
A tall, fair-faced young woman in widow's raiment, leadingbythe hand a pretty, flaxen-haired child, was approaching. Theypassed on to the bathing boxes,and after some time we saw thelittle one borne out to her dip, while themother looked on from thestrand.
By and bye the child reappeared freshand rosy,and weheardthe lady say:
Now, Tessie, you must be very good while Iam bathing.'Ihenturning to the old woman who was the keeper of the bathin-"-boxshe said " 'You will look after her,Joanie>'

*
1Indeed, then,Iwill, ma'am. Sure the little angel wJI be allrightdigging away there m the sand.'
We observed the child's movements for a little while, butpresently some newcomers diverted our attention, putting herentirely out of our minds.
We were about going away when we notice1 some commotionnear Joanie's domains. Several women and girls were gathered

around that worthy personage,\\ho was talking and gestrulatingexcitedly. The fair-faced lady, her face white and frightened,broke away from her impatiently ;h wedrew near, and ranwildlytowards the water. In a moment we grasped the cause of theexcitement. Her little girlhad disappeared!Ishall not attempt to describe the scene that followed Every-onein Kilfaroge seemed immediately to be aware of whathad hap-pened. Everyone in Kilfaroge was on the strand looking in vainfor a flaxen-haired child dre.ssed in a pink frock. But the timeBped, and noone found her. The distracted mother, possessed withthe idea that she had slipped unnoticed into the water,ran up toher waist into the sea, wildly searching for her beneath the waves.Ofcourse, it was ridiculous to think that she could havedrownedwithsuch a number of people about,but the mother could not beconvinced of that. Her fears pointed to the worst, and to allay
them several boats were got out, but no trace of the child wasfound. Then someone suggested that the little one might havegone back to their lodge. Everyone felt immediately relieved. Ofcourse, that was it. Why had they not thought of itbefore ' Andwhile themother, hope springing up inher breast, sped to see if itwasreally so, the crowd laughed at her fears and at their own.

Butshe was not long away, and her face was paler now thanbefore. No, the child had not been to the lodge,andagain the wildsearch began, to end as the previou*. one,m failure.People began to look at each other strangely. It was plainthechildhaddisappearedas completely andas myoteriouwly as if thesand had opened out and drawn her down into its soft, deadlybosom. Ittranspired thatMeg andIwerethe la^Uhat had been herJoanie,thinking her quite safe haJnot noticed bar at all. It wassuch a queer thing!
At last the search was given up as hopeless, and the i»i .Hergiven into the hands of the police. The poor young mo )nr,allhopedead,gave vent to her detraction in a fit of piteous wailm-Though many turned to comfort her, we toon learned th'tt (.lie hi1no friends in Kilfaroge, that she was a Mr*. MacM.ihon, who.sj

husband had but lately died, and that the child was her only one!Beeing that her grief would completely overwhelm her if left, tvherself, MegandIconstituted ourselves her friends, and insisted onbringing her withus to our lodge, where we did our best to cheerand comfort her. But though a vigorous search was made by thepolice,no trace of the child was found that day nor any succeedingday. But for our companionship— for we would not let MrsMacMahon go— lam sure the poor young thing must have lost hersenses. As it washer distress was terribe to witness, and when atlast thepolicedesisted from the inquiry as hopeless, it burst forthin a passionate tide, which we thought it wise not to restrain'Poor Emily! when it was spent she was like achild, so quiet andp ssive. MegaudIdidour utmost to rouso her, and after a whilesucceeded. Then her gratitude was excessive; for though charity

Ina low shieling, within amile of Kiifaroge andthe sea,tatasad-faced womangazing vacantly atthe greyhills whiohrose sheerand cold not a dozen yards before her. Pale and wan and care-worn;she lookedold, thoughher age couldnot havebeenabove 30perhapsnot so much ; her hair,brown and thick and luxuriantwas here and there sprinkled withgrey;her eyes, of a liquid color-less hue, were entirely devoid of light or fire;her hands, thinandworn, were clasped listlessly upon her lap; in faot, her wholeappearance bespokea deep and habitual spirit of dejection whiohwasmost disheartening tobehold.
, H

£
er «urroun<lings wereevenmoresuggestive of this spirit than.herself, if that were possible. There was nothing of comfortwithin the four mudwalls of the cabin. The few necessaryarticle*ol furniture and the cooking utensils were of the poorest Theearthen floor was rugged and uneven, the walla were rude andgrimy,andbut a single sod of turf smouldered among the ashes onthehearth. A tiny window,no bigger than a skylight, discoveredall too clearly the cheerlessnessof thehumbleabode.Outside theprospect was scarcely more inviting. Itwascom-po«ed of a small valley, so small as to be almost a glen,shut inoneveryside by steep hills and containing nohuman habitation savethe rude hovel we have been describing. A wild, lonely placeitwas,as lonely as if thenearest village werea doieamiles away yetKiifaroge nestled beyond that southern hill. But thehealthandpleasure-seekers thereknew nought of this little nook in the hills,the cliffs and the shore alone had charms for them, and Winnie'sdomain wasshut in asmuch fromthese as from the town. Thusitwas that the sad-faced young woman and her history wereknownbut toa few fishermenand their families, whohad been her friends

inhappier days— the days before Tade,her husband,died of fever,
and while yet her little Nonie lived. Now, when they saw her
coming down the hill of a Sunday on her way to Macs they only
shook their heads and smiled pityingly. For it was well knownamong their htrle circle that poor Winnie was 'touched' Thedeath of her husbandandher only childhadbeen too much for herand what with her utter friendlessness— she had no relations— andthe loneliness in which she lived,her grief had told onher poor,weak head, and now she saw things through strange lights Andyet on everypoint save one she was almost as saneas anybody elseHer Nome, her rosy-ceeeked, bright-eyed darling of two summers,
had not died— no, she had been taken away by the'Good People'They had envied her her happiness and had snatchedher darlingfrom her— her darling, who was now the brightest of all their fairy
band. *

Sometimes Winnie had hopes. It was possible— Maureen, theknowledgeable womanin themountains had told her bo— that herdarling might some time, somehow, be restored to her. Such anevent was very rare she knew. Yet it wae posasble, and oftenwhen the sun was sinking behind the western hills,she sat at hercabin door and watched the path which led towards the rath—thepathalso to Kiltaroge— lest her darling should come toher un-seen.
Her thoughts everon the subject, pressed on her mind withsuch force ihi.s evening that she gave them vent in words.■An' do ye think of yer poor mother at all,asthoreen,whenyer d:.ncm' an* smgin'an' all covered with flowers? yerpoor motherthat pines for ye,an' longs for ye !'
She sprang toh-r fret, and gazed with distendedeyea towardsthehill, on the summit of whi<h the figure of a child wasrisible.Was ither darlingreturning from fairyland ?Hut she must not issue forth to make sure, for Maureenhadsaid that she must not go to meet the child,but lether waJkinofher own accord.
W itha wildly-beatinjf heartshe waited. Shawn, the old greydog, her one friend, roused by her excited exclamations, walkedsoberly out to discover what had caused them. No soonerdidhecuch sight of the little figure standing irresolute on the slope thanhe wagged his shaggy tail and bounded up the hill, barkingjoyously, to Winnie's intense delight for it seemed confirmationofher hopes. She saw the child stoop downto caresshim, then followhiin quickly down the path. Now they were near enough to seewhether the child was her Nonie or not. Yes, it was a flaxen-hair.'d, fmr-fac-ed little girl that approached, only taller andhA-nthior looking than the Nonie of U months ago. Andhowprettily hhe was dressed. Surely the fairies had been kind to herto clorhe her in that lovely pink frock. Oh, wouldshe never,never,reach the cabin that she might claspher to her heart and cover herLice with ki^e^! But at last, led by the faithful Shawn shestands on the threshold and glances timidly around. There aretraces of tearsupon her face, and her blue eyea arered aaif withweeping. With a great cry of joy Winnie starts forward andclasps her mher arms, half smothering the child with her wildcaresses.'
Ihave ye at last,Nonie,' she crooned.

The child stared ather bewilderedly.
'MenotNonie, me Teßsie,' she said. <Me want to gohome tomother.'

°
Winnie laughed happily.'
Listen to the crathur ! an' they changed yer name,did they ?No wondher ye wouldn't know yer own mother, alanna forshewouldn't know ye, only for the signs an1 tokeni, ye are that
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prompted our action at first, after a day or twoitbecamea laboroflove tominister to thepoor stricken creature, whose gentle natureshowed even through this weary time. She. on her part, oonoeiveda great affection for bothof us,and wasmost pleased, aa we wereto learn that we livedin the samelocality as herselfWhen at length she returned to her own lonely abode inCeoilstreet, Iaccompanied her. Thus she became our dearestfriend.andif.as she often gratefully reminded us, we weresent toher byGod in her hour of sorrow,so shewasgivenus by Him as anaddi-tion innnr happiness

THE DISAPPEARANCE OF TESSIE.
The strand at Kilfaroge is a fine one.broad and level,and, like the
bay,of a horseshoe shape. On a bright September morning itpre-
sented a very lively hc«ut,, fui Kilfaio^o hu.,l lately blncuiti ir.in "
fashionable watering place. It is true that the accommodation was
not oi the mont luxurious foi lUo native.-, v,cio poor, ai.d thatamusements, save those derived from Nature's great theatre, wereofthe most limited, for the same reason. Indeed, these simple fisher-folk would have only stared at youin wonderhad you hinted thatyou found theplace rather dull._ My cousin, Meg, and I.being simple-minded girls, were at onewith the nativeson this point. We asked no greater pleasure thanthat which the wild Western ocean and the scarcely less wildWestern mainland afforded. And when, nowand again, we yearned
for less aesthetic enjoyments, itsufficed for us to loiter by the seawall and Btudy humanity as represented on the beach or thepromenade.

We eat on the one seat available on the strand— a massive beamofwood, part of the cargo of some haplessship which thepitilessseahad sucked into its bosom. One wondered at the giant strength
which had borneit

—
so stout and heavy— ashore. Now it lay, halfembedded in the sand, presentingan immovable front to th^'furyof the incoming tide, whichdashtdagainst it with as little effect asif it weresome sturdy rock, whose base, thick and bolid, stretched» hundred feet below the water's surface.

We amused ourselves with watching the evolutions of thebathers, sometimes not a little laughable, and observing thosecoming toand from thebathing- boxes.
'Do look at this lady coming towards uh, Kitty,' whisperedMegpresently.

'No, not that one, the one with the little girl Isshenot pretty ?'
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