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THE WEST SHORE.

—_Q___"‘__%

e within the seo b
ignation, that set we an example of patience and sub- | and one ways that ever lie pe of king,

HiisRiom, ) )
Meautime, Edith Mason was making manifest the

earnostness of ber avowed intention to remaiﬂ.in.the
little valley and create for herself s home. Within 8
week or lt’n, lhf' !wl, "ilh my mmt&nce il] thﬂ IJIIBI-
nows details, purchased s lot in the suburbs of Yom
Yum, procured building materials, and set two fnﬁn
st work erecting a small cottage, It was a cozy little
affair, and money was not spared in rendering it not
only thoroughly comfortable, but besutiful within
and without. It was situated on & little, sloping pla-
teau, overlooking the town and commanding a view of
the greater part of the undulating valley.

Yam Yum, s may be supposed, was somewhat ex.
ercisd over the advent of this new and evidently well.
W-do resident.  There was the nsual amount of indi.
rect questioning and round-shout attempts to get at
the private history, past and present, of the new.
comer. She hersolf made no secret of the fact that
she was taking up her residence in their midst for
the sake of being near the grave of her husband, She
always added, however, that, even were there 1o such
saared tios 1o hold her there, the natural beauties of
the mountain.bound valley would prove ap almost ir.
resistible inducement 1, remain. Iy this, ghe WAS
wnoers, To me, she said -

“ I think that, amid such
be able to write s I have never written before, The
very Illiil :‘n! the mountaing, rising grand and rugged
0 their misty blue robes, out of this valley of sup.
shine and vordure, st my brain and heart throbbing

hringing e » word op wanderer, |
bogan to b discouraged and downoast iy, spirit,
There wory roasons why thing could not

g0 on in
this way myol longer, Already 1 hag been slight]
chaffed, on mare than ope Oceasion, /

(am Y by inhabj
Yum Yum, for staying about own Y Inhabitants of
M & miver, | should have ke

Beenes as these, [ shal] |

ness and true sympathy.

Her visits to the grave were frequent—so frequent
that 1 often marveled that so slight and delicate
frame could bear up under so much mountain clim.

(ing.  As the warm days of summer drew on, I grey

accustomed to looking from my door in the early
morning, and seeing her coming slowly around the fir
grove, with black Martha closely following, bearing
the small writing desk, which never wag left behing,
She had a favorite nook, beneath a clump of young
firs on the margin of the little stream, a fow steps
distant from the grave, where she would sit hour after
hour, dreaming and writing, seemingly shut off frop )
all mankind, living an ideal existence in an ideal
world, all her own,

I soon learned to shape my own habits to st
hers, or rather, to baffle the tattling tongues of Yum
Yam.  Her appearance on the mountain was usually
the signal for me to discover that T had business to
attend to in town, and such business was rarely con.
cluded until the blue smoke,curling up from the chin.
ney of her cottage, told me that she had returned
home to her 6:00 o’clock teq.

Things went on in this way till near the middle of
July, when messages from the « diggings ” began to
come in thick and fagt, announcing new discoveries
and urging upon me the advisability of giving the
work my personal attention.  After mature delib.
eration, I decided that [ would go. I was growing
very tired of neglecting my own affairg while waiting
in vain for g Jetter of sign from Roy Mason, It had
been all very well, of first, to regard my self as the

I had experienced a

Yon? Why, Mr. Blake, how very
here without you, [ ghall miss




