
Winnie brought a pieceof bread anda bowlof sweet milk fromthe dresser. The child ateanddrank eagerly.'
No wonder ye would be tiredandhungry, acushla," said Winniecompassionately. 'Isuppose 'tis a long journey fromwhere yekern.Were ye comin' all day t''Allday,' returned the little one, 'an me tired and me wantmother." An,ye iisoon get iv knuw mother, aslLuieeu, «,u' jo'll Lc a.nappy as the days are long.''

rhec l̂ld.8 tears were quickly dried, fur bet,worn Llic heal ofthe fire and Winnie's crooning voice weariness overcame her, andsoon the tirea eyes were closed in heavy slumber. Then Winnielaidher gently on the bed, and sitting beside her gazed with in-finite love into the fair childish face which had grown sobeautifuldnnng those weary months of absence. And as she gazed herheart overflowedwith happiness, and casting herself on her kneesshe pouredout her gratitude to God, who had after all turned hersorrow to joy.

111.'Oh, I'm so tired! Do sit down. Kitty. But no, as we havecomeso far let us go to the very top. and see what lies at the otherside of this terriblehill.'
ItwasMeg whospoke. Time— a gorgeous August afternoonnearly a year from the day we first met Emily MacMahon. Scene—a hilla littleto the east of Kilfaroge. Dramatis persome— saidMeg,her cousin, Kitty, viz.— the writer.We had been so charmed with Kilfaroge during our formerstay that we decided on again spending our holidays there. Weevensucceeded in inducing Emily to come with us. The place,instead of being abhorrent toher as the sceneof her great sorrow,had for her,as is sometimes the case,a special attraction, as havingwitnessed the last happy daysspent with her loved one.Never inall those wearymonths had she received a single clueas to the child's fate. As time wore on the hopes, which, in theabsence of positiveproof of the little one's death,would not whollydie,gradually grew fainter,and resolved themselves into a calm andBettledresignation.
She had not felt equal to the stiff climb which Meg hadpro-posed on this day of whichIwrite so we left her behind withAunt Hannah.'
Heigho!' criedMeg, when we hadat last reached the summit.'

Squat down on the grass,Kit, and, like Mirza,turn thy face east-wards. Well, nothing much, after all. only a wild glen shut in byhills and adorned with one stately edifice. What a wee shieling
and how lonely I''

A primitive pieceof architecture,certainly,Meg. Yet Idoubt
not itshelters worthysouls. Would you feel equal to visiting itwhen you are rested V

'The verything Ishould like. Buton what plea would youenter ?' J'The poorest Irish peasant requires no apology from anyonewho enters his dwelling,'Ianswered reproachfully :
'
but in thiscase there is noneed to invent one, for lam dreadfully thirsty. Idaresay Ishall get a bowl of goat's milk, or at least a glass ofwater.'

( Well,are you ready
'

All right. Who 11be down first
''

And Meg ran down the hill like a deer. Ifollowed moreleisurely.
Our laughter and chatter brought a -woman and a little child

to the door of the cabin.
The woman waited till wedrew near, thus giving us an oppor-tunity of noticing her appearance. She had a pale, sad-lookingface,and her figure was thiu and scanty;her eyes,however, werebright,but it struck me at once that they shone with a strange,

unnatural light. We exchanged salutations, onwhich the womaninvited us to enter the cottage. We did so, seating ourselves on
tworickety stools, while she got me the drinkIasked for. Mean-while the child had crept up to me, andmy first idea onlooking ather was the striking contrast she presented to the mother. Mysecond wasa vaguenotion that she reminded meof someoneIknewintimately—

Icould not remember whom.'What a pretty child,'said Meg.
'

What is yourname, dear ?''Nonie,' answered the little one with a blushanda smile.♥Nonie! anda verynice name, too. She is your daughter
'"

tothe woman, who waspresenting each of us with ameasure of milk'Yes;whose else's should she be.' Me that lives all by myselfhere in thehills,especially since she kern back to me.'♥Was she away for a time, then /' Iinquired.'DidIsay she was away?'she asked, somewhatuneasily. 'Wellan' ifIdid 'tis noharm to tell ladies that know nothin' about it,'
Bhe added,half to herself. '

Aye, AUbs, she was awaya whole year,an'she kern back that beautiful an' grandly dressed thatIwouldn'tknowher only for the signs an' tokens.''The signs and tokens /' interrogatively.'
Aye. the signs an' tokens, she repealed, her eyes assuming afar away,dreamy look. '

Ihad them from ould Maureen. She wastocome in the fall of the evenin' from the west, for the rath iswestwards. Iwas not tomeet her or lead her,but to wait till shewalkedin to me. An' sure enough, itall came topass.'
Iwasquitemystified, andso,Icould see, was Meg.
Ididnot understand the womanat all.'
But why should you not meet her ? Where was she

"
Iasked.

The woman smiled as if compassionating my ignorance.'Ah,Isee you don't understand me, Miss. Where should shebebut wid the goodpeople /
''

With the good people?
'

we both exclaimed simultaneously,
andinterchanged glances.

.',Ay0' aye» ladies- 'Tis two yearsagonowsince theyBtoleher,lann thereon the bedthe appearance of her corpse, But 1knew

my darlin' was not dead,an' afther talkin' to Maureen, the know-ledgable woman, Ibegan [to hope. An' sure enough the ginthry
sent my darlin' back to me. She was lonesomeafther them, too,an'cried an' cried for weeks. Twas just an evenin' like this,' sheadded, 'but later. The 16thSeptember it was, for Ikeptanaccountof the time Nonie was away.'

1 The lGthSeptember,'Iexclaimed excitedly, andagain lookedatMeg. reading in her eyes the thought that flashed into my ownmind. Could itbe possible/ An, now Iremembered to whom the
childbcrc the resemblance whiVh bad so pn/rled me. In fact,I
recognised the child herself, and Meg's face told me that she, toorecognised her. Motioning my coimn to Veep «ilent Irenewedmy
conveieation with Winnie." How was she dressed whenshe returned ?

'
'Ina soft pink dress, and the nicestunderclothes atall. SureIhave them yet there in the box, asI thought 'twould plaze theginthry to threasure them.''
Have you,really ? We should somuch like to see them.'And whileher back was turned Meg andIcompared notes insuppressed whispers. There was Bcarcely a doubt thatthe child was Emily MacMahon's. She had probablystrayed away from Kilfaroge, wandering on till she reached thislonely spot. But we must get all theproofs wecould.Presently from the recesses of a rude deal box the woman took

a neatly-foldedparoel, which she opened,disclosing the very pinkfrock whichlittle Tessie had worn on that fatal morning. Howoftenhad not Emily described it tome ? Itook it in my hand to
see if it bore a mark,but itdid not. The underclothing, however,was allmarked T.M. We made no remark,but when handing thembackIsaid, as if casually—

'I know a lady who would be delighted to see thosepretty things. Would you show them to her if Ibrought herhere !
''Sure, I'll be only too proud to do it, Miss.' answered Winnie.She was evidently flattered by our admiration of the clothes.'

Did Nonie answer toher nameat first ?
'
asked Meg.'That she did not, miss. She used to cry whenIwould callherNonie,and say"Me name Tessie." but now she knows better,'smiling at the child,who was staring at us with round eyes ofwonder. Catching the sound of thename, she cried suddenly :'Yes, yes,me Tessie," andeven her very voice was the counter-part of Emily's.'Well, weshall go back toKilfarogenow for the lady of whomIspoke. Perhapsif you dressed her m the things it would show

them off better. Has she outgrown them ?''Shehas then ; but they look lonely on her for all that, though'tis but once or twice thatIlet her wear them. Never fear I'llhaveher grandand settledout whinye comeback wid the lady.'
Ina stateof feverishexcitement wehurried from the shieling.What joy was in store for Emily! and how wonderful were the

workingsof Proyidencein leadingus to this secluded spot !
Ithought itbetter that Teesie fchould be dressed exactlyas shehadbeenon the morningof her disappearance,so that the mothershouldhave nodifficulty in recognisingher.
We decided on telling her nothing till she was confrontedwiththe child, but the unwonted excitement in our faces, and ourmysterious wayof insisting that she should come with us musthave awakened strange thoughts in her breast, for during the

quick walk towards the valley she was verypale and unusuallysilent.
Before seekingher out wehad gone to thebarrack and told the

sergeant of the discovery we had made. He readily consented tofollow us with a constable,as we feared there would be trouble
with the poor, half-witted creature who was about to be co terribly
disillusioned.

Emily's face expressed surprisewhen on doubling thehill she
perceived that our destination was the miserable cabin at itß foot.
Still she maintained that eloquent silence, though we noticedthatehe trembled with sheer excitement.

But when Winnie appeared with the littleone that excitementcould no longer be restrained, and clutching my arm tightly she
stared at the child with amazed, incredulous eyes.

Suddenly she gave vent to a wild cry,and starting forward
caught the child's handandgazed long and anxiously intoher face.Then her own countenance became transfigured with joy as, all
doubt dispelled, she clasped her darling toher breast, the while shetremulously called her by every endearing name.

Then a wonderful thing happened. The child,who hadbeen
rather startled at first on hearing herself called 'Tessie,1 suddenly
started and stared upinto Emily's face with eyes that showedshewas struggling with some half-awakened memory. Then shelooked down at her own unusual attire, still perplexed. Raising
her eyes once more, they chanced to rest on the rings which
glistened on Emily's fingers. These somehow formedthemissing
link to the infant mind— we all know what delight children take
in jewellery and all gaudy, glittering things

—
for, laying her

chubby finger on the emeralds which shone on the guard to the
wedding circlet, she lifted her pretty face, now all aglow with
light,and lisped,'That mamma's ring

—
youmamma andme Tesßie—

me not Nonie,'and to Emily's delight she nestled closer in her
arms.

Winnie's face wasa study during the above scene. Its expres-
sion changed from surprise to wonder,from wonder to understand-
ing,but from that again to fear and rage,as she at length realised
what was taking place. With a cry like the howlof a wild beast
she darted forward,and would have snatched Tessie from thearms
or her real mother had not the two policemen who had stolenupunobserved, suddenly intervened and held her between them by
main force.

The poor creature's frenzy was pitiable.
The sergeant andall of ub tried toreasonwith her and explain

matters. But she would listen to no reason,and only laughed afierce,maniacallaugh whenwe toldher howTeeaiehaddisappeared
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changed. Bigand well-lookin' ye got, an1 yer eyes arebluer thanever,pet ?
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