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our way up the mountain trail, Edith Mlasnn, her 51'1-
ble attendant, and mysell, and stw! beside the grave
are Hoy Mason's name above it

lw]':u«r,mr- little wife knelt and rested her pale |
forebead on the rough stone wall. I turned away.
Whether she was praying, or rocalling happy, by- |
kone hours, 1 could not tell; I only knew that to lqok |
upon her sorrow was to fee my soul consumed with
guilty remorse. 1 walked away and sat down on 8 }
mons-covered rock by the bank of the stream, Iooklng |
down, with eyes that saw not, upon the lovely, un_dll- '
Inting valley that Iay far below, like & besutiful pfsmt- I|
Ing, in its misty blue frame of encircling mountains, |

Alter n time Mra. Mason joined me, and stood for |
sme moments regarding the scene with silent, rapt |
sclomnity; then, tarning to me, she said, slowly— }

" There is something grandly beautiful in the
thought of being laid to rest in s stony grave, high :
smong these rogged, eternal mountains, with such & |
soent an that beneath, and naught but WAYIDG pines
and heaven's blue canopy sbove. It seems almost a
pity that I bave come ul) this way only to disturb his |
rest, to take him from the éver-renewing beauties of |
Natare's grandest solitudes, and give him, instead, ‘
only a musty corner in the family vault at home? | |
am almost sorry that | oame; but now that [ am here,
| never can go back without him—the pictare of this
lonely mound on the mountain side would haynt me,
waking and dreaming, through sll m ¥ years to come.”

I listened to these words like one but half awake,
and & moment passed before

Krave opened, and the rough
owmb | sven gaw the lid |
wife bending for one more loo
But at that point evey |

coffin brought from its
fted, and the stricken
k on earth 8t her dead,

magination faltered, anq |

d"‘ld dﬂ\'llﬁ(m,

bol, until that moment, diviped her real mission ip
®taing 1o the far West But I bad poyt I had simg
::l)‘ :.alﬂ: h_” KTanted that ghe wished to 8¢e her hos.
WMl Mln l { '

el B Pisce, and Perbaps, areot & stone to

She wae stil] lookine dreami
iy ;

borizan line, and did nuls eadag e the

Wy agitation,
minuta op two
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I turned my faoo from |,
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THE WEST SHORE.
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_ " I reflected, desperately, “if I could but gyt
:};;8 l?:r’lds on you, I'd make you face this music” |

One thing was quite clear, and needed no de
in my mind—Roy Mason’s. whereabouts must g ()
certained without loss of time, and he must be mag,
aware of the state of affairs. But, in the meantime,
what could I do to prevent, or at least, delay, the

ning of the grave!

OpeActigng upong a swift impulse, I turned, with ap.
other lie upon my lips, to the poor, defenseless, gy,
suspicious little woman at my side. .

“Mrs, Mason, I trust I have misinterpreted the
meaning of your last words. I hope it is not your in.
tention to—to—remove your husband’s remaing.”

She turned and looked at me wonderingly, with
eyes blue as the heavens above, clear and pure as the
limpid waters that tinkled over the pebbles at our
feet,

“ Why, certainly, Mr. Blake,” she answered, slow.

ly, “that is what I came for, I thought you under.

| stood.”

I groaned inwardly, but outwardly adjusted my
mask for the part I wag

compelled to play. Assum.
ing an expression of sorrowful commiseration, I laid
my hand on hers, and said—

“Then, my poor little woman, it becomes . my
painful duty to tell you tha you can only do so by
violating the last wish of your husband.”

She started, and shrank, as if hurt, _

" Then he—did not wish me to—take him home?”
I answered, firmly, while my
+ “Forgive me if, hitherto, I have
been entirely frank with you. The truth is, that
ore your husband’s de—death (I had almost said

* | departure), ho and I became near and dear friends,

ud I had from hig Jipg 4 history of his sad past. He
said to me, ‘God bless her! There is but one way
that I can free her from the galling chains that bind
her to me, and that way is, at
My death will releage her, and that i near ot hant.
Bury me her on the mountain side, where the little
atr?am Can prattle above me, and the moaning pines
Whisper my dirge. Let no ope distarb my repose,
for no morts] C&D give me a grander mausoleum.”

She was looking straight into my eyes while I
Spoke, but gt py concluding words her head dropped,
a0d I saw teqrg falling on her clasped hands.

“Do you think his words referred to me, Mr.
Blake?  Could it be thag po meant 1 was not to dis-
turb him 9"
_ Trying not to see the tears, not to hear the vibrs-
tions of pain ip the gentle voice, I answered—

* My dear Mra, Magon! Who else could he have
meant?  Who glga Would be likely to undertake his
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