p YOU KISSED ME,

You kissed me!] My head
Diopped lo* on your hireast,
h a teoling of shelter
“ And fufinito rest;
While the holy emotions
My tongue dare not speak,
Flashed up to o lame
From my beart 1o mycheeky
Your arms held me fust -
Oh. your arns were s bold-
Heart beat agninst hewt
In your passionate fold,
Your glances seemoed dravw tag
My »oul through my eyos
Asx the sun draws the inlst
Frow the seas to the shios,
Your itps clung to mine
1] ] prayed in bliss
They migbt nover unclusp
From the Fapturous hiss

You hisaed sme! My lheart,
Al my b, eath, and my will,
In Jdilinwoun jay,
For a menent stood atitl
Life Lind for jue then
No temptativn., no charrus,
Nou viston of happiuess
Cytnide of your nrmgs,
Aud were | this tustant
An angel, possessed
O the peace aud the joy
fhat ate given the blest,
I would gz v white 1obess
Unrepentisgly down
I would tear from .
Ity Leautitul crow,
Yl'o estlo ond e more
Iy that baven of renl
Your lips upon mi e
Moobca iy o te st

Lo vy e ad

Yior wisned e My sl
Tev i Dlisn ser chivine
He rted st sl
Like adrunke o masn
Foolish with  lue,
And I thoaght twere deticious
T there I death
W opuld but came w hitle iy lips
Were vel ot with vour breath -
If iy Lheart mightl gros cobd
W hile your arms ¢ lasped me rvund
In their passionate foll
And tbhese ure the questions
[ ask day aund uight,
Misst my lips taste no more
wuch exqgnieite detight -
Would you care If your breast
\ere oy shelter as theu
Aud if you were here
W ould you hiss e agatn ?
Joseplitne 8. Hunt.

FATHER AND SOX

A Tale of Country Life,

BY R B MOoR,

Chapter I.

«] thought it never would be over] I
was ready to sank mto the earth, when
I stood up before thern all  Aud tlis
is what tlw.(r call lemeocey ' They mneht
as well bave said a thousand dollary ut
onve ; they would be just as likely to
getit’

* Dear mother, don’t cry so! They
could lLiave made 1t muchh heavier, if
they had not taken our poverty into con-
gideration  Mr. Gerard won't get his
expenses vut of that, Rice tells me

“No, where can he ? Where is all
that mouey to come from, do you sup-
pose 7

»Here ia Tolver coming, mother!
Don't let him see what a trouble this 1s
to us.”

+He must know that, child, if he has
any thonght at all  Yes I don't won-
der you're guing, Nam . nope of us will
ever be able to face any of the (terard’'s
again

This to a fair haired, sullen lookng
boy of fourteeu, who has risen from a
seat in a corner, where he has been half
concealed, and who 18 now  nuking s
wuy to the door with a hurried slouch.

A . «

“I'm1 not afraid ! he declares,
ping short. - I've nothing to be afrmd
of ; | never meant any harm.”

*Nothing to beafratd of 7 Donx’'tvon
understand that you'll bave to gu to
prison if we can't pay the money ?

“Well, I don't care !”

“No ; you think nothing of the fact
that ydur poor mother and sister wiH
be disgraced for ever by it——you think
nothing of the trouble you bring upon
us through the mischief you get into
with your bad companious.”

The boy flushes angrily.

lies spread ont under the Junme snn;
birds are sipging, bees are buzzing
about the hives nnder the acacia tree,
the south wind blows softly in wnd ruf-
fles the girl’s hair. But the joy of the
summer aeoms to pass over thetwo who
stund with clasped hands and anxious
eves guzing each into the other's face.
He in s brave-looking lad, with broad
shoulders, honest eves and brounzed
cheskn.

“T'olver, it is veryv kind of yon to
come.” the girl goes on, after a few mo-
ments; “but 1 alinost think you had het-
ter not come in just now  Mother is
upset; she is not fit to see suybady,
and-- ="

“And you are afraid she will reproach
me,” he breaks in. “You need not mind
what she says, Exe; <lie ran not make
me feel it more than I do already; and
if it would be s relief to ber to revle
auy of our fawily "

“Tolver! Asif vou could help it' It
is really Bam's fault.”

*Yes, but my father is takwg this
opportu 1ty to wreak hix aptte  He
wouldu't Lave dragged young Villiers
throngh a law court, or one of Kiee's
bove  He 1 ught have thrashed the hov
- e might hove mule the father pay

"something; but he wonldo't have done

this, It's

The girl meets lins guze 1o wistful
B Iness

I know, dear, and T think I am
whinost sure 1t would be better for us
to part. We have only brought von
trouble and cuuxesd quarrels with vour
futher  Sinee thix happened, sud onen
or twice before, I have wixhed for vonr

it's becanse of von, Fae'”

snhe only, thut we had never eome to
Nuatfeld ™
For my sake only, Eve 2 Not for
Iot own nt 4l
The furr Vooan Le 1 ods shaken with
gentle decist v od e Hods s resting ..
, place on the young farmer’s rougi
cout. l
Theo vou need never wish that,

stop- !

*How was I to tel what would bap- -

pen?’ he says impatiently. - After
Jesse threw my oap into the brook, and
I had no end of trouble in getting it
ont, I saw him going along with the
hores, and just slung a stone at the
first to make it jump and give him a bit
of bother, How was I tell it would go
straight in its eye and kill it ? It was
Jesse I wanted to spite not the horse.™

« And if you had worked your will, it
would most likely have been worw, ®
mourns the mother. - The horse woull
have trampled on the boy, and he would
have been killed instead.”

*Oh, I thought it couldn’t be any
worse!” he retorts, in angry sarcasm.

+ It would never have happeuned at all

t

if you weren't so fond of ploughboys .
and such company,” Mrs, Thirkeld is -

beginning querulously; lLut here ter
daughter interposes—a slender brown-
bairsd girl, with her mother's deliocate
features and large, tender, black-lashed
gray eyes, which must surely come from
some gther branch of the family, so en-
tirely different are they in exprossion as
well as in hue and shape, from Mrs,
Thirkeld’s pretty childish blue ones.
She has been drawing the ourtain a
little lower owver the %atticed window
that looks out upon the hillside towards
the village and gathering together her
mothier’s outdoor garments, strewn
about on table and chair as if in un-
availing effort to throw off her troubles
with them.
' *Nover mind going over it all again,
inother dear,” the girl says, =it will be n
lessoh to Sam, no doubt. et wusbe
.. thankfnl it was not Jesse, This trouble
-ig 1ot o be compared to such a one as
. that woald be,”
* %30 wonder you should take Sam’s
g@. oty - begine the widow; but just then
Frigotstépy ave heard on the little path,
it gitl goos upthe stane passage
e pow: P -

.do,

Fve My life bogan when first [ looked
upon vour swest face

- But your father

It does not make im less ernel and
mulicions because he in my father.” lie
interrupts,  but  withont impatience
1T am old enough to frel und to Judgo
for myself.  Hui prejudices can not he
mine ; and I must choose myv way nand
my wife” - with a tender closing of lus
clusp about her - without reference to
them I maght hsten to sound sansible
wlvien ; but 1 must turn a deaf ear to
uureasotiable prejudica and avanee ©

“He would like you to have money
with vour when von

“Of course " he assents in herpanase,
the suspicion of a sneer crossruy his hip
for & moment,

*Don’t, dear! He is your father,
aud has always baen very good to yoq,
u8 you have often told me.”

“Yesr, a8 long as [ was clay 1n his
hands to moukd as he would | hint, onee
I showed a will of my own Well,
I haven't slept under the same  roof
with bim since this affur ™

“Tolver!"

“Are yon surpnsed at that 2 Do von
think I could meet him at meals, and
wish him “(Good myght," and come down
in the morning into the same room with
Lhim, while he was perwecuting the rl
I'love ? For itis nothing less than per.
secution  No; I've stayved Jdown at
the Three Beeches ever since. I shounld
have liked to get off his land alto-
gether © but I won't go away from
here yvet, T won't leave you at ks
wmerey '

“Tn-leed, T hope von willnot goaway,
Tolver You are all e has left ; while
I well, there are mother snd Sany. ™|

“You mean yon are gong awav ¥’
eatehing hor up sharply. 1 will never
let you out of my urmx until » ou prom.
10 you won't -even 1f we stand here
tll we're both gray !" !

Their eyes meet, and they laugh ir-
resistibly.

“Youn would be very tired of me by
that time,” she tells him, stroking his
rough sleeve and looking up at him, '

*No, " he returns, stoutly.

* But, dear Tolver, to be serion’, I
do think that, if once we can get this
money paid, it will be the best thing
for us to go away. Mother will never
hold up her head again here after hav.
ing to appear before the court, and Sam
is being ruined by the companions he
picks np. Those whose equal he sc-
tually is —-or, rather, was before fatlier
died and we were 80 poor - look down
upon him here because he goesto the
village-school ; and so there is no one
for him to mix with but the bors he
meets there ; and-—and he issimhing
lower every day. We ought to go
nearer town on his account, and yet not
too near because of mother's health,
But it is of no use looking so far for.
ward ; only don't add to our anxieties,
dear, by falling out with your father,
It will make us feel all the more to
blame ; and, you know, it can only em-
bitter your father agninst us.™

This closing argument she evidently
oonsiders a powerful one. But Tolver
Gerard does not seem convinced. Hae
smiles slightly, holding her fast.

« I shall take care of myself, and of
rou too. But now X want to spenk to
your mother, Eve. I have something
to propose to her—a way out of the
difficulty.”

* Propose it to me, then,” commands
the girl, setting her pretty lips and re-
ceiving instant punishment upon them
for her boldness. * You don’t want to
say anything to mr tior that I amnot to
hear ? Very well, then—tell me first.”

«It's all your pride!”

«Perhaps it is—partly.” She raises
her head a little at this,

“ Nothing but pride I” ‘

“Well, go on, Tolver ; though I'm
afraid I can guess,™

« You could pay me back, you know,
at your leisure,” uxges the young fel-
low, beginning at the wrong end and
reddening through bis sunburn. «I
won't take the oredit for what I don't
though. I tell you frankly that I
two hundred dollam. I

hayen't. got
By "%ii

ter * Of course, 1" e always looked to
huving all the three farms after my
futher, and the Three Beeches at any
tine ; and 80 it comes about that [
csu't lay ny hand on even that paltry
sumn, 1 these especial circumstances,
since, of course, my father must know
pothing about 1it.  But FPve a jolly old
aunt in Boston who'll lend e snough
te mmke it up, and never ask a ues-
tion. "

“You would pay her back, and we
should uever repay you. We -ouldu’t
tf we atuved on Lere sud went on iv the
same way.  The work we do ouly just
shes out our movey, and --- Oh, we
could never take such a debt upon vur-
selves !

* A preat burden ! he comwments with
ap attewptst scorn * Two bundred dul-
lars " Why, 1t would pot be mised of
1t was never pand !’

“Aund you think I wonlld take money
from you to pay s debt we owe your
fathe 77

Y our mother woudd see thnugs more
senably,” he tells Lor, with u hittle
Yo, lilless,

I 1ear she woull sce things Qif-
fereatly.”

Sensibly.” he  reiterates. “\Well,
what » your plan, then ? Not to let
Sarn go to prison, I osaprpose 77

SO ourse not '
Wil v ws hie does not contin m.
Slobvern ] dont know yel L biwoee i

by while to think | head 1« 1w
Wl Plrat dreadfnl
P e stanng and wothier erynn g

A siotheredd eyl

my
contt, ad e
.

viatton bageer 1o

the voung man s hps He diaws the
gird coset sl close to s hieart

| dou’t believe everr she, or Lo,
conld Lave felt worse than I Did be

mutters.  Aud tothauk wy own fatrer
i gt all, and 1 ostood there ke s 1ool
sul couldn’t stopat ¥

“Denr Tolver, dont! It was very
bad of Sam—you kuow it wax  Can
you expsct any man to bre very merel-
ful with a naughty boy who kills oua
of Ins horses ?°°

“Tuut isw't it, Fve He'a puu. h
auy body, and so would I but 1o o 2 f-
forent way from this  It's because L 4
your brother becauss you are peor
aul friendless, and pretty enough o
have attracted s ouly son, awmd he
cau’t bear the nles of his woney not be.
ing wiet by more money  the old miser!
There 1 haveu't uny pativnce to thiuk
nbout 1t !

- I'hie rector of St
fur us ™

I know, darling You've told 1ue
all about yourselves Lefore now , wud,
1f 3 ou hadn't, snybaody would know  at
a glavee that you bud ~prung from no
common stock My futher knows it all
the tiue, oulv he uflect
deubt and wistrust to swt his own
purpose,”’

But as to money,” she pgoes
rather weanly, ull I can say 1 1.t
with the Lhelp of this needlework from
the Boston tirm, we have managed to
keep out of debt up tonow. I shouldu't
brnug you a fartiang, dear, as 3
kunow, apd never <hall; and [ shaod
be ushamed  stull wore so after tlaa
Diear Tolver, T atslrard 1t 18 of no use
for us to think sny more of each othe s °

“It's of no use for me to attempt to
leave off tlinking of you,” he asscria,
* It coulint be done 1 dont know
about vou ' with a glance that 1 sud-
denly severs .

1 «liall thnnk of you wherever we go,
Tolver

~Don’t let e hear snother word of
thix now  If you.don't want me to see
your wother gon and tell her what ]
propese  You'll tell her, won't you®”

1 suppose 1 must if you say so.
But I shall -——7

«And think out a plan for paying .he
money yourself, if you can; and then
tell it me say to-morrow afternoon, us
soon as [ can get away for half an hour,
I'll be at Crab Tree Corner about ¢
o'clock.”

I have a plan now —a sort of one,”
declares the girl, her eves shining as she
looks up at her lover.

“A sort of one!" he repeats gquizzi.
cally.

“Not a very goad one,” she i- fa’ « to
coufess; ‘‘but better than going into
debt, or being wunder -under obliga-
tions to—to you, of all persons!”

She brings this out in a rush, after
much hesitation, with crimsoning cheeks
and drooped head.

«I'll pass over that for the present,”
he says, magnanimously. “Your plan?’

“To sell our furniture and things and
go away, and—and

“And live in bare roonus?”

“No, not that; bnt "

“Furnished apartments are very dear’
That would, indeed, be wasting your!
money. You oar live here for less than'
half what it would cost you in that
way."”

«QOh, Tolver, yon are making the
worst of it]”

“That I'm not! Ask your mother —
you’'ll find she knows more of such
things than you, unwilling though you
are to trust ber judgment.”

«Oh, Tolver’’—she is unable to re-
press a smile at his tone —*“you know it
is only that I fear she would hardly
have strength of mind to—"

*Of course she would be glad to save
her son from disgrace and her family
from hardships that they have not
known yet, poor though they may be,
That would be only showing a natural
affection.”

“You want to make me out a mon.
ster, Tolver.”

«Not you, but yoar pride. Don't let
it devour you, Kve—not to speak of
your mother and brother,”

They part a little coolly after this,
ench thinking the other in the wrong.

Luke's could vouch

chooses to

Chapter II.

Later on in the day, over the evening
tea.table, Eve faithfully repeats to her
mother Tolver Gerard’s proposal to free
them from their embarrassment; and
Mrs, Thirkeld, as she expected, jumps

d reproaches her deughter
oming it
or sce your brother iy

,would be kept ont of mischief.

]
on

. tuble

‘mother, beginning to ery as she looks

prison, I suppose,” she tells her queru-
Jously

The poor little widow is not naturally
peevish ; but the hardships and priva-
tions »he has gone through since bher
Lhusband’s death, three years ago, have
impuired her health and soured her
temper somewhat, and this last trial is
overwhelming It was fur her sake that
they came to Nutfield about a year ago,
the doctor having warned them that she
could not hive much longer in the close
city lodging to which they had rewmoved
on finding themselves almost destitute.
They looked out for a quiet country vil-
lage where living was cheap, and, tak-
1ng s tiny cottage, they eked out their
scanty snbstance with needlework for a
Boston tirm.  Thus they have just kept
starvation from the door, poor but neat
clothing upon their baocks, and Ham at
the public school, where, if he did not
learn much, they at least hoped he
Be.
youd this they huve had no prospect, no
Lope, no joy, save that Mrs. Thirkeld's
Lealth buas certmnly mmproved i the
country wir, though she and Eve have
to it close to the work, and that a cer-
tain manly young farmer hus looked
* hurd and sweet” at the graceful garl
with the delicate features and  wistful
eves who s the hight and center of the
cottage home, the stay of her somew hat
chnldish mother, the 1ol of her X‘U\l,'.hT
awkward brother, though he 19 a8 apt
a~ wost boys at affecting a great scorn
for the opittons and  seutituents of b
waomankind.

Mother dear, | wouldn't see Sam 1n
prisun any more than you would,” the
girl suvs putiently , - but I waot to find |
some other way.  You know we could
uever pay 1t back, motber

* Well, und 1t wouldv't bemuchharm:
if we dndn't to your busband that 18 to
Les

And the son of the nan to whomn we
oweit ' And, mother he never will be’
wine . I don't see how 1t can ever be |

You haven’t been foulish enough to"
give hum up, I hope ¥7 |

“Not vet, mother ; but T think 1t
must come to that.  His father wonld
never hear of 1t, vou kuow, anl he
hax all the money aul power on his
atde and could leave everything away
from lolver, if he went aguinst Lo,
Conld we bring all tlus upon Tulver,
ther, and 1o addition take all he has
sud et i into debt with has aout, |
to  free ourselves frum poverty and
trouble ?7 :

“You take such

extrerme views of |
things, Eve. The old man would core
el i ime . Tolver s by only son,
anl Pve hieard he adores inm and the
weney would be pand and forgotten

“ That 18 what we should Like to
think, mother.  But 1s 1t really proba-,
Liles 7

“Just as twnch as the other,’” ipsists
Mrs Thirkeld.  ~And what are we to
doif we refuse to necept Tolver's offer?
How would you set about getting the
twoney I

Just the question «he could not an-
swear to her lover !

“(iive me time to thirk, mother, "she
8nys wearlly.

But the new day dawns upon faces
nubrightened with any fresh hope Lve
1~ tired and beayy eyed as she moves
about  the little rooms, sweeping snd
dusting and setting 1 order against
her wother's appearaucs, Three sad
fuces gather round the frugal breskiast
The widow has repented of her
auger agaiust her son, and has only’
tearful sorrow and reproaches for ham
uow, which he bears a good deal more
becomugly.

“You haven't thought of anything,
Eve, M. Thirkeld sayvs, more ss an
assertion than as a question.  Perlaps
the girl's dispirited lovk 18 a suflicient
reply.

~No, mother ; I wish I could."

When the meal is over and the two
women are clearing the table, the elder
suys, in lowered tones, lest Ham, sitting
outside on the garden-seat, chipping
sway at 8 stick and trying to make be-
heve there 18 nothing the matter, should
overhear— ‘

~kve, 1 must speak to Tolver to-day, '
if you won't. They might bs coming
for Sam—who knows ? Do you lknow
how long they wait vefore— " \

<1 shall see Tolver myself to-day,
mother; I promised to meet him this
afternoon to talk furthier over it. " ‘

«That will do, if you are guing to be
reasonable. But [ can'tlet my boy be
tuken off to prisun to gratify your
pnde.”

«Mother, do you think I would let:
him go, either? But if I ocould only
avoid this!”

*You won't be so nervous about hand-
ling Tolver's money when he's your
husband, child.”

“Mother, that's where it is! He
never will be that; I will never take
him to drag him down into poverty.
His father has everything in his hands,
and it would takeTolver years to get
on if his father turned against him, as
you know he would do if Tolver mar-
ried me. We should take Tolver's
money snd get him into debt, and all
because one of our family injured one
of his. 'We have beon dealt with mer-
cifully on account of our povertyand
of your widowhood, mother; and it
seems to me 8 mean thing to fall back
upon the very family we have injured to
pay the money for us.”

«‘That all sounds very well, Eve! But
what are we to do?"

«Mother, I have racked my bmin.
Even if we were to sall our farniture
T'm afraid it wouldn’t bring in that
sum.’s

«I'm surs it wouldn't,” agrees the
widow, glancing rounq upon the shabby
tables and chairs. «And what should
we do without it? We oould get noth-
ing so cheap as this cottage, I'm sure.”

“All our jewelry is gone?” Eve
knew it before, but still she speaks in-
terrogatively, as though hoping agsinst
bope.

“Even my keeper,” answers hei

dgvﬂ upon the forlorn little wedding:

that shines all alone on hex thin

, M
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finger. ‘“That was when S8am had that
bad sore throat,”

Eve puts the last things away in si-
lence and gets out a large work bashet,
from which she takes a pile of strips ot
bluck net worked in varyiog patterns
by their patient hands. When she has
ruade up a neat parcel, she says:

“ls there anything we want at the
shop? Iwmust go to the pustuflice befure
I dvanything else.”

~Plenty of things we want,” retorta
ber mother, half in impatience, * but
pothing we can afford to have.”

“Mother, you're blamng me for
everything now because I haveopposed
you in this.”

“1 dor’t know what's to become of
Sam, I'm sure I"—and the widow weeps.
= Often I have sat and thought and
worried over it. He is doing no good
at that school —it is fit ouly for plough-
buys - and who will take him, and what
will he be fit for, urless for such work
as that ?”

“Dear mother, don’t look too far
ahewd ; one trouble at a time 1s
enongh.”

Eve goes and kisses the poor little
woman ; bot, with all her strong louve,
slie 18 powerless to shield berfrom hfe’s
vitier blasts.  Hlie realizes this, as she
eu leavors to comfort her, with a 1uiser-
abli sense of helplessness  For herself

"'she would not care |, she would hve-on

a crust, and work all day and lhalf the
mizht and save the money by degres,
1f therr creditor woulil give themn time
13utshe can not deprive bher mother of
anthing more thau she has alreaty
Lreen depnved of. They bave now vuly
the barest necessaries of hfe, and there
1~ uut & penny to be screwed out, turu
which way they will.

“Eve, do you expect to see Tolver!

now?”" ber mother mquires, wvhen the
girl reappears, with her hat and men ded

' cotton gloves, and takes up the parcel

ta carry to the post.
“No, mother, not until
nooy.”
~But you might chance to meet him ™
»Not at all hkely, wother. But, 1f

this  after-

it will ease your mind at ull. T will|

prremise not to talk to hiwm on that <ub- !

Jectuntil I have spoken to vou again

It will eass my mind.
biu, and rejected his offer in the de-
culed way you have sometiwes, Eve,
w here should we be then?”

“Where 18 Sam, mother ?°

©Out somewhere.  He won't go to
any more, 1 think, after this,
W hat 18 to become of hiim 7

Fve descends the hill toward the vil-
lape witha very thoughtful face, thongh,
w iien shie meets any ope, she endeavors
toodnve the cloud from ber biow and
giveas brnght a  Good mormng ™ ss
thougli ber hesrt were not weighed
down with anuety.
wayy, and the knowledge that the wil.
Tope s alive with their trouble and with
curtosity to see how they will get out of
1t spurs her on to mahe o show of care-
lesss chioerfuluess whiely shie 13 very

H('}ll)l'l

. from feeling

But her courage broaks down at the
sight of a burly figure on horseback
11 the willuge Hagh street  that of a

Ibrnud sbouldered snd suuburned far-

mer bearing an odd vague resemblance
to younyg Tolver Cierurd o resemblance
thiat 18 striling for s moment, and then
fades away altogether.as hLe
different attitude or as s face changes
expression.  Tolver's father, the owuner
of the tine cart horse that Sam  kalled
with one thoughtless moverment of lis
msischievous hand  the canse of all- their
present  perplexity thenr epemy and
perweutor  a fine, bluff, good-humored

; lovking man, with much sense sod spint

and, in a general way, careleas kindness
of heart!
tells all this as he waiks his big horse
down the street, turning in the saddle
to shout some concluding remark after
the miller with whom he has been hav-
ing a chat. His deep voice sounds so
good natured that Eve takes heart as
she hears it.

An idea springs up in her mind. She
runs into the postofice suddenly, hot
and trembling from head to foot, and
deposits her parcel. He has not scen
her. Sheslipped into the shop while
his head was turned the other way after
his friend the miller. When she comes
out sgain he is in view in the distance,
making his way leisurely in the direo-
tion of Fairfield, the largest farm of the

born and many of the family before

"him. Sheturns down the lane, break-
ing into a run as she leaves the street.

From there she takes to the fields,
making short cuts until she gains the
road at another point, at some distance
from the village and well on the way to
Fairfleld. Looking eagerly up and
down she at first fears that she has
missed her object, but the next moment
the thud of a horse's hoofs reachés her
ears, followed shortly by the appear-
ance of the burly farmer and his big
horse over the brow of thehill

Her haste in the postofice and her
run across country have given her uno
timeto think; now, as she stands await-
ing the near approach of man and
bhorse her heart fails her. What can
she say, how can she plead with this
stifi-necked man who is bitterly preju-
diced against them and who would de-.
stroy them all without scrupleto save
his son from them? But then her
mother and Sam, what are theyto do —
how can she bearto look on at their pri-
vations and not do allshe can forthem?

Her face is pale, her heart is beating
rapidly ; the farmer is quite close now,
and pretending not to see th4t she is
there. He has almost passed by before
she can command her voice.

«Mr. Gerard.” .

It is a weak, uncertain call ; perhaps
be does not hear it through the tramp
of his horse’s hoofs; at any rate, he
does not turn.

The voice is louder now, as if in des.
peration. There is no further excuse
for him. He turns, only half checking
his horse, however.

«Miss Thirkeld, I believe ?"* he says,
with strained politeness, and touches
his hat as he speaks, .

-

If you wmet

Eve 18 proud al-'

far

«Mr. Gerard, T want to speak to
yon,” she begins breathlessly, and then
stops because words fail her.

The farmer waits with a show of an-
coucsrn while she collects her t honghts.

1 want you to wait for the money,”
she bursts ont at last, unable to frame
her prayer in the clhoice and fitting
words that she might have selected in
ealmer moments. Do wait for the
mouey, Mr. tierard! You know we
ean not pay it all at once !”

~Not pay 1t ! he echoes, in apparent
surprise. ~Why, it's but a trifle ; not
the worth of the horse. That was the
best borse I had.  You're let off very
easy, I can tell you !”

But there is a certain half-hidden
note of triumph in his voice that tells
her heis fully aware of thar perplexity
and is not above enjoying 1t

‘I know,” she replies I kpow it
wan wurth more ; but, all the same,
two hundred dollsrs 1s more than we can
possibly payv, except by slow degrees.™

“You should keep your brotlrer vut of
mischief, Miss Thirkeld.”

“We should,” she answers, “if we
knew what to de with lnm But we
are too poor to send L to the town
Academy or to pay a prewnum for hnn
to any tradesman, snd uo oue will take
Lim without.”

“ T'radeswan ¥ repeated the farmer,
pretending to joke. - Why what would
sou nabke of him® A clieeseruonger ?
I thoughit you reckoned yourselves fine
ludies 7

“We «hould be glad to get lum into
any respectable business,” she replies,
passing over ths sneer. though tears
cote tuto her eves.

Ihe furmer nurveys her at lus leis-
e frow bis elevation ou  Buttertly’s
ek He in s comely wan of about
nfty . and hus been o widower far more
thats ten jears All the over blown
spitisters held up their heads l1ke roses
after a shovwer when the rich farmer was
a frec wan again ; but he seewed not
to fancy the women of his own peigh-
bnrhn\)d.

Huow soun do you reckou you could
pay the money ?” he 1nquires, In his
wuost bustuess-like tones.  ~And in n-
stultueuts of what amount ?”
~Oh, L dont know ' says the girl,

prtevusly. 1 haven't reckoued ; I
Lhaveu t thought I saw you m the
street, and 1 camwe to ask, tosee if- -7

Shie stops, partls bhecause of the rs-
iy Tuwp 1w her throat, partly  because
of the bitter hardsbiup of pleading with
this man, who ean look vn and rehish
bher distress snd feel no ity for the
teibug wadow and ber chitldren.

“Could you puy tive dollars &8 week,
say 7’

The twinkle 10 hisevas betrays a fore-
knowledyge of their betplossuess.

“Five dollars a weck ' Eve looks up
with u start “We lave little more
than that to hveon, Mr Gerard.”

<Fh? What?  Little more than
that ?  The farmer 1s dismayed too
for a mowment, but be quickly recovers
Lunself, and looks with hurd and nnbe-

" lieving gaze down nto the sweet pite-

assunies a

His handsome healthy face '

'
i

1

ous fuce. ~"How wucl more, now? Be
frunk, snd U'll see what 1s to be done ™

** Never more than four dollars,”
aunswers the girl, between sobs which
can no longer be restrained. It var-
e« from two or three to four, ae-
cording to the work that mother and [
can wet done.  If 1t were always four,
it wouldn’t be so buad  for the present ;
the cottage 15 only tifty cents a week;
anl we grow our own vegetables, and
motheraud 1 don’t want s0 very much
to vat —" :

The farmer here wterrupts with a
loud congh  Eve has not the least 1dea
of the eloquence of her broken story.

* But you must see that 1t does not
leave us much to put by for anything,”
sbe conclgdes wistfully, with a timid
upright glance. which shows her very
red face above the well-fitting coat and
ample collar.

*Was it that which brought you here
—to live cheap ?" he inquires, after a
pause. :

 Yes—that and mother's health ; the
fresh air has done her a great deal of
good, but she has to sittoo close to work.
I do all [ can, but we could not manage
without her help.”

“Beenr a widow long 7"

* Three years. She never knew what
it was to work for herliving until then.”

“Your father had nothing to leave

threethat he owns, and on which he was | her, then ?”

- He would have had, but he apecu.
lated and lost it all, and the shock
killed him ; and, when everything was
settled, there was a bare two thousand
five hundred dollars left for us. We
did not dare to take a business; we
kuew nothing of trade, and could not
risk our money ; we invested it as well
as we could, and took in needlework.
‘We are depending chiefly on the inter-
est of it in the present, and it may do
for Sam some day, if--if we can man-
age to keep it untouched.”

+'What do you mean to dowithont it,
then ? Marry my son?”

«I was not thinking of that, Mr. Ge-
rard.” The blood rushes all over her
face novw ; she stands up straight, in-
dignant, but yet with a hunted ex-
pression in her large piteous eyes.
« That is all over now, I think,”

«It is? Would you promise that it
should be all over if I forgive you the
debt?”

He looks curiously at the girl as he
says this.

«“Ob, I could not!” She clasps her
hands as if in a sudden spasm of pain,

“Why, what difference can it make
when you say of your own accord that
it is all over?”

«It would be one thing to part be-
canse there seemed nothing else to do,
and—and. because we would scorn to
bring—to be the cause of further vexa-
tion to you, sir, after what has already
happened; and quite another to give a
solemn promise never to meet agrain, no
matter what happened.”

«Qh, you're locking forward to my
death, are you?” the farmer chuckles,
eyeing the delicate face under the shab-
by hat. “But I'm not 51 till next Octo-
ber—young as men go nowadays. I
you wait for that——" .
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