THE WEST SHORE.

brashwood. Now there comes a low murmur, which soon
swells into a louder sound.

. “Harkl"” . Mary stands still. “Surely we are neur a
rlvar;!you said your friend lived near a river?"

“Xes, 1t 18 a river,' Then he says more gontly:
“There, there, my dear, you mustn't take .mumiffr nfy
strange way, it's all along of my being glad to see you
again; you mustn't mind; we are a bit rough ont hore,
you knowi" snd he puts his hand on hors, draws it
through his arm, and keeps it tightly clasped.

She has not known how frightened sho was till now;
her misgivings melt ina sob of relief, and, bending down,
she kisses the hand that holds hers,

“There, there,” he s‘mnh roughly agnin, “wo must
hurry on if we're to reach Mrs. Davies bofore night; we
shall have the old womnn turning in befora we get there.”

“Doesn't she expect ma?" Mary timidly asks,

“She expecta you, sure enongh," ho auswers, “ but
the day wasn't fixed; I wasn't sure abont that till the
veasal was signalled; soldom any nne hins so quick a pas.
sage.” Then hoe says abraptly, * Yon must be very tired,
I've half & mind to oarry you," and he laughs londly.

“No, oh, no, thauk you!" B8he shrinks nway, his
strangp manner frightens her; if she did not know it is
impossible, she would fanoy he has been drinking sines
ha left the station. 8he has wakened thumufhl y ot lnst,

This is not the Willie SBomarfield who laft hor sobbing
her heartout for his sake—something hns altered him,
Bat she reproaches hersolf; when she is his wifo ho will
soon be all right again.

The wood has beeome thinner; it is not so dark ns it
was, the noise of the river is nearer, they have reached
the edge of the forest, As Mary looks out between the
trees lﬁl sees that a deep gully separates them from the
road. She eannot pass this without help. |

“The devil!” her companion exelaims; “while yon
have been jawing me we have come out of the way, but
it don't matter,” Ho flings first one bag and then the
other across, and then, bending down, ho raises her in
his arms, and goes carefully down ona side of the cleft
and up the other. “There!" he says, as ho lands her
safely on the other side. L

“How strong you are!"” She looks up admiringly,
while he stands imlhing hard from the exertion he lns
made. " i

“Tt don't take much to lift you." Then, turning to
her, he adds, “ You're such a dainty little morsol, |l|.ty-
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The sight of the broad, lgruy river makos Mary fool
giddy, and she clings closo { to hor lover's arm as they
walk beside it. Sho cannot help shivering, the water
looks so ocold and dzsp. Somerfield points onward.
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she feols that ho is tarning to the bridge; again an irre.
prosuiblo horror seizos her; sho cries out and stroggles
violontly to froe hersall. “Be quiot, you little fool,"
Sha sees Bomorfiold's vad aves glare florcaly as ho swings
hor forward, then his grasp on har loosans, but shie elings
desperataly to him now, Ho wrenches one hand, then
the other, nway, and pushes hor from him, She feols
that sho is falling; there in n despairing ory, a splash,
nnd the dark wator oloses over her,

v,

Mary ronsos from what seoms doop slumber,  Thero
it n rushing sound in hor enrs, and sho opons hor ayes
8he aens anly the geay, cold river,  Ts whe loating nlong
with it? No, her right hand urmsln #ome substanos, sl
#ho feals fstenod down by the weighi of her elothes.

Bho onunot move, she looks up, the stars are shining
ovorhoad; snd ne by degroos sho ronses to fullor con.
soiousnens, ahe soos that alie has boen caught among the
roota of a hage witherad broe,

Sho lios there white and exhansted, and s momory
bringa baok the terrible soene she passod throngh she
wishes sho hiad nover wakenad,

Bat love of life soon asserts iteall, and after a whils
sho managos to free hor hair and then her olothes, which
have kopt hor fast o this refuge.  Crawling along the
farsteotohing roots, she st last resches the bank in
mfoty, Bhe is still oo dazed to think—one ideas only
lightons throngh her stavefied brain-—she must find the
littls wtation, get baok to New York, and to a stonmer re-
turning to England.  8he feels dimly that the friendly
onptain will protect her. 8ho doos not dare to remember
what sho neads protetion ngainst, she is dully consoious
that her sonses may forsake hoer if she boging to think.

As ot Inst slio rises to her foot sho tremblos so vio-
lontly that she onn searcely stand,  She has lost hor hat,
andd hor long hair hangs round her like n dripping olosk.
Wringing the water from it with both her cold hands, she
rolls it up tightly, and then she begins to walk back be-
wido the river, Bhe ean make ont the bridge st s little
distanco off; and this talls hor that sha has not been car-
riod fur from whera she fell into the water, Tt doow not
ocour to her that in the darkness ahe may find it impossi-
blo to make her way back througi the wood to the sta-
tion, She goos on and on bebwoen the river and the
wood in n dogyed, dotermined way, She knows she onn
not eross the gally, bat surely if sha goos on thore must
be an onsier way,

Buddoenly the wood enids in another elosring; n wikl
honth strotohes before her, overgrown with low bushos,
and among these at some distance Mary fancies that sho
woos i light. Bhe stops and koonly; it may be only
eansod b wmnlnmlrhul n it may coms from s |
onbin,  But soon, as she walks toward the lght, she &
wure that it is shining from o window, Every now nmd
then she stambles over the uneven ground, sometimes
sl gots sutanglod among brambles and brashwood, but
pooner than she expeots she comes to a long low eabin -
n dark, solitary bailding from which the light eomes
through a ohink in the shuttared window, Too eonfus
o u‘:i for the door, Mary makes hor way desporately

toward the light and knooks on the shatter—no suwwor,
Sho waits & minabd or two, and then she knocks ngain
vehemontly.

“Who that knocks?" a voloo says baliind the

whutter—a woman's volos, timid but not ankindly in tons,
Mary fealn hor courago coms back,

“1 nem n poor girl that has lost bhor way, s o the
durk [ foll in the water. I am dying of sold, plesse lot
M im.l

child, and hurrios on. Al first

arms, bat as her bresth comes back

Home instinot seems W warn her not W tell the trath,




