
CHAPTER X.
Matwasnow twenty yearsold, andshe considered herself past her
youth. Shehadknownherself a tall young person since the age of
fifteen;and fiveyearsmake along time to look back upon. She
had now cast off the crazy imaginations of her earlier days,and
settled down toserious middle age. She would have given a very
bad account of her past life,if youcouldby any subtlety have en-
trappedher into talking about herself. She would have told you
that she had been an idle, roving scapegrace, spending tier time
wandering over moors and haunting mountain caves, making
acquaintance with rabbit-burrows and plovers' nests. She had
cultivated theexcitement of lurkingin ambush for hours to watch
the flight of aneagle,andthe luxury of lying on her back in the
long, warmbroom, toenjoy withperfect ease,the ecstasyof the lark,
she hadso livedamongthe animals andbirds that she made sisters
andbrothers of them in herown wild way, and believed that they
sympathized with her thoughts, while she had a scent and instinct'
equalto their own. To be sure, she hadpickedup a little learning
by the way;but everything that was useful she had been apt to
forget,whereas, everything that was visionary and romantic had
clung to her without effortupon herpart. If she had got poetry byheart, and carefully studied portions of Shakespeare and other
masters,it was for thepleasure that it gave her, and not through
studious desires. Part, of her delight in it was the reciting of
passages aloud to the winds and thebirds, whileperchedupona rock
in some of her favorite wildernesses. If she had read tales and
romances with breathless excitement, it was that she found an
unutterable interest in making her way into a worldof life and
movement,thronged with varieties of people who werein every way
different fromherself and AuntMartha. If she devoured the Bible
andthe lives of thepaints,it wasbecause theykindledamagnificent I
senseof awe within her, andmade existencesupernaturalandheroic.
Shehad composed psalms out of her own worshipping heart, and j
sung themup to the cloudsas she trampedabout the hills. Shehad
gathered round her dogs, and tame rabbits, and jackdaws, and
improvised long legendsand romances for their benefit, in .whichfigured crowds of motley characters,angels and devils, fairies and
"witches,heroes and villains, everybeantiful embodiment of good-
ness and ugly incarnation of wickedness. She had learned reading
from curiosity, spelling from reading, grammar by observation,
history inbrilliantpatchesand pictures,and French and Italian by
instinct, ear and fancy. She picked up foreign languages as she
picked up a tune. Geography, 6he would declare,hadaltogether
slipped throughher fingers;but sheknew thenames of most places,
whether they werenear or faraway,and what kind of people were
found living in them. She knewall about Australia, because Taul
Finiston wasthere. Inher roving3and questionings, reading and
speculations,one ideahad beenuppermost in her mind, life was a
great mys'ery of joy. In order to penetrate it she climbed highrocks,battledwithstrong winds,consulted birds, beasts and books,
baskedin the sun,dreamedby the fireside, prayed, laughed, wept,talked,mused;and at last,when she had explored every outlet of
herlife to its extremelimits,and wrought her up to a very high
pitchof nervous fancy,Aunt Martha, who had been quietly observ-
ingher,spoke. Itwasnowquite time that she should give up her
childish freedom, and settle down into a useful, well-conductedyoung woman. On that occasion May had burst into passionate
tears. The humdrum life thatshe wasdreading had overtaken her.
Time would not spare her to her dear wild life. Onreceiving
her lecture she had disappearedinstantly, andfor the day; but in
the evening she presentedherself in the parlor, tidy in person,
serious andashamed. She wasgoing todo all,and be all, that was
expectedof her.

So, now,May being twenty yearsold, andhavingbeen for threeyears labouring earnestly to tame herself, and walk in quiet ways,may be fairly said to have sownher wild oats. She worehouse-wifely clothingand smooth hair. She hadput aside romances and
plays and poems,andset herself tograverstudies. She took tomak-
ingpastry,andspent aconsiderable time ather spinning-wheel. Sherelinquishedher idea thatanexcessive joy was the one object of life,
andprayednight andmorning tobe deliveredfrom her dreams and
fancies. She even thought of a likely spot for her grave, andwondered if itcould be possibleshe shouldlive tobe as old asAuntMartha,andthen perhaps live longer still. In the meantime shewasgood toherpoor neighbours, and ashelpful asshe wasable;andshekeptupher intercourse with the animals and birds. When she
wentout of a morning tothe sunny side of the ruin,and,nestlingin
theivy, stretched out ahand andmade a cooingsound, they allcameround her. rabbits and dogs and ducks and geeseandchickens, thecalf and thedonkey,and the jackdaws from the belfry. Tame andwild, they clustered about her, and fed at her feet or out of herhand;but.she petted them nowasa superiorbeing, not as formerly,
when she was only their companion and playfellow. The enact-
mentof this scene wasthe one folly of her day, all the rest of the
timebeing spent in serious behavior and steady occupation. Shewaa as staid and demure as any one could wish, or asany one could regret to see her. Miss Martha beheld the
wholesome change in the girl, but thought all the time
that the change was a little too extreme. Yet how was this
to be avoided? "What ought a|young girl to be ? Miss Martha
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lookedback into her ownyouth,andsought invainforanyexperience
which might apply to her niece. Miss Martha had never beenimaginative. Where one young person lives entirely with elder
people,in anatmosphere atonceantiquatedandstill, romantic andwild, it is likely that the young spirit will be either too muob.
oppressedor toomuch emancipated. Miss Marthadidnot quite seethis; bat she knew that a'little change was sometimes wholesome
for yonngpeople,andshe wishedMay had a littlechange.

Thus she had not given an absolute denial when Sir John
hadexpresseda wish tosee May at Camlough. She had conveyed
the idea to the.gentleman that, if the ladies of the family exerted
themselves properly,she wouldnot insist that the thine conld notbe
done. May,onhearing of thematter,had looked a littlefrightened,
andhadsaid verygravely:'"IthinkIwould rather not go." Yetacertain controlled excitement of expectation had evidently hung
abouther since.

On theday whenKatherinecame from Camlough to seek her,
May,as ithappened,wasbusy in thekitchen. Bridget was out for
aholiday; and MissMarthahadsteppeddown to the meadow with
oldNanny to hold counsel over asickly cow. The sun was hot and
strong, theyellow blindin the kitchen was down, and the window
open; there was a pot of lavender and sweet-marjoram on the
windowsill, and thefire winkedunder thesaucepans;the wallswere
glittering with tin implements;and,in the middle of the red-tiled
floor, sat May,shelling peas into an earthen dish. She was smooth
andneat, and.looked suitable to thetime andplaceinher apronandgreen gingham gown.

From fifteen to twenty May had gained in beauty. She wasnot
of more thanmiddle height,her figure fall, yetslender, and replete
with allwomanly curvesand fair lines. Her features werehardly so
much regular a<? harmonious, large enough for dignity, yet small
enough for femininegrace. Her eyeshadstill thatbrown-purplehue
which PaulFiniston had thought solovely, still those circling tinges
of shadow whichhadcharmed the oldmonk. Her hair Was black,
witha tinge of brown in it. her complexionof a creamy fairness,
which made thedarkness of her eyes verydeep and striking, and a
blush upon'her face very perceptibleandbeautiful. Hermouthwasj
perhaps,the jewelof her tace. Most lips can express joy in Btniles
and trouble inheaviness. Itis a rare thing to see a month which
shows involuntarily allthe subtle shades of feelingthathoverbetween
pleasureand pain,all the flickerings of fancy, perhaps the nervous-
nessand steadfastness of adifficult courage. When you knew May
awhile,you forgotabout the redness of her lips and the loveliness of
their curves; you thought more about their thousand unuttered
revelation8."What anodd,ridiculousplace!

"
cried Katherine, as she and

her cavalier rode up to thegate ofMonasterlea. And twere wasmore
here to discern of grandness and quaintness than Miss Archbold
could take noteof in a week. An artist would have seen it at a
glance ;butKatherine was not an artist, and saw something very
unfinished inthemajestic ruin, with thehomely cottageinits arms;
the picturesque confusion of crosses and rose gardens, blooming
hedge andblackarchways; the acres of mounded graveyard upon
one side,and upon the other,and fartheraway,thecorn-fieldsandthesweet farm-lands. Itis true she bad seen the placelong ago ;but
she hadnot then thought it so exceedingly inelegant.

"It is fine!
"

cried Christopher, witha touch of that enthusiasm
which Katherine had never felt, but immediately relapsed into a
strain whichpleasedher better. "You beautified the whole place
whenyouvisitedit yearsago," he said.

Tbe door of Miss Martha's dwelling stood open, and the blinds
wereall down tokeepout theheat. There wasnooneabout, and it
suited Miss Archbold's humour at themoment ratherto walk inwith-
outceremony, than tostandknocking at the door. Meetingno one,
she proceeded toexplorethe house, looking into rooms,leftandright,
perfectly unconcerned as tohow the dwellers in the cottige might
approveof her intrusion. A mocking laugh from the passage came
floatiug over the pea-podp and dishes to May,wholookedup with
notice ofsomething unusual inthehouse;and therestoodKatherine
and her lover in the doorway.

AsMay arose,with quickenedeyeandcolour,ina pretty confu-
sion tomeether,itmust beconfessedthatKatherinereceiveda shock.Shehad not countedon finding anything so lovely here; did not
wantanything so lovely at Camlough. But a moment passed, and
the whisperof vanity hadsoothed andappeasedher. She was more
beautifulby far even than this;so much so, that there never could
berivalry betweenherself and this mountain-reared maiden. And
insomesense the whisperspoke truth. As amerepieceof flesh and
blood,as a statueof perfection tobemeasured andcriticised,she wad
ahandsomer creature than May."Youhavenot forgottenme?

"
she said, smiling, and holding

out bothher hands, while the folds of her riding-habit fell away
from them,making gracefuldrapery all aroundher on the floor."No, indeed,"said May, stepping forward to takethe hands." This is not my first visit; to Monasterlea," said Katherine,
tenderly,"andIhave verygood reasontorememberthe first.""She ia changed," thought Maytriumphantly. "Andhow beau-
tifulshe is 1 Now Ishould like togo toCamlough.""

Your aunt has promised you to us," said Katherine, "andI
havecome toknow when wemay expect you." And all the while
Miss Archbold was wonderinghow Alay wouldlook if she werenotdressedlike ahousemaid.

(Tobe continued.)
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The fact that Carter and Co., of George street,;are thaonly
DrapersinDunedin doing astrictly Cash Trade who import their
own Goods direct .from Home Markets, is the one cause of their
being able to sell cheaper than any other firm. Carter and Co.
have just opened, ex S.B. Coptic andKaikoura,16 cases Men's and
Boys' Clothing, and in conaequenee of the desperate scarcity of
Beady Money, they havedecided to offer the whole lot, for a fewweek*,at Landed Cost. Thereforecall,inspect, and judge tor your-
self* Carter andCo», 60 and62, Georgestreet,Dunedin


