiscences of early suburban life
and e ] experi wufﬁ a congemal spirit and in very charmmgy prose.”’—Bos.

ton Courier,

MA JESTY. A Novel. .By Lous CouPeRrus. Trans-

lated by A. TEIXEIRA DE MaATros and ERNEST Dowson.
12mo. Cloth, $1.00.

“There have been many workers among novelists in the field of toyaqpomnit'ure,’
but it may be safely stated that few of i -
achieved ‘more striking results than M. Coup ‘ Majesty * is an dinarily
vivid of ic imperiali "-Londondcademy.
L« 1:? no:]elist whom we Ic:)n .ca(l:loto mind has ever given the wglr:g ‘Stnxdch a master.
Ppiece of ro: rtraiture as Louis Couperus’s strikin romance enti ajesty.’ "’
- I’hlad:l;z}c zgcord €
““There is not an uninteresting page. in the book, and it ought to be read by all
{r_ho desi:_atz keep in line with the best that s published in modern fiction.” —Bsgalo
omner,

' / ZE NEW MOON. By C.E. Ramonv, author
of “ George Mandeville's Husband,” etc. 12mo. Cloth, $1.00.

L of the most impressive of recent works of fiction, both for its mattér and
pecially for its p "—Milwanukee Fournal. .
“‘An intensely interesting story. A curious interweaving of old perstitions which
vern a nervouy; woman'sgsebl(:syh life, and the brisk, mo&‘em ways of a wholesome
Eogiish Birl"'— Philadelphia Ledger.

: ? HE WISH. A Novel. By HERMANN SUDERMANN,
With a Biographical Introduction by ELIZABETH LEE. 12mo.
Cloth, $1.00.
““ Contains some superb peci of original thought.” —New Vork Wor!d N
¢ The style is direct and incisive, and holds the unflagging attention of the reader.”
lon Fournal,
“A powerful story, very simple, very direct.”—Chicago Evening Post.
~
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S ‘LEEPING FIRES. By GEORGE GISSING, author of:
’ “In the Year of Jubilee,” *“ Eve’s Ransom,” etc. 16mo. Cloth, ~
75 cents.

In this sehlun story the author, has treated an on"mal motive with rare self-com-

mand and s is book is most interesting as a story, and remarkable as a literary
performanc

STONEPASTURL‘S 'By ELEANOR STUART. 16mo,
Cloth, 75 cents. ~

“Thisis a swuﬁ:ht of good literary workm:nshlp . The book lLs the value
of being a real sketch of our own of sh g how, even in the ap-

parengy dull round of work, there is still material fur a good bit of literature.”— Phda-

COURTSHIP BY COMMAND.- By M. M. BLAKE.
16mo. Cloth, 75 ceénts,

¢ A bright, moving study of an unusiially interesting period in the life of N‘apoleou,
dﬂfcnously mld the characters are clearly, strongly, and very dehatel¥ mod-
eled, and the touches of color most arusucally done. ¢ Loum}up by Command” is the
y Nap Sonne-b we have had.”—New York Commercial

Advcn‘t.rtr

HE WATTER'S MOU’. By BrRAM STOKER.
¥6mo. Cloth, 75 cents. >
¢ Here is a tale to stir the most sluggish nature. . . . Itis like shndmg o]lc’ d;’e

deck of a wave-tossed ship; you feel the soul ofthe storm go into your blood.”
Home Fomurnal,

“The characters are strongly drawn, the descri d and the
situations are ponr.\yed with rare vividness of language. lusa thnllmg story, told
- with great power.”"—Boston Advertiser.

MASTER AND MAN. By Count Lo ToLsroy.

With an Introduction by W. D: HOwWELLS. 16mo. Cloth, 75
cents. '

0/" Crowded with these characwuhc touches which mark his literary work.”’—Pwdiic
inion.

“‘ Reveals a wonderful knowledge of the workings of the human mind, and it tells a
tale that not only stirs the emotions, but glm us a better insight into our own hm
—San Francisco Argonaut. ;

THE ZEIT-GEIST. By L. DOUGALL, author of
‘“ The Mermaid,” “ Beggars All,” etc. 16mo. Cloth, 75 cents.

“ One of the best of the short stories of the day.”—Baston Fournal.

“One of the most remarkable norveh of the yﬁr"—Nm York Comemercial.
Advertiser.

“ Powerful in ption, , and infl "—Boston Globe.

.
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TWO REMARKABLE AMERICAN NOVELS.

THE RED BADGE OF COURAGE. An Epi-
sode of the American Civil War. By STEPHEN CRANE. 12mo.
Cloth, $1.00.

¢ Mr. Stephen Craneis a great artist, with something new to say, and coase-

Eucmly with a new way of saying it. . . . ln * The Red Bagge of Courage’ Mr.

rane has surely contnved a masterpiece. . He has a picture t chal-
lenges comparisons wnh the most vivid scencs of Tolstoy's ¢ Lz Guerre et la Paix’ or
of Zola's * Débiécle.’ " —London New Keview.

*“In its whole _range of literature we can call.to mind nothing so mn:hmg in its
analysis, 50 manifestly )mpreued with the stamp of truth, as ‘The Red Badge of .
C ble study of the av mind under stress of battle. . . .
We repeat a mlly fine achlevement. *—London Daily Chronicle.

¢ Not merely a remarkable book ; itis a revelation. . One feels dut, with per-
haps one or two exccpuons, all previous descriptions of modern warfare have been the
merest abstractions.”’—SZ. Fames Gazette.

it Holds one irrevocably. There is no tﬁass‘bnhty of resistance ‘when once you are
in its grip, from the first of the march of troops to the closing scenes. . . . Mr.
Crane, we repeat, has wnnen a remarkable book. His insight and his power of ruhza-
tion amount to genius.” —Fall Mall Gaszette.

“There is nothing in American fiction to _compare with it in the vivid, ‘uncom=
promising, almost aggressive vigor with which it the led condi-
tions that go to make up what men call war. . . . Mr. Crane has added to American
literature somednug (hat has never been done before, and that is, wn its own peculiar
way,

“ Never before have we had the seamy side of glorious war so well depicted. .

The action of the story thrughout is splendid, and all aglow with color, movem:nt,
and vim. The style is as keen and bright as a sword-blade, and a Kipling has done
nothing better in this line.”"—Chicago LEvening Post.

]N DEFIANCE OF THE KING. A Rmfge of

the American Revolution. By CHAUNCEY C. HOTCHKIss.
12mo. Paper, 50 cents ; cloth, $1.00.

“ The whole story is so completely absorbing that you will sit far into the night to
finish it. You lay it aside with the feeling that you have seen a gloriously true picture
of the Revolution.”’—Boston Herald.

¢ The story is a stmng one—a thn’llmg one. It causes the true American to flush

with until the eyes smart; and it fairly
smokes with pamomm. *—New York Ma:l and Express,

““ The heart beats quickly, and we| feel ounclves ukmg part m tbe scenes described.
PM Altogether the book is an —Chicago Evening

“‘One of the most readable novels of the year. . . . Asa lovemmaneeltuchann-
:5. while itis filled with thrilling adventure and deeds of patriotic daring.”—Boston
vertiser.

“ This romance seems to come the in fiction of
the Revolutionary period that we have yet had.’ —Bngﬁ'ala Co-mr .

““ A clean, wholesome story, full of and i g . « » Holds
lhemm alike by the t.hmdo!‘thc story and b;dn id A kably
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GILBERT PARKER'S BEST BOOKS.
THE SEATS OF THE MIGHTY. Being the

Memoirs of Captan ROBERT MORAY, sometime an Officer in
the Virginia Regiment, and afterward of Amherst’s Regiment.
12mo. Cloth, illustrated, §1.50. :

For the time of his story Mr. Parker has chosen the most absorbing pericd
of the romantic eighteenth-century history of Quebec. The curtain rises soon
after General Braddock’s defeat in Virginia, and the hero, a prisoner in Que-
bec, curiously entangled in the intrigucs of La Pompadour, becomes a part
of a strange history, full of adventure and the stress of peril, which culminates

only after Wolfe's victory over -Montcalm. The material offered by the life
and history of old Quebec kas never been utilized for the purposes of fiction
with the command of plot and incident, the mastery of local color, and the
splendid realization of dramatic situations shown in this distinguished and
movmg romance. " "The illustrations preserve the atmosphere of the text, for
they present the famous buildings, gates, and battle grounds as they appeared
at the time of the hero’s imprisonment in_Quebec. ’

HE TRAIL OF THE  SWORD. " A Novel.
12mo. Paper, 50 cents ; cloth, $1.00. - ‘

“ Mr. Parker here adds to a reputation aiready wide, and anew demonstrates his
powerB ‘dgmonal portrayal and of strong dramatic situation and chmax.”'—Fhsadel-

““The n.le “holds the teadef's interest from first to last, for it is full of fire and spirit,
b and d by good“character drawing.” —Pittsburg Times.

HE TRESPASSER. 12mo. Paper, 50 cents;
cloth, $r1.00.

. « Inwest, ith, force, and charm--\i‘r Parker’s new story possﬁse! all these
qalities. . PI‘\lmost bare of sy be-

cause they are real. Weradazmncs-asvehavemd&egremmaslmdmmm
—breathl e.{“ry *—The Critrc.

““ Gilbert Parker writes a strong novel, but thus far this is his masterpiece. . . . It
is one of the great novels of the year."—Boston Advertiser.

HE TRANSLATION OF A SAVAGE. 16mo.

Flexible cloth, 75 cents.

“ A book which no one will be satisfied to put down until the end has been matter
o(calamtyandasumoe."-—TIu Nalmn.

iginality, and ingenuity of on.”—

“The of this mncevill thotewbomfornev.and original types-
of chaciierand who art s 0 the & of 2 fresh and vigorous style.”
—Loadoqulme -
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«¢ A better book than ¢ The Prisoner. of Zenda.’ "’—London QOuesn.

HE CHRONICLES OF COUNT ANTONIO.
By ANTHONY HOPE, author of * The God in the Car,” ‘‘ The
Prisoner of Zenda,” etc. With photogravure Frontispiece by
S. W. Van Schaick. Third edition. 12mo. Cloth, $1.50.

' ¢ No adventures were ever better worth recounting than are those of Antonio of
Moate Velluto, a very Bayard among outlaws. . . . To all those whose pulses still stir

at the recital of deeds of high age, we may mend this book. . . . The chron-
ukmvm&cemﬁoﬂdhemk 3 , and is pi qt ‘, ! " —London
Daily News.”

“lthshmuymdl its own, of a deliberate and rather deeporder. . . . In
point of ion ¢ The Chronick o"ConnxAnm is the best work that Mf. Hope
has yet done. The design is c} , the hip more elab theuyhm

colored. . Thmcdmmmmmmm&eymaddqumdyhﬁ t )
mand&eQMu.mMMuaﬂnwﬂy P—
Westminster Gasette. N

1}

"Amw&ydﬂ&ewmﬁw&hﬂmdﬂw
books, and likely to be read.with a keen enjoyment andnhedthyenlhumi.of&o
spirits by every one who takes it up.”—7&¢ Scotsman.

«“A gallant tale, written with unfailing freshness and spirit.”—ZLondos Daily
Telegraph.

“Oneofdnem inati i in English within many days. The

nmybutyofmuylesdehghﬁul,mdthe adventures recorded in these ‘ Chron-
icles of Count Antonio’ ave as stirring and ingenious as any conceived even by Wey-
map at his best.” *—=New York World.

“ Romance of the real flavor, wholly and entirely and ed in true ro-
mantic style. The characters, 3 with such masterly bandling, are not merely pic-
mumm“ummﬁmm%wmmmmn
—Boston Convier. .

“Tddmamdﬂﬁﬂynﬂenddweetuyh,nd'nh&emmch ofaman - -

‘who has the genius of g the varied incidents flow naturally and rapidly
h:mdw&ﬁn‘m —MTn’buc.

“Mymhwﬂ,me‘APrmd’M « « . Wonderfully strong,
grap ls the i of the most &lass novel reader.”—Boston Advertiser.
' “Nodvmmaawmmgm&ued‘wm
mwmﬂﬂhb*mpﬂemmb'bhﬂhm
under the spell of his magic.”—Besten Herald. -

“ A book to make women weep proud tears, and the blood of men to tingle with
knightly fervor. . . . In ‘Count Antomio® we think Mr. Hope surpasses himself, as he
b“ymwddhohmﬂndﬁm&'qﬁnyﬂsﬂy
the Times. :
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