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The Dtorpteller.

THE DISAPPEARANCE OF TESSIE.

Tre strand at Kilfaroge is a fine one, broad and level, and, like the
bay, of a horeeshoe shape. On a bright September morning it pre-
sented a very nvely seone, Lol Kalfaioge hul labily Blocnacd inte s
fashionable watering place. It is true that the accommodation wias
not ot the most iuxurious, for (he nabives Wwole pour, and thot
amusements, save those derived from Nature's great theatre, were of
the most limited, for the same reason. Indeed. these simple tisher-
folk would have only stared at you in wonder had you hinted that
you found the place rather dull.

My cousin, Meg, and I, beingr simple-minded girls, were at one
with the natives on thie point. We asked no greater pleasure than
that which the wild Western oceun and the scarcely less wild
Wentern mainland afforded. And when, now and again, we yearned
for less matbetic enjoymente, it sufficed for us to loiter by the sea
wall and study hamanity as represented on the beach cor the
Yromenade,

Wae sat on the one seat available on the strand—a massive beam
of wood, part of the cargo of soms hapiess ship which the pitiless
sed had sauncked into ite bosom. One wondered at the giant strenglh
which had borne it-—so stout and heavy—nshore. Now it lay, half
embedded in the sand, presenting an immovable front to the fury
of the incoming tide, which dashed against it with as little ifect a4
i? it were some sturdy rock, whose base, thick and wolid, stretched
& hurndred feet below the water's surface.

We amused ourselves with watching the evolutions of the
bathers, sometimes not a little laughable, and observing thews
coming to and frowm the bathing boxe-.

‘Do look at this lady coming towards uy, Kitty,! whispered
Meg presently. ‘No, not that one, the one with the little girl, Iy
she not pretty I’

A tall, fair-faced young woman in widow's raiment, leading by
the hand o pretty, flaxen-haired child, was approaching.  They
passed on to the bathing boxes, and after some time we saw the
little one borne out to her dip, while the mother looked on from the
strand,

By and bye the child reappeared fresh and rosy, anil we heard
the lady say :

‘Now, Tessie, you must be very geod while 1 am bathing.’
Then turning to the old woman who was the keeper of the bathing
box she said - ‘ Yon will look after her, Joanie !

*Indeed, then, 1 will, ma’'am. Suare the little aogel w.l! be all
right digging away there 1n the <and.

We observed the child's movements for a littls while, hut
presently some newcomers diverted our attenliom, putting her
entirely out of our minds.

We were about going away when we notice1 seme commotion
near Joanie's domains, Several women and girls were pathered
around that worthy personage, w ho wa~ talking and gesti ulating
excitedly. The fair-faced lady, her face white and frivhtened,
broke away from her impatiently ay we drew near, and ran wildly
towards the water. In a mowment we gracped the canse of the
excitement. Her little girl had disappenred !

I shall not atsempt to describe the scene that followed Every-
one in Kiifaroge seemed immediately to be aware of what had hap-
pened. Everyone in Kilfaroge was on the strand lockisg i vain
for & flaxen-haired child drewsed in a pink frock, Dut the time
aped, and no one found her. The distracted mother, possessed with
the idea that she had slipped unnoticed into the water, ran ap Lo
her waist into the sea, wildly searching for her beneath the waves,
Of course, it wae ridiculous to think that she could have drowned
with such a number of people about, but the mother could not be
couvinced of that, er fears pointed to the worst. and to allay
them several boats were got out, but no trace of the ehild wag
found. Then someone sugwested that the little one mipht have
gone back to their lodge, Everyone felt immediately relieved. f
course, that was it. Why had they not thoughs of it before ! And
while the mother, hope springing up m her breast, sped to sea if it
was really 80, the crowd laughed at ber fears and at their own,

Bust she was not long away, and her face was paler now than
before. No, the child bad not been to the lodge, and again the wild
pearck beran, to end as the previous, one, in failure.

People bepan to look at esch other strangely. It was plain
the child had dieappeared as completely and as myateriously as if the
sand had opened out and drawn her down into 1tw soft, deadly
bosom, It trauspired that Mex und I were the Jast that had seen her,
Joanie, thinkiog her uite safe hal not noticed her at all, 1t was
such a queer thinyr!

At Jast the search was piven up as hopeless, and the v dter
given into the hands of the police, The poor Foung mo her, atl
hope dead, gave vent to her distraction in a Rt of piteous wailonys
Though mapy turned to comtort her, we soon learned that ol bt
no friends in Kilfarore, that she wns a Mrs, MacMahon, whose
husband had but lately died, and that the ehild was her ouly one,
Beeing that her grief would vompletely overwhelm her 1f lfeft to
hereelf, Meg and I constituted ourselves her friends, and insisted on
bringing her with us to our lodge. where we 4id our best to cheer
apd comfort her. But though a virorous search was made by the

lice, no trace of the child was found that day nor any succeeding
ggy. But for owr companionship—for we ‘wocld ot let Mrs,
MacMahon go—I am sure the poor young thing tnust have lost her
senges, Ap it was her distress was terribe to witness, and when at
last the police desisted from the inguiry as hopeless, it burst forth
in & passionate tide, whichk we thought it wise not to restriin.
Poor Emily ! when i, was spent she was like a child, o0 guiet and
p seive, Meg and I did our utmost to ronse her, and after a while
sucoceded. Then her gratitude wis excessive ; for though charity

prompted our sction at first, after & day or two it became & labor of
love to minister to the poor stricken creature, whose gentle nature
showed even through this weary time, She, on her part, conoeived
a great affestion for both of us, and waa most pleased, as we wers
to learn that we lived in the same locality as herself,

When at length she returned to her own lonely abods in Cecil
street, I accompanied ber. Thus she became our dearsst friend,
and if, as she often gratefully reminded ug, we wera sent to her b

God in her hour of sorraw, 80 she was given us by Him as an addi-
tian to anr happiness

IT.

In a low shieling, within a mile of Kilfaroge and the sea, sat a
sad-fuced wowan gazing vacantly at the grey hills whiok rose sheer
and cold nota dozen yards before her. Pale and wan and oare-
worn ; she looked old, though her age could not have been abore 30,
perhapa not 8o much ; her hair, brown and thick and Inxuriant,
was here and there sprinkled with grey ; her eyes, of a liguid goler-
less hue, -were eatirely devoid of light er firg ; her hands, thin and
worn, were clasped listlessly upon her lap; in fact, her whole
appearance bespoke n deep and habitual spirit of dejection which
wai most disheartening to behold,

Her surroundings were even more snggestive of this apirit than
hereelf, if that were possible. There was nothing of comfort
within the four mud walls of the cabin, The few necessary articles
of furuiture and the cooking uteusils were of the poorest. The
earthen floor was ragged and uneven, the walls were rade and
grimy, and but a siogle sod of turf smouldered among the ashes on
the hearth. A tiny window, no bigger than s skylight, discoverad
all too clearly the cheerlessness of the humble abode,

Outside the prospect was acarcely more inviting. It was com-
posed of u small valley, so small as to be almost s glen, shut in on
every ride by steep hills and containing no hnman habitation BAVE
the rude hovel wo have been describing, A wild, lonely place it
was, as lonely as if the nearest village were a dosen miles away, yet
Kilfaroge nestled beyond that southern hill. But the health and
pleasure-seckers there knew nought of this little nook in the hilla,
the cliffs and the shore alone had charma for them, and Winnie's
domain was shut in as mnch from these as from the wown, Thus it
was that the sad-faced young woman and her history were known
but to a few fishermen and their families, who had been her friends
in happier days—the days befors Tade, her husband, died of fever,
and while yet her little Nonie lived, Now, when they saw her
coming down the hill of a Sanday on her way to Mass, they only
ghook their heads and smiled pityingly. KFor it was well known
among their hitle circle that poor Winnie was  touched” The
death of her husband and her only child kad heen toe much for her,
and what with her utter friendlessness—she had no relations—and
the loneliness in which she lived, her grief had told on her poor,
wenk head, and now she saw things through strange lights, And
yet on every point save one she was almost as sane ag anybody else.
Her Nonie, her rosy-ceeeked, bright-eyed darling of two summers,
bad not died—no, she had been taken away by the ‘ Good People,’
They had envied her her hoappiness and had snatched her darling
from her—her darling, who was now the brightest of ail their fairy
band.

Bometimes Winnie had hopes. It waa possible--Manreen, the
knowledgeable woman in the mountains had told her so—that her
darling might some time, somehow, be restored to her, Buch an
event was very rare she hnew, Yet it wae posssble, and often,
when the sun was sinking behind the western hills, she sat at her
cabin deor ami watched the path which led towards the rath—
the path also to Kiltaroge—lest her darling shounld come to her un-
Been,

Her thnughte ever on the subject, pressed on her mind with
guch force 1his evening that she gave them vent in worda,

“An’do ye think of yer poor mother at all, asthoreen, when
yer duncin’ an’ singin’ an’ all covered with flowers T yer poor mother
that pines for ye, an’ longs for ye !

She sprang to her feet, aod gazed with distended eyos towards
the hill, on the summit of which the figure of & child was visible,
Was it her darling returning from fairyland ?

But she must not issue forth to make sure, for Maureen had
said thet she must not go to meet the child, but let her walk in of
her own accord.

With a wildly-beating heart she waited, Shawn, the old groy
dog, her one friend, roused by her excited exclamations, walked
soberly out to discover what had caused them. No sooner did he
eatch sight of the little figure standing irresolute on the slope than
he wagged his shaggy tail and bounded up the hill, barking
juyou~ly, to Winnie's iutense delight for it seemed confirmation of
her hopes,  She saw the child stoop down to earess him, then foliow
hiin quickly down the path, Now they were near encugh to see
whether the child was her Nonie or not, Yes, it was a flaxen-
haired, furr-faced litte gir! that approached, only taller and
healthier losking thasn the Nobie of 14 months ago, And how
prettily she was dressed.  Surely the fairies had been kind to her
to clothe bier in that lovely pink frock. Oh, would she never, never,
reach the eabin that she might clasp her to her heart and cover her
fave with kises! But at last, led by the faithful Skawn, she
8tands on the threshold and glances timidly aronnd. There are
traces of tears upon her face, and her blue syes are red as if with
vweeping. With a great cry of joy Winnie starts forward and
clasps her in her arms, half smothering the child with her witd
curesses.

‘1 have ye af lant, Nonie,’' she crooned,

The child stared at her bewilderedly,

* Me not Nonie, me Tassie,’ she said, ‘Me want to go home to
mother

Winnie Jaughed happily,

‘ Listen to the crathur | an' they changed yer name, did they 7
No wondher yo wouldn't know yer own mother, , for ahe
wouldn't know ye, only for the aigna an’ tokens, ye& ars that



