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VOU KISSED ME, 

Youklasfil criel My bead 
n/optxtd lo"" an your i.rnaat, 

Wfth a reeling of BUtiltoi 
And Infinite rest: 

While the holy emotions 
My tongue dare not speak, 

FluKhfcfl up lu a flume 
From my heart in myoheekl 

Your arms hehl me fasi •• 
Oil. four arms were so bold-

H e a r t b e a t u.t!<ilu»l h e m I 
In y o u r p a j s s i o n n t e f o l d . 

Y o u r « l a n c e s s e e m i x l i l r a n l u g 
M t i i i u l t h r o u g h m > e y e s 

A» < )>e s u n d r a w s t h e m i s t 
I ' m u i lliti o e a s t o t h e Hkma, 

Y o u r l ip s < l u l u ; t o i i i l i i c 
I 111 I i>ru>ed In l i l l - s 

T h e y m l g t i t i . o v e r unc l i i»D 
F r n i a t h e r a p t u r o u s k i s s 

Y o n klsnei l ««ie: M y h e a r t . 
A m i m y I . e a l h . a m i in) w i l l , 

I n •!> In i"Un j o y . 
F " l " i i m . i i f i i l M o o d Mill 

L i t e U«d fur m e m e n 
N o t e m p t a t i o n - , n o i I m r i a * . 

N o v Inton uf i m p i ' l u e s s 
i uihhlt* o l J -'Hi »i n i « . 

A m i tvi ru 1 I b i s I n s t a n t 
Ai i i i i ig>-1 . i .onnessed 

Ol t h e peai <• a m i i ln> Joy 
I'liiit a r e u t v e n t h e blent . 

I n m i l i i Mine m v i t l i i l e iuiM*a 
1 ' n r e u e i i l l i i K U i l u » n 

J w o u l d tear front n • I" • 
l t a h e a u t l l u l i i f * 

^I'o nt-sllt* o m t- m o o -
I n l l i a l h u v i ' l i ul rent 

Y ' t i u l ip s ii|Mih inn i-
."V*I * ! • ! I l ' l ' I I \ H ' H • - I ' l 

•a 
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C h a p t e r I. 

'•I thought it never would be over) I 
was ready to sink into tin- curtli. when 
I stood ii]> before them all And this 
i s what thev call leniency ' Thev nii'.'lit 
as well have said a thousand dollars ut 
once; they would be just as likely to 
ge,t i t ' ' 

"Dear mother, don't cry BO! TIIPV 
could have made it much heavier, if 
they hud not taken our poverty into con
sideration Mr. Gerard won't get las 
expenses out of thnt, Hico tells me " 

•• No , where can he ? Where is all 
that niouoy to conie from, do you sup
pose ?" 

•Here is Tolver coming, mother! 
Don't let him see what u trx>ui>le this ia 
to us." 

"He must know that, child, if lie has 
any thought at all Yes I don't won
der you're guiug, Sam , none of us will 
ever be able to face any of the Gerard's 
again " 

This to a fair haired, milieu looking; 
boy of fourteen, who has risen from a 
seat in it eoruer, where he has l>eeu half 
concealed, and who is nun iniikiug his 
wuv to the door witu a hurried slouch. 

"I'm not afraid !" he declares, stop
ping short. " I've nothing to bo afraid 
of ; I never meant any harm." 

••Nothing to be afraid of V l>on"t ^'u 
understand that you'll have to t-" h> 
prison if we can't pay the money ? 

"Well, I don't care !" 
"No ; vou 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 misohief you get iuto 
with your bad companions." 

The boy flushes angrily. 
" How was I to teM what would hap

pen ?" he says impatiently. •• After 
Jesse threw my oap into the brook, and 
I had no end of trouble ia getting it 
cat , I saw him going along with the 
horses, and jnst slung a stone at the 
first to make it jump and give him a bit 
o f 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 \\ ill, it 
would most likely hare been win-c ' 
mourns the mother. The horse would 
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 happened at all 
if you weren't so fond of plougbboys 
ana such company," Mrs. Thirkeld is 
beginning querulously; but here her 
daughter interposes—a slender brown-
hairod girl, with her mother's delicate 
features and large, tender, blaok-lashed 
gray eyes, which must surely oome from 
some other branch of the family, s o en
tirely different are they in expression as 
well as in hue and shape, from Mrs. 
TbMeld's pretty childish blue ones. 
S h e has been drawing the curtain a 
little lower over the latticed window-
that looks out upon the hillside towards 
the village and gathering together her 
mother's outdoor garments, strewn 
about on table and chair a s if in un
availing effort t o throw o f her troubles 
with them. 
j "Never mind going over it all again, 
toother dear," tlie girl says, "it will be a 
lesson to Sam, no doubt. Let us be 
^#nkfu|;i» was not Jesse. This trouble 

-ia not to be compared to such a one as 
;t|tatw6ttiabs,M' 

;' H*l wonder you should take Sam's 
§0;^hf0M ihetridow; hut just then 
•wi^ia.-.. ^g heard oa the little path, 

fegiri goes up the stone passage 
J.f||e;:hew:oo'mefe-
Colver1 is all •ilî  aavs and the 

voung man 1 an no answ r but a Bilenfc 
clajBp of b Ah. her handit in his 

Stir/and the doorway and the |i|tlo 
foil of old fashioned n 

lies spread out under the June snn; 
birds are singing, bees are buzzing 
about the hives under the acacia tree, 
the south wind blows softly in UDII ruf
fles the girl's hair. But the joy of the 
summer seems to pass over the two who 
stand with clasped hands aud anxious 
eves gazing each into the other's face. 
He i» a brave-looking lad, with broad 
shoulders, honest eves and bronzed 
cheeks. 

••Tolver, it is very kind of you to 
come.-' the girl goes uu, after a few mo
ments; "but 1 aliiii>«t think you had bet
ter not come in Jtft ti"» Mot her is 
upset; she is not tit to nee anybody, 
and-- -" 

"And yon are afraid she will reproach 
me," he breaks in. "Vou need not lniud 
what she says, KM1; "be can not make 
me feel it more thnii 1 do already; and 
if it would ho a relief to her to revile 
any of our family 

••Tolver! As if yon could help it' Tt 
is real It Hani's fault." 

• Yes, but my father in taking this 
opportu ity to wreak hi» spite He 
Mouldii t bave dragged young VIIIHT* 
through a law court, or one of Kicc's 
h o t s H e I U g h t h a v e t h r u s i i e d t h e b o v 

- be might ha\e made the father pay 
something; but be wouldn't huu* done 

i t ' s I M - I M I I - , - o f y o u , K v e ' " 

m e e t s l i i i pjuze Hi w i s t f u l 

It ' s 
g i r l 

Y I M I K i-»«i (1 m e M > 

I M It 1,1 Ian IMI i l 't nit-
Id f l e d nil I s .ii >••! 

I i k e u d r u i . k ' 11 >i,at> 
r - . . l l sh v i t i l l Hif. 

A n d I l l m i i t f h l t u e r e 'li-Ui iou» 
'1 , , .In- l l i r n - IT i l f u l h 

t\ mi l i l hut i MUM- » h i I r in t lips 
\V ,-r e t et i i i o i - l i t l th v o u i i M i - a ' t i -

If in> ht-urt i i ' iuht B u n t i o h l 
\ \ h i l e ) our u r i n t t litsp»-il m o l u u n d 

In t h e i r p a » B l o i i a t e f o l d 
A n d t h e s e a r e t h e tjut-st luDs 

I iLsk d u y a n d n l t ;b t . 
Mu»l U>) l i p s t a a l e n o m u r e 

s u r h e x i j ' i l » l l e i l f l l ^ l i t ' 
W o i i l d ynu c a r e If ) o u r N i r a s t 

\ e r e my Bli i ' l trr .u, llii-n 
A nil If y o u w e r e h e r e 

t\ o u l d y o u Kls» n i f uK'titi ? 
. I . i » c | i h l n e S. H u n t . 

FATHEH M l SOI: 
A Tale of Country Life, 

BY K 11 M m >ll. 
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I k n o w , 

a l m o s t s u r e 

t o p a r t . \ V 

t r o u b l e a n d 

f a t h e r S i n c e t h i s h a p p e n e d , a n d o n o 

o r t w i c e b e f o r e , I h a v e \ v i « h e i l f o r \ m i r 

Ler " Uf course, 1 • e always looked to 
having all the three farms after my 
father, and the Three Beeches at any 
time ; and so it comes about that I 
can't lay my hand on even that paltry 
sum, in these especial circumstances, 
since, of cour»e, my father must know 
«jiitliiuj< about it. But I've a jolly old 
aunt in Boston who'll lend me enough 
ter make it up, and never ask a ques
tion." 

••Vou would pay her back, and we 
should never repay you. We -oubln't 
tf we stayed on here aud went on in the 
same vvav. The woik we do only just 
ekes out our money, and --- Oh, we 
could never take such a debt upon our-
» t l v e s !" 

• \ HI cut burden !' he comments with 
an ut tempt at acorn "Two hundred dol-
luis ' Why, it would uot be im-ined if 
It «ui never paid !" 

• AN 1 you think I would t<ikt- money 
from ton to pay a debt uu owe wnir 
f a t J i e i ' V 

i our mother woiiid see things more 
MO ibly," he tells h. r, with a little 
J ' u i i ^ l i l l o s . s . 

I lour she would «ee things ,hf-
fei.- illy." 

reiterates. "Well, 
then •> Not to lot 
1 sujipose '' 

ib-ar , aii.l I tin »ik 1 am 
it would be bet ter for us 

• have only brought toti 
cuiihcd ijuarrels with t.mr 

that «(• had never fnuie to 

..t.lv. Eve ? Not for 

i- shaken wi'b 
' i O I I I I H a r e s t U I L ' -

farmer's rough 

gvtfdes foil 

• l i k e o t l l v 

Niltrteld " 
1'or mv sake 

yn u on n ut .JI '' 
The fan lo.,.ii| lo

gout le dei'i-i •'. i'i.l ;! 
jduoe on tlie young 
coat. 

Then you need never wish that. 
Eve My life began when first I looked 
Upon your sweet faca 

• Hut your father 
• It does not make him less cruel ntid 

malicious because) he is mv father.' he 
interrupts, but without impatience 
• I .tin old enough to feel and to judu'i) 
for myself. Hm prejudices can not be 
mine ; and I must choose mv way and 
my wife" with a tender closing of Ins 
clasp about her •without reference to 
them I might listen to sound siuisililei 
uihioe. ; but I must turn a deaf ear to 
unreasonable prejudice and avarice 

• He would like you to have nionoy 
with vonr when yon -—" 

••< if course '" he assent* in her pause, 
the suspicion of a sneer crossiug bis lip 
fur a moment. 

• Don't, dear ! He is your father, 
and has always been verv good to you, 
us you have often told me." 

••Yes, as long as I was clay in his 
hands to mould an he would . but, once 
I showed a will of my own Well, 
I haven't slept under the HUIIIC roof 
with tnin since this affair '" 

••Tolver !" 
"Are yon surprised at that ? Do yon 

think I could meet huu at meals, and 
wish him 'Good night,' and come down 
in the morning into the same room with 
him, while he wax per*eentinjj the girl 
I love ? For it is nothing less than per
secution No ; I've staved down at 
the Three Beeches ever since. I should 
have liked to get off his land alto
gether ; but I won't KO aw uy frmn 
here yet. I vton't leave you at his 
mercy '" 

• Indeed, I hope voti will not goawav, 
Tolver You are all he has left ; while 
I well, there are mother and Sum." 

•You mean you are ^iiug away '" 
catching her up iharplv. 1 will never 
let ynu out of my unn« until y on prom
ise you won't even if we stand hero 
till we're both gray !" 

Their eyes meet, and they laugh ir
resistibly. 

"Y'on 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. 
'• Hut, dear Tolver, to he serion •, I 

do think that, if once we can get t his 
money paid, it will be the best thing 
for us to go away. Mother will never 
hold u p her head again here after hav
ing to appear before the court, and Sam 
is being ruined by the companions he 
picks up. Those whose equal he ac
tually is--or, rather, was before father 
died and we were so poor- look down 
upon him here because he goes to the 
village-school; and so there i s no one 
for him to mix with but the hoys be 
meets there ; anil—and he is sinking 
lower every dav. 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 against us." 

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

" I shall take care of myself, and of 
^ou too. But now I want to speak 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 t;-»r that I am not to 
hear? Very well, then—tell me first." 

" It's all your pride!" 
"Perhaps i t is—partly." S h e raises 

her head a little at this. 
" Nothing but pride !" 
" Well , go on, Tolver ; though I'm 

afraid I can guess." 
" You could pay me back, you know, 

at your leisure," urges the young fel
low, beginning at the wrong end and 
reddening through his sunburn, «I 
won't take the credit for what I don't 
do, though. I tell you frankly that I 

two hundred dollars. I 
to 8OTe*-l.»««e .mt ...the 

g-jiff »ftj i 

-r^:i\ 

. - t c l l s l l i l y . " h e 

w l i u l t v o u r p l a n , 

!>iiiu K'O t " p r i s o n , 
• I ' l . i i l l i s e n o t ' 

" W i l l ' O.S s h , • I. H o t I ' m i l i i i i s . 

h a . . -

I- r 

t h e 

> " I I , 

h e 

' 1 • It e i . I . Inn t k n o w yet 
lii-i-u a i d e to t h i n k . m y ln-.n 
w I..1 I l l i . i t d l t - a d f t l l i - o i u t . .ii .i 

J" _ !•• s t . u i u •;, a n d m o t h e r c r y o ^ 

\ - l , . . t I w r e . 1 i \ , - l i i o . l t i o n I o n 

t h e t o i i n o n i a l i s l i p s H e d l n t i -

g i l l • l - i - e t n t l l l i l l s - t o h i s h e n l t 

I d o n ' t b o l l e t e e V e l l s h e . o r 

could havt) felt worse I hall 1 did 
inutteis. And to think luy owuf.tHer 
ih.l it all, and I stood there like u lool 
an.I cuuldu't stoji It '' ' 

"Dear Tolver, don't! It was very 
bad of Sam—you know it wa-s (an 
you expect any man to be very merci
ful with a naughty boy who kills uiie, 
of his horses ?" 

That isn't it, Kve lle'a pun. h 
any body, and so would I. but in a .! f-
fereut way from this It's because I, s 
your brother because you are jn-.r 
and friendless, and pretty euotigh lu 
liuve attracted his only son, aud ho 
i'au't bear the idea of his money not be-
lug met by more money the old miser! 
There I haven't any patience to think 
about it !" 

•• 1'he rector of St Luke's could vouch 
foi us " 

• I know, darling You've told me 
all about yourselves before now , nml, 
if y oil hailut, anybody would know at 
a glance that you bud sprung from no 
common stock My lather knows it nil 
the tune, onlv he chooses to uih-ct 
doubt and mistrust to auit his own 
jiui pose." 

liut as to money, HIIC goes on 
rather wearily, all I can say is 11 ..t, 
with 'he help of tin- needlework fI• oil 
the Boston tirm, we have managed to 
keeji out of debt up to now. I shouldn't 
bung you a farthing, dear, as y ,u 
know , and never siiall ; aud I should 
be u-shamed -still mure so after this. 
Dear Tolver, I am alr.ud it is of no use 
for UH to think any more of each othi •• 

•It's of no use for me to attempt to 
leave off thinking of you," he assiris. 
• It couldn't be ih I don't know 
about you with a glance that is sud
den ly se\em 

• I shall think of vou w herever we go, 
T o l v e r ' 

•Don't let me hear another word of 
this now If you don't want me to see 
your mother go m and tell her what I 
piopoHo You'll tell her, won't you'''" 

•I suppose I must if vou suv so. 
But I shall " 

••And think out a plan for paying die 
money yourself, if you can; and then 
tell it me say to-morrow afternoon, us 
soon as I can get away for half an hour. 
I'll l>« at Crab Tree Corner about 1 
o'clock." 

"I have a pHn now —a sort of one," 
declares the girl, her eyes shining as she 
looks up at her lover. 

•A sort of one!" he repeats quizzi
cally. 

"Not a very good one," sho i- fa' i to 
confess; "but better than going into 
debt, or being under -under obliga
tions to—to you, of all persons!" 

She brings this out in a rush, after 
much hesitation, witherimRoningoheeka 
and drooped head. 

"I'll pass over that for the present," 
he says, magnanimously. "Your plan?" 

"To sell our furniture and things and 
g o away, and—and 

"And live in bare rooms'?" 
"No, not that; but " 
"Furnished apartments are very dear! 

That would, indeed, he wasting your 
money. You can live here for less than 
half what it would cost you in that 
way." 

"Oh, Tolver, yon are making the 
worst of it I" 

"That I'm not! Ask your mother -
you'll find she knows more of such 
things than you, unwilling though you 
are to trust her 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 oourae 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 t o make me out a mon
ster, Tolver." 

"Not you, but your pride. Don't let 
it devour you, Eve—not to speak of 
your mother and brother.'' 

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

Chapter II. 
Later on in the day, over the evening 

tea-table, Eve faithfully repeats to hei 
mother Tolver Gerard's proposal to free 
them from their embarrassment; and 
Mrs, Thirkeld, as she expected, jumps 
at the idea and reproaohesherdaughtei 
bittwlyfo^owposiag i i 

«Y0s*d tmgx «» yms brother h 

prison, I suppose," she tells her queru
lously 

The poor little widow is not naturally 
peevish , but the hardships and priva
tions she has gone through since her 
husband's death, three years ago, have 
impaired her health and soured her 
temper somewhat, and this last trial is 
overwhelming It was for her sake that 
thev I'tme to Nuffield about a year AJ^O, 
the doctor having warned them that she 
could not live much longer in the close 
citv bulging to which they had removed 
on finding themselves almost destitute. 
They looked out for a quiet country vil
lage where living was cheap, and, tak
ing a tiny cottage, they eked out their 
scanty substance with needlework for a 
Boston firm. Thus they have just kept 
starvation from the door, poor but neat 
clothing upon their liaoks, and Ham at 
the public school, where, if he did uot 
learn much, they at lea«t hoped he 
would be kept out of mischief. l ie-
youd this they have bad no prospect, no 
hope, no joy, save that Mrs. Thirkeld's 
ln-alth has certainly improved in the 
country air, though she and Kve have 
to sit close to the work, and that a cer
tain manly young farmer has looked 
" hard and sweet' at the graceful fprl 
with the delicate features and wistful 
etes who i« the light and center of the 
(i.ttnoe home, the stay of her stmiew hat 
childish mother, the idol of her ruii/h 
awkward brother, though he is as apt 
as most boys at afiectim.' a great BC< >rn 
fur the opinions and srutuneut.s uf his 

womankind. 
Mother dear, I wouldn't see Ham in 

prison any mure than you would,' the 
t-'iil sUys patiently , •• but I waut tu rind 
s. one other way. You know we could 
never pay it back, mother 

• Well, aud it wouldn't l»e much harm 
if »e didn't to your LuHbaud that is to 
be 

And the son of the inau to whom we 
owe it ' And, mother, he never will be 
mine . I don't see how it can ever be " j 

\ou haven't been foulLsh enough to j 
give him up, I hopo ''" I 

Not yet, mother ; but I think it 
must come to that. His father would 
never hear of it, vou know , and he 
has all the inoiiev mnl power mi bis 
side and could leave everything away 
from 1'olver. if he went against huu. 
Could we bring all this upon Tolver, 
iiotli.r, and iu addition take all he has 
luol '̂et huu into debt with his all tit, 
to free ourselves from poverty and 
t r o u b l e ? " I 

Imi take such extreme views of, 
things, Kve. The old man would come 
tioind m time Tolver i» his only sou, 
ii.l I've heard he adores him and the 
iii'Uiey would be paid and forgotten 

• That is what we should like to 
think, mother. But is it really proba- , 
hie ?" ' \ 

.hist as much as the other," insists 
Mrs Thirkeld. "And what are we to 
Uu if we refuse to aci opt Tolver's offer? 
How would you set about getting t h e 
Homey ?" 

dust the question she could not a n 
swer to her lover ! 

(iive me time to think, mother,"she 
say s wearily. 

Hut the new day dawns upon faces 
unhrighteued with any fresh hope Kve 
is tired and heavy eyed as she moves 
about the little rooms, sweeping uud 
dusting and setting in order agaiust 
ln-r mother's appearance. Three sad 
faces gather round the frugal breakfa-st 
table The widow has repented of her 
aimer against her son, and has only 
tearful sorrow and reproaches for h im 
iio», which he bears a good deal more 
becomingly. 

• You haven't thought of anything, 
Eve. Mrs. Thirkeld Hays, more as an 
assertion than aw a question. Perhaps 
the girl's dispirited look is a sufficient 
reply. 

" I 

•No, mother ; I wish I could." | 
When the meal is over and the two 

women are clearing the table, the elder 
says, in lowered tones, lest Ham, sitting 
outside on the garden-seat, chippmg 
away at a stick and trying to make be
lieve there is nothing the matter, should 
overhear— j 

••Eve, I must speak to Tolver to-day, I 
if you won't. They might be coming 
for Ham—who knows ? D o yon know 
how long they wait before " I 

"I shall see Tolver myself to-day, ' 
mother; I promised to meet him this 
afternoon to talk further over it. " | 

"That will do, if you are going to b e 
reasonable. But I can't let my boy b e 
taken off to prison to gratify your j 
pride." | 

"Mother, do you think I would l e t 
him go, either? But if I oould only 
avoid this!" 

"Y'ou won't be so nervous about hand
ling Tolver's money when he's your 
husband, child." 

"Mother, that's where it i s ! H e 
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 take Tolver years to g e t 
on if his father turned agaiust him, a s 
you know he would do if Tolver mar
ried me. We should take Tolver's 
money and get him into debt, and a l l 
because one of our family injured one 
of his. We have been dealt with mer-
oifuhy on account of our poverty and 
of your widowhood, mother; and i t 
seems to me a mean thing to fall back 
upon the very family we have injjured t o 
pay the money for us." 

"That all sounds very well, Evel B a t 
what are we to do?" 

••Mother, I have racked my brain. 
Even if we were to sell our furniture 
I'm afraid it wouldn't bring i n that 
sum."* 

"I'm sure it wouldn't," agrees t h e 
widow, glancing round 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?" E v e 
knew it before, but still she speaks i n 
terrogatively, as though hoping against 
hope. 

"Even my keeper," answers h e * 
mother, beginning to cry a s she looks 
down upon the forlorn little wedding 
ring that shines all alone cm her thin 

finger. "That was when 8am had that 
bad sore throat," 

Eve puts the last things away in si
lence and gets oat a large work basket, 
from which she takes a pile of strips of 
black net worked in varying patterns 
by their patient hands. When she has 
made up a neat parcel, she says: 

"Is there anything we want at the 
shop? I must go to the postoflice before 
1 do anything else." 

•Plenty of things we want," retorts 
her mother, half in impatience, " bat 
nothing we can afford to have." 

•Mother, you're blummg me for 
everything now because 1 Imveopposed 
you in this." 

"I don't know what's to become of 
Sam, I'm sure !"—and the widow weeps. 
••Often I have sat and tbought and 
•worried over it. He is doing no good 
at that school—it is lit ouly for plough-
boys - and who will take him, and what 
will he be fit for, unless for auch work 
a* that ?" 

•Dear mother, don't look too far 
ahead ; one trouble at a time is 
enmigh." 

Kve goes and kisses the poor little 
woman ; but, with all her strong love, 
»lo is powerless to shield her from life's 
Oilier blasts. She realizes this, as she 
en h-avors to comfort her, with a miser-
ubli at-n»e of helplessness Fur herself 
she would not care , she would live-on 
a crust, and work all day ami half the 
niijit and save the money by deuro-s, 
if :heir creditor would give them time 
J tut she can not deprive tier mother of 
a:, iihing more thou she has alre.ilv 
l>erii deprived of. They have now only 
tin- barest necessaries of life, and there 
l - nut a penny to be screwed out, turu 
which way they will. 

"Eve, do you expect to see Tolver 
now?" her mother inquires, when the 
girl reap pears, with her hat and mended 
cotton gloves, and takes up the parcel 
U' curry to the post. 

"No, mother, not until this ufter-
noou. " 

"But you might chance to meet him " j 
"Not at all likely, mother. But, if , 

it will ease your mind at all. I will , 
pi<'iui.se not to talk to bun on that sub- ! 
Jeet until I have spokeu to you again 

• I t will ease my mind. If you nut 
him, and rejected his offer in the de
cided way you have sometimes, Eve, 
wy here should we be then ?" 

•Where is Sam, mother ?" i 
••Out somewhere. He won't go to 

school any more, I think, after this. 
\ \ hat is to become of him ''" 

Eve descends the hill toward the vil
lage with a very thoughtful face, though, 
w hen she meets any one, she endeavors 
t'. drive the cloud from her blow and 
give as bright a ••(rood inoruiug" as 
though her heart were uot weighed 
dovvu with anxiety. Eve is proud al
ways, and the knowledge that the vil
lage is uhve with their trouble and with 
curiosity to see how thev Hill get out of 
it spurs her on to make u show uf care-
b-ss cheerfulness w Inch she i s very far 
from feeling 

Hut her courage breaks down at the 
sight of a burly figure on horseback 
in the village High street that of a 
broad shouldered and suuburued far
mer bearing an odd vague resemblance 
to young 1'olver (terurd a resemblance 
tbat is striking for u moment, and then 
fades away altogether.a-s he assumes a 
different attitude or us his face changes 
etpicssiou. Tolver's father, the owner 
of the tine cart horse that Sam killed 
with one thoughtless movement of his 
mischievous hand the cause of all-their 
present perplexity their enemy and 
persecutor a tine, bluff, good-humored 
b >okiug man, with much sense and spint 
and, in a general way, careless kindness 
of heart! His handsome healthy face 
tells all this as he walks his big horse 
down the street, turning in the saddle 
to shout some concluding remark after 
tbe miller with whom he has been hav
ing a chat. His deep .voice Bounds so 
good natured that Eve takes heart as 
she hears it. i 

An idea springs up in her mind. 8he 
runs into the postoffice suddenly, hot 
and trembling from head to foot, and 
deposits her parcel. H e has not seen 
her. She slipped into the shop while 
h is head was turned the other way after 
his friend the miller. When she comes ! 
o u t again he is in view in the distanoe, i 
making his way leisurely in the direc
tion of Fairfield, the largest farm of the j 
three that he owns, and on which h e was 
born and many of the family before 
him. She turns down the lane, break
i n g into a run as she leaves the street, j 
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 
Fairfield. 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 reaches her 
ears, followed shortly by the appear
ance of the burly farmer and his big 
horse over the brow of theji i l l . 

Her haste in the postomce and her 
run across country have given her no 
time to think; now, as she stands await
ing the near approach of man and 
horse her heart fails her. "What can 
she say, how can she plead with this 
stifl-necked man who is bitterly preju
diced against them and who would de
stroy them all without scruple to save 
hi« son from them? But then her 
mother and Sam, what are they to do -
how can she bear to look on at their pri
vations and not do all she can for them? 

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

••Mr. Gerard." * 
I t is a weak, uncertain call ; perhaps 

he does not hear it through the tramp 
of his horse's hoofs; at any rate, he 
does not turn. 

"Mr. Gerard." 
The voioe i s louder now, as if in des

peration. There i s no further excuse 
for him. He turns, only half checking 
h i s horse, however. 

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

••Mr. Gerard, I want to speak to 
you," she begins breathlessly, and then 
stops because words fail her. 

The farmer waits with a show of un
concern while she collects her thoughts. 

• I waut you to wait for the money," 
she bursts out at last, unable to frame 
her prayer in, the choice and fitting 
words that she might have selected in 
calmer moments. "l>o wait for the 
money, Mr. Gerard ! Yon know we 
can not pay it all at once !" 

•Not pay it !" he echoes, in apparent 
surprise. "Why, it's but a trifle ; not 
the worth of the horse. That was the 
be>t horse I had. Y'ou're let off very 
easy, I can tell you !" 

But there is a certain half-hidden 
note of triumph in hm voice that tells 
her he is fully aware of their perplexity 
and is not above enjoying it. 

I know," she replies "I know it 
wan wurtb more ; but, all the same, 
two hundred dollars is mmethaxi we can 
possibly pay, except by slow degrees." 

"You should keep your brother out of 
mischief, Miss Thirkeld. " 

"We should," she answers, "if we 
knew what to do with him But we 
are too poor to send him to tbe town 
Academy or to pay u pn-nnum for him. 
to any tradesman, and no one will take 
him without." 

• Tradesman ?" repeated the farmer, 
pretending to joke. ' \\ bv uhat Mould 
you inuke of huu ? A cheesemonger ? 
1 thought you reckoned youist-hes tine 
Indies !" 

• We should he glad to get him into 
any respectable business,' she replies, 
passing over tka sneer, though tears 
come into her eyes. 

I he farmer surveys her at his leis-
nie frum his elevation on Butterdy's 
each He is a comely man of about 
Iifty . and has been a widouer far more 
than ten years All the over blown 
spmsters held up their heads like roses 
ult.-r a shower when the rich farmer was 
a tre< man again ; but he seemed not 
to fancy the women of his owu neigU-
b o r h o o d . 

Hon soon do you reckon you could 
puy the money ?" he inquires, in his 
most business-like tones. "And in in
stalments of what amount?" 

•t >h, I don t know '" says the girl, 
piteoii-ly, "I haven't reckoned ; I 
haven t thought I saw YOU in the 
street, and I came to ask, to see if- - -" 

She stops, partly beoause of the ris
ing lump in her throat, partlv beoause 
ol the bitter hardship of pleading with 
this man. who can look on and relish 
hei distress aud feel no pity for the 
tolling widow and her children. 

••I ould you pay tivu dollars a week, 
say ? ' 

Tbe twinkle in his eyes betrays a fore
knowledge of their helplosMUess. 

••Five dollars a week ' Eve looks up 
with a sturt "We have little more 
than that to live on, Mr (ierard." 

• •Kb' What"' Little more than 
thut '!" The farmer is dismayed too 
foi a moment, but he quickly recovers 
himself, aud looks with hard and unbe
lieving gaze down into the sweet pite
ous face. -'How much more, now? Be 
frank, aud I'll see what is to bo done " 

•• Never more than four dollars," 
answers the girl, between sobs which 
can no lougcr be restrained. •• It var-
le- from two or three to four, ac
cording to the work that mother and I 
can get done. If it were always four, 
it wouldn't be so bad for the present ; 
the cottage is only fifty cents a week; 
and we grow our own vegetables, and 
mother aud I don't want so very much 
to eat —" 

Tbe farmer here interrupts with a 
loud cough Eve has not the least idea 
of the eloquence of her broken story. 

•• But you must see that it does uot 
leave us much to put by for anything," 
she concludes 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 sit too close to work. 
I do all I can, but we could not manage 
without her help." 

" Been a widow long ?" 
" Three years. Hhe never knew what 

it was to work for her living until then." 
" Your father had nothing t o leave 

her, then ?" 
• H e would have had, but he Specu

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 wo 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 cam man
age t o keep it untouched." 

"What do you mean to do without it, 
then ? Marry my son ?" 

" I was not thinking of that, Mr. Ge
rard. " The blood rushes all over her 
face n o w ; sho 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 y o u the 
debt?" 

He looks curiously at the girl as he 
says this. 

"Oh, I oould not!" She clasps her 
hands as if in a sudden spasm of pain. 

••WTiy, what difference can i t make 
when you say of your own accord that 
i t is all over?" 

"It would he one thing to part be
oause there seemed nothing else to do, 
and—andy 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 t o give a 
solemn promise never to meet again, no 
matter what happened." 

••Oh, you're looking 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 Ooto-
ber—young as men go nowadays. It 
yon wait for that ' 
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