. mother's being overworked and ‘half
Lo ot pturyed--in my house she’ll live on the

A Tale of Country Life,

BY R. B. MOOR.

o] was not thinldng 6f that, Mr. Ge-
rard.” He feels the rebuke in the grave
tone, resolved though he is—-or bas
been—to think the worst of all the
TPhitkelds. *Iwas not thinking of any-
thing in particular,” she goes on, *ex-
cept that to part under a bhinding agree-
ment never tomeet again would be
the worst way—the hardest way—of
parting. I have alrendy aceustomed
myself to the idea that there must be a
parting.”

* Humph " He held her eyes for
awhile with some expression besides a
critical one in his keen contemplative
geze. After a prolonged pause he be-
gins again. *“And, suppose the money
paid, and yourselves in the same po-
sition as before this affair—for I
shoulan't relent, I shouldn't give Tol-
ver & penny, or help hun by a word —
you’d find your parting real enough!
Bupposing all this, how are you all
going on—whai are vou guing to do
with that boy? Auwd, when your
mother falls ill again, or "

“Pray, Mr. Gerard, dou’t bring all
this before me !" The girl is half sob.
bing again at the catalngue of trouhles
he thus coolly enumerutes not with-
out that ill-concealed relish which has
added to her distress more than once
already.  “Haven't I enough now,
without thinking of the future? And
yet 1 can’t help thinking of it, though
wo are told to let the morrow provide
for itself. But it is bard sometimes to
trust and to believe, when things get
worse instead of better Jday by day !”
She is speaking to herself now, more
than to him. Heaven knows I strug-
gle for faith, and try —and try —"

“All very well to say your prayers,
my girl,” interposes the farmer, with a
cheerfulness that contrasts strongly
with her broken, half.despairing tones,
“and quite right, too ; but, meanwhile,
that boy of yours is going to ruin!
You yourself acknowledge it."

*What can we do ?

“Your mother works too hard, and
doesn’t have the food and things she's
always been used to. [ don't see how
you can expect to keep her long on
those terms.”

There is & sorrowful gesture of as-
sent from the slight figure beside the
horse.

“You yourself —you're pale and pin-
ing and low-spirited, all from not hav.
ing enough to eat. If you were to be
lsid wup, it would be a nice thing for
them, wouldn't it? How would they
pay the doctor’s bill, and get you all
the things he would order, without
even the usual money coming in, since
you would be unable to do your share
of the work ?"’

My, (Gerard, what is the use of all
this—"

« It's for your good, my girl,k I'm
Iaying your position plainly before you, :
for this is what 1t mnst come to in the
end, even if you do manage to go on for
a few more years; and this, without
speaking of the boy, who must be put
out in the world soon, unless he is to be
8 tramp, or, at best, a {armer's laborer.
A well-.grown boy he is too, and could
work, [ should say; pity he shouldn't
have a chance. ™

* I know it, Mr. Gerard—I know it
all; but can I help it "

“ Yes, you can.”

Then, while sho is gazing at him in
wonder at his reply, he leisurely gets
off his horse-- her astonishment increas-
iny to positive fear as he does so—and,
kolding the bridle, ad vances toward her.

* You can stop it all—you can provide
for your mother and brother, and live
at ease yourself, by saying one word.”

* Mr. Gerard I"—draving back in dis-
may.

~Be my wife. Youre not what I
thought you, and it isn't any woman I
can fanoy ; but I like your spirit and
your face, and your sticking by your
owh people ; and I'll marry you before
this month is outif you'll say the word."”

* Mr. Gerard, pray stop ! It is pre-
posterous | I could not think of such
a thing!”

“ Holty-toity ! What's there for you
to turn so white about? I'm not an
ogre, sam I? And you needn't run
away from me ; Ishan'teat you—eveu
if you don’t have me ! Bul.i if you've
got any common sense, you'll see, when
you come to think about it, that it's
about the best thing you cando. No—
I won't have an answer now "—as ghe
again attempts an indignant rejection of
her suitor—*you go home and speak to
your mother about it. Tell her my of-
fer in full--you to be my wife and have
the best of everything, and get some
flesh on your bones and color into your
cheeks, I hope ; she, to live with us;
no more work for either of you beyond
keoping my house and overseeing it ;
the boy to have two years' schooling
away from home—at the same school I
sent Tolver to—and, after that, to come
home and be tmined for a thorough
farmer and be given a good start.”

« Mr, Gerard—-"

- “Now, there’s an answer to those
prayers of yours, You want to save
youx brother—thot will be the making
of him, You are worrying sbout your

l

ey

t-of the land. Plenty of cream and
w:laid eggs and port wine would soon
ki dhother woman of her—not to
ale of yonrselt”

arbfol—Eve “knows it—in thus
eizing the wants of her family
Bwn.power to relieve them; but
0" éxagperation i what he
woald probably save her
- the woud

T
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horribly unnatural to marry the father
ut the man she loves! Could any one
ush it of her save that cold, selfish,
ibiufl fuced man who is thus using ber
jueed a8 bis opportunity first 1 omno
{way then 1n another? Yes she kuows
there is one other who would ask 1t of hier
"~ - ber mother, her childish Iittle mother
who, with that carivns want of ballanst

in her disposition, has ever been unable
to understand the sacredness of an at.
tuchment. She has encournged Fveas
cogugement to Tolver Gierard because
it seemed a step forward on the road to
good fortune, and has more than onee
spoken as o matter of eourse of her yav.
ing him up should snv one more el
gible or less trammelled by the wislies «f
a parent appear on the scens.  Eve had
given 1t up at last, contenting bherself
with the cousciousness of the perfect
trust between herself and Tolver. Aud
How ——

“Ob, I can’t--1 can't!” she cries onut,
unable to atand agasinst thesudden ru-h
of Jdesolution and imisery that assuls her
beart

“fio home, there'sa goni girl,  the
farmer exhorts ber soothingly, aud h-.
ten to what your mother says.  She ll
hnow best ™

~Oh, don't ask me, Mr Gerard
ask me!’

Very well, I'll take buck wuut I've
saupd, 1f vou decide 1t o, There sliall
be un ol of it nobody need be o
wiser  ated things cau taketherr vours.,
I vou choose 1t.”

But that last clause contuins u men.
asee that Fve dares not disiepnrd, readdy

Jdon't

suy toe giance the girl cast rouna oer,
an though looking for help ; and so
nhe s left defenveless.  But she need
pot heve feared.  The farmer attempts
no  eundearments, or even  gallunt
speeches.  He says, somcwhat awk-
wardly, trying to look as if he took a
yarticular interest in the stock and
gilbtowers that erowd ove aunother ov
elther side of the prim little path —

“Perhaps vouthink it hard of me—
peihaps you wouder at me  that I'll
stand in my sou's place, but old mean
have their feelings and fancies as well us
young ones and I'm not an old wan
eather.

| seareely know what 1T think aboat
antiiny vet, " she rephes, after a pause.
* But youdo not stand 1 vour son's
I'lace Mr Gerard.  No oue could ever
do that "

She 14 angry with herswlf the nect
moment for her speech.  [tis of no use
to vex awl defs hip, if sheis gomng to
acerpt bis favors and suve her dear ones
through bim. It 1s  yes, it 1s even un-
grateful, though she findw it hard to al.
low that. Bince she has sccepted Lim,
she at least owes him civility ‘The
farmer never has occasion to compinn
after that  He does not complain now,
L tulies the sunb very good humoe 1y,
though he s hardly the mwan to staud
wuch of that kind of thng

Well, good night, my lans,” Le suvs,
Lindhy euough, when they  reach too
st holds ont bis Toand

C ot
Fve wens sthat he has no mtention of

abi Lo sentinental aned s relpeved
ool mighit, she retarns, res oo

her ~lender

thoph she muy  be to despise thoe
jrower that coustralus her.

Well, how 1 1t to be 2?7 The ll"l'll
valee Lreaks 1o upou ber paiutal we.
sorption of ¢ oarnt i tanes of cheor
ful euconia + wo Wt Come, Youre g

senmible girs suall I eome up to your
mother's this afternoon, and besr what
you both think aboutit thes ¥’

“Come, 1f you like.” she answers
slowly, after a long psuse, “but but
youu must not understand that to mean:
that [ bave consented - !

“No, no! Bless your Leart, don't
look hke that '

‘L enu't thhok now- and I dars not
refuse without thinking wud [ dont
feol asif I coull ever cousent.  So -
Bo ="

“You'll feel hetter when vou've had
it all out with your mother There,
rin home, and T be up this afteina o
SBhuke handa, won't vou ¥ I can teldl
yuu, that pretty face of yours

But Fye s goue before he can tinish
s comphmwent  Hecould Lardly Liave
taken more certain means of Jdrving
ber awuy.  He stands looking after Lier
for awlile 10 balf-amused perpievity,
and at last gets on to Lis bLiorse and
trots comfortably bome, while Fyve flices
up ull and down Lall, never stoppings
or slackeming until she reaches the
rose covered cottugze, 1in the porch of
which she parted with T'olver but ves.
terday. 1o that httle lovers
winen was to have been delighitfony
made up to-day at ther mectiong in the
cupsa,

coolti g

Chapter 111

“1 shall endeavor to do my auty to-.
ward vou 1o every respect, Mr tGieard, !
but | can say no more.” |

Thus spoke live, standmg up pale
but proud 1o the httlecottage parlor be-
fore the sunburned yeowan, winle inttha .
Luckground  hovers her mother 10
mingled agitation and Jdehght The
sucritice s been made, the victim
Lhus been ocoaxed and caressed and!
kissed and harned into acguiescencae, !
anl the date of the execution Las even
been mooted ; but she winced 80 at the
bare mention of it that the subject was
left for the present Perbaps they |
were afraid of drving ber to despera.’
tion the farmer, at any rate, Mis,
Tinrkeld can see nothing but good for-
tune 1n the whole affuir

~Iime enough yet, my lass.”™ Mr,
(lerurd answers KEve now *1 shall,
uever ask too much of you "

*No, that I'm sure you won't,” puts
in the widow, nodding her head sayga-
ciously at him. < Eve s not of an un-
grateful dispusition, Mr. Gerand, only
she's a lListle put about just now "—
another nod, significant this time.
* When she has had time to look round
her, she will be the firt to appreciate
your kindness.”

But is it kindness - pity for theirmis-
fortunes —or is 1t obstinate opposition
to his son at any cost ? kveis colleeted
enough to ponder this as she stands
with clasped hands and bent lhead,
wutle the farmer and her mother ex-
change ideas and compliments ; Mrs.
Thirkeld proving a much more appre-
cative recipient of the latter than Live,

Sam is presently brought in for in-
spection, Mrs. Thirkeld baving first
duly instructed him in the new ar-
rangements, in mysterious whispers in
the kitchen ; and the farmer pronounces
him a *fine fellow, likely to do them
all oredit in a few years,” while Sam,
the memory fresh in his mind of the
great glossy-coated cart-horse lying in
the road in its death-struggle, stares in
dumb dismay, and canhardly answer the
questions that are put to him, Bat,
when the farmer asks him if he thinks
he could take care of himself among the
boys of his ewn age and size at a large
boarding-school, he has a very emphatio
r ply ready ; and Farmer (erard looks
ai ms square chin and broed knuckles
and laughs, quite like a proud father,
s he remarks that there will be no fear
for him-—he'll carry all before him.

The farmer stays to tea. The widow
would fain have her daughter sit with
him while she gets it ready, with sur.
roptitious help from Sam, in the kit-
chen ; but Eve will not be ruledinthis,
She mskes her mother sit down, and
prepares the menl herself, thankful for
her escape.

After the early ton, Farmer Gerard
takes his leave, not being able to spare
sy moré time from his hay-harvest.
He I:Ska Eve to, walk down to the gate
with-hi

4 Was quite struck with vour pretty face,

‘ed, Evie? What a brave girl you were

; and she con nob refuse this v
Vion the hesb apd plenty

tingers o lus powe ol
B rasp [t brosd duyhight with oo
song of lirds and the buzz of nsects

andimnumerableso - inds of Dfesall wlwegt
thiem She need not have fearsd

He jasokn ut her for a tmoment seer.
1L s af Le wersabont to say soweti g
tother, but prerlaps the vaprression of
Ler fuce Dincourages him or his own
rough tact whiaspers to i to let well
slove, for e slowly releases her Land,
touchss Lin hat, fasliion ww!
tahes Lus departure without another

connlry

wonl.

Five returming to the house 18 met on
the thie<holl ll_‘ her mother

Oh o Faies oy cdbahng, how happy
Youbave made ns” You have saved us
ull' Fhosas comfort mdead  balmoe to
thie Lo dng heat s bt M, Thirkeld
Roes ot Atd «iclh w tine, bandsome
anas hers oo Ttwn’t as if there
wold beansy 0y anplensant to pat up
with Hetl make s busband to be
prod of!

Fye pute awuy her caressing arms

and walhs juto the hittle parlor, whose
wiialuw looks away from the glowing
west Itwa httle dinon there alreads,
uti | if bier miother does follow her n,
shie will not sese her face so well  Mps.
Thukeld follows her as o matter of

Contre,

Just faney vou and me up at Fair-
fle 1 Evie andd dear Sam at school, and
evensthing just aswe would have cliosen
it we could '

I bops you will be very happy,
mother, ™

“lndeed I shall be, when I see you a
looking s httle brightor over it' |
Liope you're not fretting over Tolver,
Fove  He'll be angry at first, no donbt;
but young men soon get over things,
audd e wall understand "

“We won't talk about that, mother
Of course, I shull ovplain to lm, [
owe lnm 8o muech ”

Couldn't you write® suggests the
wilow, 10 some apparent anxiety to
prevent a meeting

“Peiliaps; I shail res,”

*Its a mercy you favorad me and not
vour father, or this would never have
Lhuppened,” the widow goes on.  He

Evie, and your way of speaking; le
was telling me so while you were got-
ting tea ready. He hardly knew von
by sight bofure until you stood there an
the road and begged him to wait for
the money.  Oh, weren't vou frighten-

to doit!”

“Mother, don't let us talk about it!
1 hate myself for duing 1t; but I was
desperate—1I could see no way out of it
-—and I little thought what it would
lead to!™”

No, indeed, Evie! And you need
not feel humiliated; he did not seem to
look at it in that light at all. I think
Le rather liked you the better for com-
ing to him to plead for your poor
mother and brother. And -—oh, my
dear, perhaps you'll think me greedy—
I don’t mean it so—Dbut 1t will be nice
to have cream in one's tea again, and —
and other little things that we have had
to dowithout lately!”

The little widow is not without a
spark of heroism; she will not count up
thieir privations before her daughter,
who has struggled the hardest of all of
them. Eve's heart grows warm again.
It lay like a stone within her breast
while her mother prattled of Tolver's
probable feelings, and the farmer’s good
looks, and her own attractions, which
brought this npon her head. But the
last speech brings back to her bewil-
dered mind the cause of her sacrifice—
s mother's need and weakness—surely a
most sacred obligation and incentive for
any self-denial !

She turns round and puts her arms
tenderly about the little figure, protec-
tor-wise.

~«Mother, I do believe you often
haven't had enough toeat. You've pre-
tended, so that Sam and I might have
more,”

The tears begin to run down Mrs,
Thirkeld's cheeks, Eve, with eyes
opened wider, than wusual by the
farmer's warning, remembers that her
mother never used to ory so easily when
first their troubles came, and sees in it
o sign of growing weakness.

«Well, and if I have, so have you,
Eviel Many a time I've seen you wait
till Sam had finished, and, if he didn't
take the last pisce of bread-and-butter,
you would have it then, if you couldn’t
make me have it; and, if he took it,
ou wonld get up and clear away, look-
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faw 1t many a time-
do”

Nothing, dear mother,
and 1t’s all over now

But will she ever nse from the boun-
teous table at Fairtleld as <he has done
from  their plain cottage fare, when,
with hunger but half satistied, she went
out of the door and into the sunshine
to meet her voung lover and forget all
want and sorrow in the clasp of s
arms and the touch of his Lips? Itis
over now  The wilow’s prattle, as de-
lighted as that of a cluld telhng & new
tale, breaks 10 upon her sorrowful mus-
1ngs.

“You don't know it all vet, Evie, un-
less he found time to tell you as v
went down to the gate; and I don’t sree
how he could, I'm sure! Besides, Le
wouldn't speak to youabout such things
st all; he has very nice feelings."”
*What do you mean. mother? Whae
are you talking about?” ‘
“Of course he hopes it won't be very
long befure we go there to live, only he -
wouldn’t say any more about it to-day; -
and I wish you had not seeumed so un-
wilhng, my dear child, after he had
shown himself so generous. Meanwhile
there are preparations to make—your
things to get ready and a few for me,
too, for I haven't a dress (that the s.r-'
vants at Fairfleld wouldn'tturn up their !
noses at; and he says we are to take our !
capital —the $2,500, you know—and use ]
it for our expenses and draw on him if
it isn’t enough. He says Sam shall be
no loser by 1t.”

“But a tenth part of it will bs more
than encugh for all such wants,” Eve
breaks in in some intolerance of the
farmer’'s magnanimity.

**Of course, dear, of course; you need
not look 8o scornful. Of course, I
shouldn't think of drawing on him.
But he meant no harm; he was thinking
of the housshold expenses as well. For
be says we must not go on like this; he
wants to gee us looking better before the
~-the wedding”—with another glance
into the now half-averted face. <He
wants us to have everything comfortable
and I should like to, dear Eve, now we
are no longer compelled to deprive our-
selves of everything. The money will
last any reasonable time, and I suppose
you won’t keep him waiting very long.”

“Very well, mother, dear; we will be
«comfortable’ as you say,” Eve assents,
after a long pause full of painful
thought. It won't cost—I shall not
want meny things; [ am not fond of
dress.”

“But I am, then,” declares the wid-
ow, withs pretty little show of girlish
vanity; “and I shall see that you have
some pretty things. Of course, Isha'n't
leavée” off my mourning”—darting o

15t what cotlia s

of course;

face above her own, i ghsll wants

ing a8 cheerful as though ;oil:, h%;ihfe«}
Gt ' =

0,
. 3‘44}‘.

-

new black dregs P or
AR e 0% foToher mpnas

e

glance of inquiry at the unresponsive|

suddenly subdued after tuat glance —
*but you must have a good many,
things. We mustn't seem to slighta
rich man like Farmer (ierard. ™

“*Ok, be won't know whether I have,
two dresses or twenty!" Eve assures her
mother with small conmderation for
him.

““Men know when their wives look
nice, my dear, and when they don't,
though they may not be able to tell
what they have on. Your poor father
used to say to me, ‘Lulu T

But the entry of Sam diverts Mrs.,
Thirkeld's thoughts and flow of conver-|
sation. Eve escapes to her own room,
leaving her to coo over her boy and his
suddenly-brightened prospects.

Y -

Chapter IV,

“Why didn’t you meet me yesterday,
Eve, a8 you promised? 1 waited an
hour and a half at Crab-Tree Corner.”

Another long glorious June day has
flown by; the sun has sunk behind the
hills, and twilight is darkening the hol-
lows as young Tolver Gerard mests Eve
Thirkeld in the summer lane between
banks of odorous hawthorn and pink-
tipped wild apple-blossom.

“I could not,” Eve tells him; «I—I
was prevented. I—I thought perhaps
yoeu would come up later on. I looked
out of my window for a long time."

I did think of it; but—well, I sup-
pose I was a little surly since saying
‘Good-bye’ that morning.so Ifound a
good excuse in the hay; and really,
we’'ve been hard at it—there’s such a
heavy orop, and every sign that the
weather will change soon. But I sup-
pose I could have come up after nine
o'clock, as I have done to-night, in re-
ply to your note. You are a darling,
Eve, to give way first and send to me;
but I couldn’t have held out; I must
bave come up to night, with your note
or without it. I can't live without you,
Eve!”

“Oh, hush, Tolver; don't say that!”

“Not say it? Why, I should think it
is what you would have me say and feel
too if you love me as you have told me
you dol”

His arm steals about her waist. She| ;

does moi put it away; it will drop soon
enough of its own accord. She looks
up into his face, quite distinet in the
June twilight.

“Dear Toiver!” The words escaped
her, yearningly, despairingly, before
she bethinks herself to restrain them.

“What do you say it like that for?”
he demands, with half-laughing but
very deep tenderness, and presses his
lips to hers.

“Don’t kiss me, Tolver! Yom will
never wantito do so again: after I have
told you something.”

““Then I had better do it first and
hear afterwards,” he responds,

-

trear Folver no 1 mustat let you!
Oh. Lolver, Tum 80 sorry to make you
miserable to mght!  You ean't be more
tserable than i am, though!

You don't mean 1t serniously, Eve 27
Hotikesshightalarw, looking anxiously
wate hier fuce. - What 14 the matter?”

Yoour father has said nothing to
Vil I

*No—nothing. Thenit's about that
aflur > Oh, now you're not going to be
sy about that, darling! Directly I

. gt your note, of course I concluded

you were going to be sensible -- that
your mother had brought you round,
und that there was to be no more bother
about that wretched money.” -

“Oh, Tolver, it's far worse than that!™
She has succeeded in rousing his ap-
prehension at last ; he even pales a lit-
tle ot her emphatioc words.

“Ewve you make me fear I don't know
what ! And yet what should I fear as
long as I have you and my two hands
tn“\ﬁ‘};z’;t‘{:iaﬂfofvex? ; you and I must

art !’
P She breathes out the words with his
arms about her, his lips fresh lifted
from hers,

“Eve, vou don’t mean it! But his
manner is changed, cheerfully incredu-
lous though he strives to appear.
“You're brooding over that wretched
ides of yours that it's yoar duty to give
me up, when Itell you I can't live at
all without you!” .

“Dear Tolver, I oan’t bear to tell
you ! she falters. Yoo must learn to
live without me, and I—I must live
without you! Oh, it is hard to tell
you! I wish—I wish your father had
—and yet—no—1I could not bear that i”

« Eve, vhat on earth is the matter ?
Don’t keep mein this suspense if you
care anything about me ; I could stand
anything better than that!”

“I can't marry you, Tolver, now or
ever! Ihavegot to marry some one
elss!I” Now that she has reached the
point she is suddenly calm.

“Whois that ?” He evidently scorns
to credit such a tale, for he only clasps
her more tightly.

« Your father 1"

«“My father "

His arm drops, asshe foretold to her
self, not quickly, in anger or disgust,
but alavly, as though those two words
had taken awsy all his strength. He
gazes ab her helplessly for » while. She
turns away her face and clenghes her
hands. Oh, bow desolate she feals al-
ready !

“ father!” he says again.

(To be ceativued.)
OUR CITY COLLECTOR,

Mr. C. A. Hudon is making his
annual call on Rochester subseribers.
Beprepared to pay him,
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