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changed. Big and well-lookin' ye got, an' yer eyes are bluer than
aver, pet I

Winnie bronght a piece of bread and a bowl of aweet milk from
the dresser. The child ate and drank eagerly.

‘No wonder ye would be tired and bungry, acushla, said Winnie
compassionately. ¢ 1 suppose tis a long journcy from where ye kem.
Were ye comin’ all day "

‘All day, returned the litlle one, ‘an me tired and me want
mother.'

> An, ye Ui 8000 geu Lo know moher, wslboteet, o' §ull Lo a
happy as the days are long,’

The child's tears were quickly dned, for besween Lhe heal of
the fire and Winnie's crooning voice wearincss overcame her, and
#soon the tirea eyes were closed in heavy slumber, Then Winnie
laid her gently on the bed, and sitting beside her gazed with in-
finite love into the fair childish face which had grown so beantiful
during those weary months of absence. And as she gazed her
heart overflowed with happiness, and casting herself on her knees
she poured out her gratitude to God, who had after all turned her
sorrow to joy.

I,

‘Ob, I'm sa tired! Do sit. down. Kitty. But no, as wa have
come 80 far let us o to the very top. and see what lies at the other
nside of this terrible hill;’

It was Meg who epoke, Time—a gorgeous August afternoon
nearly a year from the day we first met Emily MacMahon, Bcene
—=a hill a little to the east of Kilfaroge, Dramatis perscne—said
Meg, her cousin, Kitty, viz.—the writer.

We had been so charmed with Kilfaroge during our former
stay that we decided on again spending our holidays there. We
even succeeded in inducing Emily to come with ns, Tke place,
instead of baing abhorrent to her as the scene of ber great sorrow,
had for her, as is sometimes the case, & special attraction, as having
witnessed the last happy days spent with her loved one,

Never in ail those weary months had she received a single clue
an to the childs fate. As time wore on the hopes. which, in the
absenoce of positive proof of the little one's death, wounld not wholly
die, gradually grew fainter, and resolved themselves into a calm and
pettled resignation,

She had not felt equal to the stiff climb which Meg had pro-
posed on this day of which I write so we left her behind with
Aunnt Hannab,

‘Heigho!" cried Meg, when we had at 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 by
hills and adorned with one stabely edifice. What o wee shieling,
and how lonely I’

‘A primitive piece of architecture, certainly, Meg. Yet f doubt
ot it shelters worthy souis. Would you feel equal to visiting it
when you are rested !’

‘The very thing I should like,
enter '

‘The poorest Irish peasant requires no apelogy from anyone
who enters his dwelling,” T answered reproachfully ; ‘but in this
oase there is no need Lo inveus one, for f am dreadfully thirsty. [
daresay I shall get a bowl of gost's milk, or at least g glase of
water.'

‘ Well, are you ready ®  All right. Who Il be down first

And Meg ran down the hill like & deer. I followed more
leisurely. '

Qur laughter and chatter brought a woman and a little child
to the door of the calim,

The woman waited till we drew near, thas giving us an oppor-
tunity of noticing her appearsnce. She bad a pale, sad-looking
face, and ber figure was thin and scanty ; her eyes, however, were
bright, but it strock me at once that they shone with a astrange,
unnatural light, We exchanged aalutations, on which the woman
invited us to enter the cotiage. We did 80, seating ourselves on
two rickety stools, while she got me the drink I asked for, Mean-
while the child had crept up to me, and my first idea on locking at
her wua the striking contrast she presented to the mother, My
second was a vague notion that she reminded me of someone I knew
intimately—I could not remember whom.

¢ What a pretty child,’ said Meg, *What is your name, dear

‘Nonie,' answered the little one with a blush and g smile,

‘Nonie! and a very nice name, too. She ia your daughter " to
the woman, who was prerenting cach of us with a measnre of milk.

‘ Yen; whose else’'s should she be! Me that lives all by myeelf
bere in the hilla. especially since she kem hack to ne,’

‘Was she away for a time, then !’ I inguired,

* Did Leay she was away!” she asked, somewhat uneasily, ‘Well
an’ if I did tis no harm to tel! ladics that know nothin' about it,’
she added, half to berself, *Aye, Miss, she was away a whole year,
an’ she kem back that beautiful an’ grandly dressed that I wonldn't
know her only for the signs an’ tokens,'

* The signs and tokens (" intertogatively.

' Aye. the pigns an’ tokens, she repeated, her eyes assuming a
far away, dreamy look, ‘I had them from ould Maurcen, She was
to come in the fall of the evenin’ from the west, for the rath is
westwards, I was not to meet her or lead her, but to wait till she
walked in to me. An’ sure enough, it all came to pass.’

I was quite mystified. and so, I could see, was Meg.

I did not understand the woman at all,

‘But why should you not meet ber ! Where was she '' [
asked.

The woman smiled 88 if compassionating my ignorance.

'Ah, I see you don’t understand me, Miss, Where should she
be but wid the good people ! *

‘' With the good people I’ we both exolaimed simultaneously,
angd interchanged glances,

‘ Aye, aye, ladies, 'Tis two years ago now since they atole her,
lavin’ there on the bed the appearauce of her corpse, But I knew

But on what plea would you

my darlin’ was not dead, an’ afther talkin’ to Maureen, the know-
ledgable woman, I began jto hope. An’ sure enough the ginthry
sent my darlin’ back to me. Bhe wag louesome afther them, too, an'
oried an' cried for weeks, 'Twas just sn evenin’ like this,’ she
added, * but later, The 16th September it was, for I kept an account;
of the time Nonie was away.’

' The 16th Beptember,' I exclaimed excitedly, and again locked
at Meg. reading in her eyes the thoughs that flashed into my own
mind.  Could it be posaible! An, Bow I remembered to whom the
child bere the recemhlance which had & pusrled me. In fact, I
recognised the child herself, and Meg's face told me that she, too
recogniscd her. Motioning my cousin to keep eilent T renewed my
convemeation with Winnie,

- How was she dressed when she returned ?°

*In & soft pink dress, and the nicest underclothes at all. Surel
have them yet there in the box, as I thought 'twould plaze the
ginthry to threasure them.'

‘ Have you, really ? We should so much like to see them.'

Aud while her back was turned Meg and I compared notes in
suppressed  whispers. There was searcely a doubt that
the child was Emily DMacMahon's, Ske had probably
strayed awny from Kilfarope, wandering on till she reached this
lonely spot.  But we must get all the proofs we couid.

Presently from the recesses of a rude deal box the woman took
a neatly-folded parorl, which she opened, disclosing the very pink
frock which little Tessie had worn on that fatal morning. How
often had not Emily described it to me? I took it in my hand to
see if it bore a mark. but iv did not, The underciothing, howaever,
was all morked T.M, We made no remark, but when handing them
back [ said, as if casnally—

‘I know s lady who would be delichted to see those
pretty thinge. Would you show them to her if I brought her
here !’

‘Bure, I'll be only too proud to do it, Miss.' answered Winnie.
She was evidently Hlattered by our admiration of the olothes.

‘Did Nonie answer to her name at first ! * asked Meg.

‘ That she did not, miss. She used to ery when I would call
her Nonie, and say “ Me name Tessie.,” but now she knows better,’
smiling at the child, who was staring at us with round eyea of
wonder. Catching the sound of the name, she oried suddenly ;

‘ Yes, yes, me Tessie, and even her very voice was the counter-
part of Emily’s,

‘ Well, we shall go back to Kilfaroge now for the lady of whom
I spoke. TPerhaps if you dressed her in the things it wonld show
them off better, Has she cutgrown them /'

‘ Sho has then ; but they look lonely on her for all that, though
’tis but once or twice that I let her wear them. Never fear I'Il
have her grand and settled out whin ye come back wid the lady.’

In a state of feverish excitement we burried from the shieling,
What joy was in store for Emily ! and how wonderful were the
workings of Providence in leading us to this secluded spot !

I thought it better that Tessie should be dressed exactly as she
had been on the morning of her disappearance. w0 that the mother
should have no difficulty in recognising her,

Wa decided on telling her nothing till she was confronted with
the child, but the nawonted excitement in our faces, and our
mysterious way of insisting that she should come with us must
have awakened strange thoughts in her breast, for during the
quick walk towards the valley she was very pale and unusually
silent,

Before secking her out we had gone to the barrack and told the
sergeant of the discovery we had made. He readily consented to
follow us with a constable, as we feared there would be trouble
with the poor, half-witted creature who waa about to be po terribly
disillusioned.

Emily's face expressed surprice when on donbling the hill she
perceived that our destinalion was the miserable cabin at its foot,
Still she maintained that eloquent silence, though we noticed that
ehe trembled with sheer exciterment.

But when Winnie appeared with the little one that excitement
could no longer be restrained, and clutching my arm tightly she
stared at the child with ataazed, incredulous eyes,

Suddenly she gave vent to a wild cry, and starting forward
caught the child's hand and gazcd long and anxiously into her face.
Then her own countenance became transfigured with joy as, all
doubt dispelled, she clasped her darling to her breast, the while she
tremulously called her by cvery endearing nare,

Then a wonderful thing happened, The child, who had been
rather startled at first on hearing herself called ‘ Tessie, suddenly
started and stared up into Emily's face with eyes that showed she
was struggling with some half-awakened memory. Then she
looked dewn at her own unusual attire, still perplexed. Raising
her eyes once more, they chanced te rest om the rings which
glistened on Emily's fingers. These somehow formed the missing
link to the infant mind—we all know what delight children take
in jewellery and all gaudy, glittering things—ior, laying her
chubby finger on the emeralds which shone on the puard to the
wedding circlet, she lifted her pretty face, now all aglow with
light, and lisped, * That mamina’s ring—you mamma and me Tessio
—me not Nonie,' and to Emily's delight she nestled closer in her
arms.

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

The poor creature’s frenzy was pitiable.

The sergeant and all of ue tried to veason with her and explain
matters. But she would Iisten to no resson, and only langhed a
tierce, maniacal langh when we told her how Tessic had disappeared



