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RACHEL IDENE

CHAPTHR: T,
FOURD 15 THE EXOW,

Ir was Clhristmas Eve. Two wen and a woman
=ab, snow-surronnded, in the parlowr of a =mall
cottnge in the velley of Degpdale, Yorashive, Une
mgn was old, and the womnn waa bis grey, world-
vorn wife; tho other man was voung, hale, and
Loarty.

“Here's Jaeck's Lealth,” said the old man,
Jaspcr Hevwoaod,

% And Lere’s Foele's wife," sald Toat,

L]

“Nav, Iof ue topst them topether,” interposed
flee yomng wan; oy swke mon gl wife are one
fesh—se here's to “em both, and God gend ‘vm
enfely home frors theze ernel wora

“Thon toayet well say eruel, Jabes," veplicd

Y0k I, m



z RACHEL DENE.

doap.  "Ah, it T had my way, there'd be no
fighting men abroad, nor weeping wenches at
Liome ! ™

" Btop there, woman," said Jasper:  * An there
was no fightin' men abroad, what'd become o° the
weepin' wenches pb home P—what'd become o wy,
and ouy fight little island, I'd like to kinow—eh,
Tabez 2™

""Well, father, when the world grows older and
wiser, perbaps folk will find something better to
do than cot other folli's throats ¢ but I fear that
won't be in your time, or mine."

“Likely not,” wns the reply. * Meanwhile,
since Christmas comes but omee a yoar, lot's be
jolly. Load thy pipe, lnd—here's a bit o' rare
bird's-eye ; and, good wife, mull us another mug
8' elder, and éome round t° fire, for sure it's o
Litter noot,'

The old man was nght. It was o Dbitfer
night indeed. The wind, Lowever, had dropped,
and the snow, which kad been falling almost
ineessantly for the past twenty-four hours, had
almost eensed,




FOUND LY THE SNQIF, 3

All wea enlm now, and still,

When Jabez Pryke came down frem Deepdale
ALills the night before, to pazs Chrisbmas with his
adopted father, Tasper Heywood, amd his wife
Joan, the grey goose in the sky was only just
beginning to shed her feathers; lmt now she had
ghied them £ill the Lheavens were bare.

The soowidrift had fallon in the walley Lroact
high, nmd the roads were nizh impazsable.

¢ Btrilies me, Jabez,” gaid Joan, * thou'lt ave to
atay here for € dext week ; for sure, thou'lt never
ba-able to get to t' mills wi'out a snow-sledge.”

YOWell, good wother," answered the voung man,
langhing, “I couldna wish for Detber compaay,
nor o warmer weleome, thougl for ecrtnin I
promized & gaffer o dine up ab t' Hall to-morrow ;
and he'll think I'm loat i' ¥ smow-drift if he doesna
goe me,”

# Coms i' ¢ ingle nenk ; draw thysen ap t' five,'
replied Joan.

The yule log crackled on the hearth, and shed
a 1addy glow on the coay cottege and ita occupants,
ns they patbhored eloser to the fire.



