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THE LITTLE MAIDEN BY THE SEA

‘ Just one speck wpon the ocean and omgewhile speck
upon the shore !’ soliloquised the literary man whe had
come down 1o Little Morley jor his kaster hohiday.
0ld Betlton was correct  in descriing this place as
¢ phenomenally quiet,” It 1s grand ! simply  grand,
Iiving  all tias stielch of shy and sea and sand ail to
mysell.  For the first time in my hfe I feel that I bave
left humanity behind, and my soul 15 alone with 1ts
Creator. How happy 1 ought 1o be! Ilow happy, in-
deed, I am ! And vyet, 1n this vast selitude, one
somehow longs more than ever for a khindred soul to
share the beauly of 1t all and sympathise.’

lic looked agaiu at tihc two white spechs which had
at first attracted his atiention. The distant sall upon
the sea guite failled to interest him, but imstinctively he
turned his steps towards that other note of white upon
the shore.

The hiille wearer of that snowy Tam o' Shanter had
some days ago awakened his interest and fired his imagi-
nation. Iver since 1he morning of lus arrival  at
Litile Morley, when he found her alone—the only hiving
thing upon that long streteh of sand and pebbles by the
sea—h1s  thoughts, unlidden, had been weaving fancies
round ber. s lgnorance as te her name, age, rank,
and occupation only added to {he enchantment of a love-
ly face, & girhish figure, a resolute hearig, and her cvi-
dent love of solifude.

As soon as he arrived al whal he judged to be a
suitable distance, he sat down upen the stones, leaned
lns back against a hicakwater, and gave his imagination
a long rein.

Iler back furned towards hun, she was entirely un-
conscious of his presence, and 'he was obhiged to cou-
tent himsell with a general mmpression.  So be began by
sludying her outward garh

She wore a white wooilen Tam o'Shanter over  her
short dark curils, a warnn hlack cloak with a furcoellar
(the early Aprit  winds  hewmng still occasionally very
cold}, a blue  serge shirt and neat brown  shoes and
stochings. .

With an artistic  eye be noted how the colotmg of
her clothes harmonized with her surroundings, and  he
wondeied if she chose thewr herselt, o1 30 her mother
dressed her.  Jle found himseli wondenng all sorts  of
ihings, bul it was her age whieh puzsled i most of
all, and until he could decude wlhether she were nearcer
twelve years old or thirty, he could not place her satl-
isfactorily in hiy thoughts.

Her short hair, her very 'youthful face, and the hght-
ness of her step sugoesked the c¢hitd 5 but there was o
certain repose of manner and dignmity ot ealriage which
hatlled hun The Jong, ftee strde, the poise of the head,
the tesolution—almost, he fancied, the courape  of her
bearing, bespohe  the woman  who had faced difficulites
and troubley, and bal Taced them nobly,  She might be
thirty with a past, or she might he thitteen with a
future  Yel 1t was unnatural for a ehld—and he 1o
clined to the supposttion that she could be hittle more
than a cluld—to come down alone 1o the sea day after
day, and lie =0 stil for howrs watdhing the waves and
sky Morming and cvening she came, asithough she were
performing a task, and he read firmness, deetsion, hero-
ism into her even steps.  She always chose the same
part of the beach, and setftled hersell duown under shel-
ter of a greai black hreakwaler, crowned with drip-
ping, golden seaweed

Three hoys were bhuilding o sand casile perilously
near the m-coming tide, and he wished that she would
essay 1o do some childish thing that he might  assist
her.  Bui she never came armed wulh o bucket  or a
spade.  She carned {wo bookys and somelhing ghistening
—evacily  what  he was  not able  {o discern—twisted
around the fincers of {he other hand

¢ She ought to have some ane to plav with, or <ome
onc to took after her Where as her mother ot het elder
sister 77 demanded the Iiferary man aloud | hut, the
thud and ripple of 1he waves as they bioke uwpon  the
shore was the only answer he received.

‘Tt 35 not good for one to be so much alone,” he
thought. s own solilary condition woas due to the
fact thal the fuend who had told hiny about the place
succumbed 1o an alfack of wnfluenza at the last minute
and was wnable to accompany lum ; and having  onee
arranged s plans ot bad seemed betler to nm to gel
{0 the sea alone than uot lo egel 1here af all More-
over, he wanled a Little gumet Gime i shiech 1o work
oul a story which for years had heen simmering mo his
braun ; a simple  slory, Arealing of healthy Tuelish
("atholic lile, wiith a llt'i_rji_rii, who amidst many difficul-
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ties and trials, humbly submitted her way unto the
Lord ; accepting 1ibe little things of life and living
nobly amongst them ; such a heroine as he had never
been privileged to meect, though he believed that tihere
must be many such girls tramned in our convent schools—
Children of Mary—who even in the struggling, go-ahead
twentielh century, follow meckly and wisely in the foot-
steps of Our Lady. .

As he was meditating upon the character of his
heroine, with his eyes upon tke little girl by ihe sea,
a distant clock siruck five. She rose, collected her posy
sosslong, and set lorth homewards, leaving him lost in
admiration atv  the beautitul way she held herself.

He sat on, thinking and wondering, until the setting
sun and ihe chill evening air practically recalled him to
an cveryday world. 'Then he went for an hour’s hrisk
walik along the beach, taking a short cut back across
fields yellow and white with new spring blessoms to his
dinner of fried ham and eggs at the Red Lion Inn,
where he was putting up,

“ Are you going to the Good Friday concerf on the
pier at Longer Morley to-morrow evening 7' inguired
his landlady, who, pitying his loneliness, indulged him
with the local news whilst she cleared away his meals.
" They say the simging wiall be something beautiful. I
hope you'll go, s1ir. 1t will be a nice change for you.'

I1is smile was not entirely devoid of sarcasm, After
being accustomed 1o the best of everything in  London
he fully expecied that the music provided by the local
talent of Longer AMorley would be a change for him !
Yel, ail the sawe, he said that very likety he mught go,
and delighied the good hostess of the Hed Lion Inn by
purchasing frem her an cighteen-penny reserved stall on
the spot.

11s hiille giti was not upon the beach next day, and
ke hoped that she was perhaps reserving herself for the
evening conceri. It would give him great pleasure to
recognlse her, difierently dressed, sitting among the audi-
ence  1le wanled to preture her under ihe influence of
sogme other  environment. But  no ! when he arrived
upon thie prer, and look an eager survey of the inmates
of the concert-room, he saw 1n an instant that she was
notl among them.

The room, as yet, was bhul a quarter full. He stood
near the door anxiously watching the passers-by until
the concert was about 1o begin; then, wilh a sensc of
extraordinary disappeintment, for wlich he found it un-
teasonable to agcount, he took his place in the one row
ol red plush seats and devoted his atltention to  the
decoration ol the room. The eficet of color was dis-
tnctly pleasing the crimsen curfam on cither side the
stage, the wmany windows disclosing views of the sea,
the pamnting of the wood-work in twe delicate shades
of bhlue  And his seat was comfortable.  If the music
was not more than ordinendy commonplace he thought
he nught as well remam for an hour or so.

1 did nat seem probahle that there would be any
rame he knew upen the programme  The piano solo and
the baritene song wete nol caleulafed to distract  his
thoughts from  the subject which engrossed them ; but
then—No. 4, Aliss Rosamond Athelstane, * Ave Maria,’
by Joseph Lynde, filled m with {otally unexpected joy
and surprise

11 was mmpessible nof {o recognise the slight grace-
ful fieure, although she looked considerably taller in her
long white gaown, and although her curls were lost under
a large black pscture hat, wihich made an exquisite set-
ting tor the sweet cloid face below,  1hs [ittle maiden
of the sea ! and yel how wonderfully transformed, Ile
had never imagined that she sang.  Oh ! how divinely !
wilh wlhat case ! the guality of her voice, the repose of
nanner, the sympathetie rendering of the song t Here
was the true note of sympathy for which he had so
often histened 1 vam,

CUndoubledly,” he thowgh!,  “she must he a Cath-
ohe ™ Ie could not otherwise account for her singing
with such tovching reserence

Ihis heart went out towards her amidst that uproar
of applause  She howed,  relurned and howed again,
and finally was persuaded 1o repeal her song

Fiom the meguthicently  evident delight of the old
lady sttiing next hm, the hierary man concluded that
shie must be fus hiftle masden’s mother.  The programme
quinered e her  slender fingers duning the singing,  and
when the seng was done she tore off lier gloves  and
tings and clapped as he had  never guessed an  clderly
lady was capable of clapping. 1Ie contrasied her ner-
vousness and exctlement with her davghier's apprearance
ol aneeliec calim

S Miss Athelstane is by a long wqv {no self-posses-
st remathed some one hbelhind him, as soon as she had
left  {he platform ; *no one gels  on nowadays who
't nervous.?

' Good qualily, but larks finish,” said some one else.
And the Irterary man glared round angrily at {he people
who dated {0 give ther unhiassed opimon ol her voice.
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