THE WEST BHORE.

[ do ot dislike bim." the girl faltered, aod after
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wed bt spoord, to whom ebe howsd ratber formally.

He aawistesd ber 10 the saddle and they cantered awy
like sirsagers than the lovers they
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Mortimer toroed and left the window from which

o bhad whond guaing adter them, and wondered what
o cocarred hetween these two whom be esteemed
o highly, t make them talk and act 00 strangely.
Bt now whes he oame 1o reflect awhile, be l.'rml’.'m—
bevesd that they bad avoided each other's wufﬂ for
o g time past  Conid ) tee ;lnllila that (reorge
bovnd fadr Makel, that he bad pﬂl[lﬂd and she had
relasad bim’ Na be oould not believe that, and yﬂt
waneihing most bave ooearred to provoke this cool-
wese which bad wo saddenly sprung up between them.
While be was thas meditatiog the osse, Gieorge and
Nabel were gulloping op the valley road, side by side
bt silest  He was thicking bow much bappier the
gitl would be if, inetesd of himeell, Mortimer Gray
wat soling w0 ber ssert  He could not remember a
time whee be bhad soen ber ride away with Mortimer,
looking w abe now dud Yot be did not blame her.
Mortimer was by far the handsomer map, bis maoner
wie more froe and ardent. aod ot Iast the poor fellow
oame bo realiny that o ove had ever understood and
sppreciated b owy sature s had his d.‘;], beloved
alet
Ruch were the thoughta that cocupied the young
WAL ¢ mind, w be rode beside the girl be loved, yet
whoss bt dured sof approsch with the teoder avowal
Whaek smesmed ever ready 1o escape from bia lipa
A they noared (he boad of the valley, and looked
Jown upon the reine of the old log hut in which bap-
Py Dose bad bees wost o wing the gay old ballads
el bad made the very wond, neg with their mirth,
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loog, black lashes that fringed the blae eyes. He
Jonged to take ber o his breast and‘ confess his love,
bat he dsre not. He would have liked to tell her of
bis affestion for ope who could fill Dese's place i
bis heart, bat what would it avail him? Nothing,
sbeolutely nothing. Bhe loved another, and conld
never be more to him than a friend. A friend!
How oold, how formal the name seemed to him,

“ Thank you, Miss Randall,” he murmured, g
length, tarning abraptly awsy from the bewildering
ivflaence of her sweet, pale face. “It was wrong in
me to allow my emotion to distarb your peace of
mind: but a8 I gazed on the ruins of the old hut i
which we were so happy together, the sadness that
filled my heart seemed 8o like the requiem of & dear,
departed friend. Do not deem e weak, Miss Ran.
dall, bat it is probable that I shall never again behold
this sad scene, which invariably awakens me to the
hopeless void in my heart.”

“ Why, you are not going away, Mr. Watson?"
Mabel nsked, s half-frightened look in her blank, pale
face.

“Very soon,” the young man replied, without
looking up. “I have already engaged to dispose of
my interest in the mine, and that is all I have to de-
tain me here.”

By this time they had tuarned their horses’ heads
toward home, and Mabel only wished the distance
was lessened by considerable that she might the soon-
;r hide sway and weep out the grief of her aching

eart.

“ Believe me, Miss Randall, her companion con-
tinued, as Le raised his brown eyes to look in to her
face, which was now as white and immovable as
statae. “I shall esteem you as a dear, sympathizing
friend. 1 shall never forget the care and attention
you bestowed upon me, when I lay disabled snd
beart sick in your house. Within three days I shall
bid adiea to Oak Dale, perhaps never to see the place
sgnin.  All I ask is that you keep one little corner in
your heart sacred for—for the sake of the friendship
I entertain for you, and for which friendship I sin-
cerely bope you will accord me your own.”

His voice was low and tender, and it was only by
 #trong effort that Mabel managed to keep back the
tears which wero ready to well up from her heart
E" volce was calm, however, and somewhat haughty,

reorge thought, as she replied—

- " My friendship i freely given, Mr. Watson, if it

i really worth the giving."
bon;\:lh(l'ng more was uid, and they were soon 8t
Q. aad 1y eisted his companion from the s
' thavking him, she hurried away and wa

%ot in her own room lying on the bed with her faif,
hands. What power was it

white face buried in her




