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_ is kinder thanshe deserves ; ““but I must

| yourself.”

. .to oakoh 8 glimpse of the bearer of
v, the mysterious basket.
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¢ ] Chapter VAL

There comes a respite for Eve—not
fllness for herself, as she has been balf
expacting, but for another. The week
sfter her meeting in the lane with Tol-
ver, Sam, who was ailing for some days
before, falls ill of malignant scarlet
fover; and on_the twenty-second of
3u1y, which day was to have seen Evea
bride, he Hes in extremity. There are
#everal moxe cases now in the neighbor-
hood, all of the same viraleat nature.
The cottage on the hillside is almont
fleserted when the news is known, fur
the people are Hecoming terrified at the
ravages made by the destroyer, which

» has carried off several victims since the
little daughter of the town-clerk fell a
first prey to it.

Farmer Gerard fears nothing; but if
he comes to the cottage he cannot at-
tend to his business, on nccount of the
danger of spreading the infection
amongst his men and their families, so
he stuys away, very unwillingly. suod
contents himself with sending them a
good nurse from the hospital in the
town. No gift could be more welcome
than the services of the strong skiiled
woman to relieve the two watchers, al-
most worn out with what they have al-
ready gone through. Everything looks
brighter from the day she came, for a
while. The boy wants for nothing that
love or money can procure.

Mr. (ierard sends daily every deli-
cacy that his land affords, and many
snother that he gets from the town;
end besides these other baskets arrived
mysteriously from time to time, a low
knock at the door intimating a caller,
but, when the door is opened, no ouo
is there—only a basket stands en the
steps, with po name or address, and
within are found bot-house fruit and
flowers, and other luxuries to tempt
8 sick appetite or relieve a weary frame.
Mrs. ThLirkeld pretesds to think that
these anonymous gifts come from somo
rioh person in the neighborhood who
has heard of their troubles and pities
snd wishes to help ; and all the while
she knows tinat they are from no one
but Tolver Gerard.

Notwithstanding all the attentions
lavished upon him, the patient mukes
but little headway against the disease,
It seems to have a fast hold of him ; at
nights he is violently delirious, and it
takes all the strength of Eve and the
nurse together at such times to kecp
him from doing himself an injury ; all
the day he tossesa and moans in psin
and weariness. He rarely secems to
know them, and seldom speaks except
when the delirinm is on him. Mrs
Thirkeld bears up well and takes her
share of the pursing bravely, to Evo's
fear, for she thinks that her mother is
doing too much, and will take the fover
in consequence ; and thus her anxieties
are doubled.

Beveral times the farmer steals up to
the cottage after dark, when no ome is
abroad to see him and to fancy him a
aort of infection afterwards, and Eve or
Mrs. Thirkeld speaks to him from an
upper window.  They will not open
the door to him, the dootor having de-
clared it a particunlarly contagious spe-
cies of fever, and impressed upon them
the importance of complete isolation ;
so it is in vain that Farmer Gerard
stoutly protests against the restriction.
The second of these stolen visits is made
on the twenty-second day of the
month.

“Deo_ you remember what to.day is,
my dear, or was to have been ! ho in-
quires of Eve at her bed-room window,
having apprised her of his arrival by a
gentle knook st the door, agreed wupon
beforehand.

Eve tolls him soberly that she does.'
She is very quiet and sad. She longed
for something to intervenc between her
fate, and something has intervemod ;
and & new fear and sorrow hang over
her life. !

« Ah, well,” sighs the farmer, * weocan
never tell one day what may happexn the
next ! And how’s the poor -little chap
do-night "

“ No better,” she answers.
if anything.”

*Poor boy, poor boy ! You must be
.all broken up! Now, if you were to
let me in to sit up with him just foruue
night, I'd have & bath and ochange il
my clothes before I went near a soul in
the mdrning.™

«“You are very kind,” she almost sobs,
feeling sorrowfully and passionately that
she has blamed bim too much, that he

“Worse,

not—I:dare not. You might take it

«“0Oh, m not afraid—it's those that
are afraid that take it!”

Bhe will not ba parsuaded, however,
and the farmer has to go away at last,
grumbling and pitying and sympathiz.

itig wll in the sswe sentence.

“He's the best friend we've got I~ the
widow declares emphatically, when Eve
tells her of his anxiety to help them.

“He is o .wery good friend,” Eve is

+ Yain to admit:

The next morning, when a 16w signal
at the door apprises them of an arrival
which they have learned to expect,
Eve runs quickly to answer it, hoping

] / , The baskse! is
stapding-on the step with its wonted
‘ ' having come there of its own
bt somsbody is beside if to-day

egséﬂ in fresh mowxning, vith
plagsant dsce and kind brown
ve knows her slightly. She is
v - oldest 'ﬂﬁ?bter. Liottie
86 isistei was dnd of the fixsi to

i\t

‘T'he guri emiles 86 she apeaks, out tne

down at her mourning dress,

~Your sister—is she—— Nobody
told us,” she finishes, reading her
ansver o the face belore her.

“No? [daresay those whom you see
woull not tell you bad news just now:
you huve enough trouble of your own.”

S e T T o i
' ‘HB SUH B eoars sudderily ill her eyes. Eve looks
, 2

“When was 1t?”" ingniredt Eve, her
own eves brimaming in sy nputhy.

~Ruturday week. HShe was buried on
Mouday; the doctor mlvised it. Hinee
tiren all our time haw been occupird
with Molly; but shae bus tuhen the tuin
8t Just, and you see you need not be
sirmd to let mein.” -

Eve draws ber in us she spesks, and
into the little parlor; stad there the two
girls mingle their tewrn. They bLave
hardly exchannged half a dozew senten.
ce~ up to now, but mut usl grief brings
them together at once and makes them
frionds.

“Mother sent me,” Lottie says pres-
ently, wheu sbe is onlmmer again; - ~he
says we who bave the fever onght to
belp one another all we can, if onlv to
avoll calliug in the assastance of thoro
wlo have not got it  How is your
brother?”

Iive tells her sorrowfually that there i
no mmprovement; and thev compare
potey together of the prrogress of tha
diwv e in their faxuiles, aud Eve con.
tille~ to her her feur of hor mother’s
tuhiog it

“And what about yeurself?” inguiies
Miss Hill

<Uli. I don”t mind sbont myself! [
don’t suppuse anything will happeu to
e

raottie Hill opens her eyes u DLittl. ¢

Foos tone. Noboddy i the peyl

b ol noagines but that Foe as graonae ]
o the gool miateh sbhe - ot tooa.
Those who wereew or o voseslutaytlinne of
Tolver's fre piant Joniseys up to the

oottage on the nll ade put 1t down as
8 mere thirtation, apd assume, as a niut-
ter of coure, that she must peeds paa.
fer the molil advantages of a wnrriago
with his well todo father. What ver.
s1on bas reachred M B Fove cannaot
tell, but she sees baor look of surpuisu
and chinnges hertone

“Those who are not frichtened nre
pot su apt to take it, [thiuk " sheu 1 ls
+Not that motheris friglatened I don't
mean that ; she thinks of vothing but
Sam - but the anxiety snd the watchiug
are weskening for her”

* I had 1t sore yearsagro,” Lottie t 114
her: “thereis nodrnger for me You
must let me take m v turn at sittiug up;
I have had a grest deal of experience uf
late.”

*The very resson for your needing
rest now —not more sitting up,” Eve
BayS.

Nhe remains firm on that point, Je-
spite Miss Hall's persuasion ; but «he
takes her upstars tu soe the patinut,
et her request, since the doctor guve
her leave to cume. Lottic says so lit-
tle after they hive come out of the
room again that Eve guesses she thinks
the worst.

- What does he seem Hke to you ?”
she whispers, as they descend the nar-
row flight of stairs.

*¢Like any other scatlot-fever patient,
dear.”

Eve feels the cvasionin the reply

¢« Like your sister,” she says fearfully
——¢‘the —the one that died ?"

]t must ran a certain ocourse In
every one, you know. It is the sarme
kind as Hers; but then so was Molly’s,
and Molly is getting on now.”

She has brought a jug of some deli-
oate preparation of milk tbat her sister
con take when every thinge else fails.

“But there is something better than
that waiting for you there, 1f [ dont
mistake,” she says asthe front dodr is
opened and the basket standing there
still is disolosed.

«Oh, I forgot it !" says Eve, going
out and bringingit in. -+ Miss Hill, do
you know—did you see the personewho
brought this P

She tries to speak indifferently, but
the color rushes up all over her face.

+It was standing here alone when [
came,” Loottie snswers. “I knooked,
and you opened the door and found me
and it together.”

“Then it was your knock I heard ? I
thought 1t was the knook that always
comes when this basket is left. Tho—
they must have knocked before, and
we failed to hearit.””

The two girls part warmly, Lottie
promising to call again.

*Mother will come when she can
leave Molly,” she says, "but that won't
be just yet ; she is s0 very weak.”

About half-past eight that evening,
just as it was beginning to get dusk,!
Eve, released from thesick-room for a
space, is standing at her bed-room win. |
dow, looking wistfully scxross at the en-
trance to the long green lane down
which ahe went her last walk with Tol.!
ver not so many nights since, when she
sees two heads—human heads—ons
with a tweed capon and the other in|
something black—appesr above s gap
in the line of high green hedge. The
cap is Tolver's—she knows it well even'
in the dusk—and she has a shrewd
guess at 'what face is to be seen under
the other head-gear. She waits and
watches with quickened pulses. They|
have disappeared in & moment; but
soon afterwards Lottie Hill emerges’
from the lane malne and comes over to
the cottage.

Eve goes down to the door with sen-
sations cariously mingle@. Their con.
fhsion is not lessned vhen time passes’

§
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kindness of her face :

No doubt Tolver was lingering in the v ‘u® WIAO® 884 RET QRURMST ufe

lane only on the chance of a glimpse of left 10 be all in all to each other:

herself, or of some stray news of them ;
but be would not be by any means the
first who went ip search of onme thing
and found another. Yet can she be
cruel enough not to wish him to be
somforted ? On the other hand. the

Chapter VIII.

The harvest is over, November windg
are whistling through the bure fislds,
and Eve's wedding has not been »pua. n
of again.

She little thonght what o}

ldramug him by that love to love lier

verv idea is ubsurd when she comas t¢
consider that Tolver is almost broken-
hearted for her sake.
Lottie come by the lane ? The roalis
by far the most direct way {»m the
mill to the cottage Shie must have

lane. Her silence about it may bLe
caused by the knowledge of some pre-
vious love affair between Tolver and
Eve; hut vet nobody can think it was
anything serious suce she is now en-
gaged to his father. ‘'hat silence might

sciousness of a feehiny towards Tolver
warwer than her feelings towards or.
dinary persons.

| Once bhaving tortured herself into
this conoclusion, KEve is restlessly
! wretched. 8he had troubisenough be-
fore, with her own loveless marriage
coming fast upon her delayed only Ly
the danger of one of the two dear ones
for whom she has struguied and sacri-
ficenl  herself —without the miserable
pangs of jealonsy being added to 1t
Suel shameful pangs, too ! She oupght
to be thauvkful at the possible pros.
pect of ‘Tolver's being Huslly consoled ;
Lut, argue with herself as she will. the
cthouglht of another loving bim  of

a, un 1s gall and woriawood to hier

‘1 bey have a very trying time with
their charge, but sull at wtervals,
Eve's errunt thoughts fly away from the
stek room and the fl .shed tossing fuce
;- .n the pillows to a8 green summer
lane and a young man lyiug on the
grouml with bis face hilden among the
jong inss, and then seturn to busy
theselves with the round pleacant
fuce vpposite to her, withats kind soft
oves amnd wistful look of recent grief,
Lottie proves herseif a capital nurse ;
snd the boy, now the fever 18 running
high, knows no difference between ber
sl Eve

The next night the nurse tukes ler
turn ; the might after. Lottie sud ke
huve arranged to shate another vigil
Lottie 18 to come at xundown as before.
Towards that timme Fye s at bher wandow

Jooking over the lane, eatelung the
fuding hght on sowe mending She 18
pot watching, she sauys to berself oh,

no ! She must get the piece of daruing
fluished, and 1t 18 highter up-stairs

Presently, past the gap 1n the tall
hedge, the two heads are seen agmin —
the one 1o tweed, the other, lower down,
w black, Two minutes more, and a
Llack robed form s visibile at the top of
the lane, o hand from which isextended

~it 15 to be supposed  to meet avother
baud that does not appear  Evideutly
Tolver 18 not afraid of catching the fe-
ver Eve descends to the door, her
heart beating painfully  Liottie auters,
with her affectionate kiss and instant in-
quiry after Sam. She says nothing
about her friend in the lane, with the
tweed cap; but when the lamp 18
lighted, and they mit down to supper to-
gether before gomng unp-stairs for the
myht, Eve sees that Lottie's face 1s un-
duly flushed. When Sam’'s symptoms
bave been disonssed. and the dootor’'s
last report has been repeated, Kve says
catelessly :

“I'hat must have been you I saw 1n
the road just before I came down to
open the door to you  But then you
were speaaking to somebhody else. ™

“Oh, ye8 " Lottie blushes ail over
her round face, and Kve crimsons too,
not in sympathy, but in sudden sharp
anger and pain.  “l was speakingto -
You would never guess who 1t was that
I wns speaking to, Eve ”

~Shouldn't I?"-—indifferently,

~It was Tolver (ferard I1—-I met
him. He was very anxious to know
how your little brother was getting on ;
bat I think it was very imprudent of
him to speak to me, coming, as I do,
straight from a bouse full of infeotion.
Mr. Gerard stays away, we all know,
with the best of motives, and themn his
son rans the risk of undoing it all by
stopping me to ask after youn !"

ut she does not show any great dis-
pleasure at Tolver's rebellion against
the quarantine, and Eve knows now
that she must come that way on pur-
pose to meet him. She thinks that
Lottie Hill must be somewhat selfish.
There are plenty of ways of avoiding
him, if she wished it; and she ought to
be anxious to avoid any nninfected per-
son, not to mention the man she can
blush for as she blushed for Tolver
QGerard just now, But selfishness seems
to have no abiding-place in that kind
fresh face-—only sweet girlish wisdom
looks out of the brown eyes; there is
only tender thoughtfulness in the set of
the round firm lips. Eve defers form-
ing her opinion.

She has little more opportunity of
concerning herself with Tolver and her
new friend. Before they have - been
with Sam two hours they are obliged to
call the nurse up to him, and for the
rest of the night they all three have
their hands full with him. Mrs. Thir-
keld has fallen asleep, unconscious of
what is passing; but when, towards
dawn, Sam becomes calm and seems to
slumber, the nurse says that his mother
had better be called. They know then
twhat is coming, and that the shadow of
death is over the house. Eve calls her
very gently, striving to hide the truth

8till, why did,

hud some reason f r coming by the

be caused by something else.—a con. '

on and Lottie says not one word of her until the boy’s face shall tell it her.
compsnion in her walk there. 8he has' But she seems to guess at once. They
come to stay the night, whether they have never ecalled her up before, and
are willing or not, and is very anxious' perhaps that in itself is enongh.” She
to sit up aione, that they may all have' does not ery, but hurries on a few
a good rest for once; but Eve shares things in silence, her pale face, worn
the watch with her, the nurse h‘“’“‘&, with watching and anxiety, all quiver-
had the chisf of it for the past two ing They go into the room together,
pights, Sam 3s very ill ; his mohherl and together stand at his bedside whila

can htm.ily be persnnfled to lie down! the fluttering breath comes fainter and
for awhile and lewe him to the others.| fainter. Ha opens his eyes at last.

Eve hates h?rsel! for thinking of'any “Mother!"—+Here, my darling—I am
ything but bim at suchatime;! peres”
yupht will somebimes flit across; But they never know whether he

Ami she Wﬁmm*"."?’ﬂﬂd‘m. hoard and recognized her. The next
. tmmumqm ead moment he is

z&‘

o

oy
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is gone, with herdly a sigh;

lom-thene respite hers was to be, and
at whnt cost! The cottuge is so quiet
withont the beisterous bhoy-voice and
boy ways breaking in upon the feminine
order, there seems nothing to de, noth-
ing to hive for  Nobady wants piles of
bread nnd butter cut to natisfy » raven-
on- appetite; nobody suggests, half
convingly, gooseberry jam for tea; no.
body wants a torn jacket mended, ora
cut bundaged. It is in the common
" things of every-day life that they miss
tLeir lost one so sadly.

Mrs Thirkeld did not take the fever,
but shie piued and fretted so that Eve
feared the worst at one time.  There
t wa~ one remedy, and Eve applied it

thereby placing herself entirely at Mr.
Gernrd's merecy.  The doctor said that
change of air and »cene was the only
tling for ber, and Fve used money
recklesaly from their dwindling store to
suve her mother's life. , She took her
to the seaside -not tu the place where
they were to have gone all together,
with Fve as brnde, but farther nporth,
to a rongh sea and & bLracing chimate -~
where uo wad or bitter memories linked

? .
so why shouid he taink 1t strange 1t sne
can hardly restrain her tears ?

“Very well,” he answers. *“You and
your mother come to spend Christnas
at Fairfield—shall that Ye a settled
thing ? --and we will fix the Jday smong
us then.”

Shke acquiesces, and they go Lome to.

gether. As they pass the mill, they
see Lottie Hill standing in the yarl in
earnest conversation with » wan, who
stands with a gun under vue arm and
the other Lhand thrust i the pocket of
his rough shooting-coat.  His back is
to thew, but there 1s no wistahing him.
It is Tolver Gerard.

The Jdays pass on quietly from No-
vember into December. There are not
many preparations to muke--they were
nearly all made early in the sumer.

Eve seldomn gues to the unll. They
often ask her, but she hav a secret
dresd of meeting Tolver there. Bhe

puys her rure visits at hours when she
huows he 18 likely to be occupied on
the farm, and gets Lottie to eome of-
tener to the cottage instead. Whenshe
comes one day in December with an 1n-
vitatiou from her mither for Mrs. Thir-
keld and Eve to spend (hristmas with
them, Eve tells her of their pre-engage-
ment, and also of what is to be decided
upon on that day.

~Do you think it very soon ?”" ehe in-
quires of her friend, with thate wistful
look from out large dark-nuged eyes

themselves with every apot.  Mr. Ge-
rurd offered the use of his «-heque-buuk
freely . but Eve preferred not to touch l
lar mouey until they sbould have pone .
of thewr own.  That tune must comwe,
she knows | there 1v nothing else to!
look to now that they have used their |
httle capital, even if she would have’
druwn back from the compact now that
t ere was no Jonger Saw’s future to
Iive for snd save for | but, while they X
are ulove, they will be independeat

T'wo of the Hills join them 1o the re- |
trear Mrs Hill and Molly, the con-,
valescent, a pale, thin, overgrown grl !
of sinteen Lottie does not come, she !
cani not be spared from home during
her mother’s absence , and sumetimes
Eve will wonder wistfully 1f she is very
uften with Tolver.  There v no vne to
wateh them now if they choose to walk
1o the lane, no longer green, and talk,
ostenstbly, porbaps, of common friends
and local events.

Whatever Lottie may bhecome to Tol
ver 1o the future, she must wlways re
man Fves friend  The ties of grat
tude. and affection, aunt mutual grief
formed dunug that sad time four months
agzo are too strong  for  jealousy to
bieak . rather do they overpower jeal.
ousy  Fve 18 learming s lesson that
meast iud bard  to rejoiee 1n the pros.
pect of renewed hatspinens for the best.
loved] one, even though it comethrough
another  And., 1f at heeps her very
paie and wistful vy ed. what wonder ?
The soul geuverally prows at the ex-
penss of the body  Aud she loves Lot.
tiae Hill—she can say 1t with all ber
hieart

Furmer Gierard drove Eve and her
tother to the station and saw them off
ou thair Journey, bidding Eve furewell
with another of lus blufl fatherly kisses
upon her cheek. He meets them on
thetr roturn aud greets her 1n hike man-
pner He 18 kinder than ever and much
quieter.  There has been mourning 1n
the villags  many lost their dear ones
that summer with the fever Tryphie
Hill and poor Sam were among the first
victims ;, after that the fever reached
such a beight that people looked round
in terror on one another, wondennog 1f
they should meet agmn after the
greeting at noon or eve It has had
a sohering effect upon most, and those
who are left with their farmly circle un-
broken rejoice temperately, in sym-
pathy for the sorrowing voes all around
them. |

The farmer says nothing about mar-
riage ; but he eomes toses them oftener
than he ever did before, and Eve likes
bim better than she ever did, though
her feelings are in no way altered or
weakened. But she does not forget her
duty to him, and that he has been very
patient and exceedingly kind. She
would like to claim a fuvll year of free- '
dom—she could make the money last so
long, with care; butshe determines, '
with a final wrench from self and its
suggestions, to give nngradgingly if she '
is going to give at all It is not as if
he were a young man, and he has.
waited six months very patiently, heap- '
1ng every kindness on them meanwhile, |
and never saying a word of his own
disappointment, or hinting, now they
are at homev agnin, at fixing another
day. He has been very generous—it
is her turn now.

80 one day when they have been to-
gother to see Bam’s grave, and have
found on it & beautiful cross of white
flowers which the farmes denies all
knowledge of, and which Eve therefore
puts down to the Hills, though a fleet-
ing thought of another possible person
sends the nervous blood to her cheek
for a minute, she tells him frankly that,
if he still wishes it, she will marry him
as soon after Christmas as he likes.

“That's very kind of you, my dear,”
he returns ; “but I don't want you to
go against your feelings. There’s no
burry for a little whils, if—if—you
know what I mean, my dear. I'm anx.
ious to have you settled at Fairfield,
but you musn’t do it just to please me,
80 soon after. FPoor little chap!
He'd have made a first-rate farmer. We
should all have been proud of him
some day.” Hoe stops to mop bis face
with his large handkerchief, though the
weather is quite wintry and he can not
be hot. “When you feel quite right
about that,” be resuies, “you come—
the sooner the better, as far as I'm con-
cerned. But don’t force it onm your-
self,”

“Oh, you are very good !” Eve says
sadly. *You have been so good to us
aslways. But I don’t think I can ever
feol different about—about anything.
And dear Sam-—we shan't forget him
because of the change in onr life ; and
so—whenever you like, Mr. Gerard.”

The farmer was looking at her oddly.
Ho was half erying himgelf just mow,

»

. though she never guesses it.

that gues to more than one heart
s Mothe}*
fe-ein 1t 80 lonely here without Sam I
want to got her away to sumething fresh.
Aud, since 1t 18 tobe

There she breaks off and falls into
nuconscious welancholy reverie, with
beut head catching the wintry sanlight
u~ sl sits 10 the window  Lottie con.
t-mplates her in silence until presently
sl seemns to revive

-» And pow 1 have told vou this, Lot-
tie,” she goes on, ** 1 want something 1n
return. | want the cunfidesce not to
e all on one side. Du you under-
stand ?”

She tries to speak gaily Lottie
blushes to the tips of her ears, and,

toere 18 no love for hun st home.  me
will go away, and she will never sce
him agsin. Her life stretebes before
her, dark, dreary, hopeless.

{To b continued )
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in spite of all ber brave resolves, Fve's
heart sinks at the sighitt She has al-)
most brought herrelf to believe Lhntshe|
15 anxions for Tolver to love this jirl!
and find consolation for his sorrows in'
har love. But, oh, huw hard a thing 1t
18 to look on at ! ‘

“Well, Lottie? she questions pres-
eutly, as the other does uot spenk

I don't quite understand,” Lottie
says then, ramng her head and lovking '
very pretty 1o her confumon. I didn’t
know you knew; I can’t thiuk who has
said anything to you I don't mean,”
she adds hastily, “that Iwus wngious to
keep it from you. I tinnk I have told
you everything, Fve. but tlus, and I
often lonyed to tell you this too, only,
10 the circumstances, and everything
betnyg 80 ubcertaln too Dear Lve, .
you sre not vexed with me, I hope?”

“Yeoxed!” repeats Eve, with u struiued
smile  “0f course not! There nesded
no telling either; I have known it all
along ulmost as well as if you had told
e,

Lottie looks puzzled aguin.

*Some one must have been talking,™
she sava. Was it Molly?”

1 bave seen you with bim,” declares
Eve.

Lottie starts,

“Did you think Tolver and I--—"
Lottie begins to recover herself and to
attempt explanationa. “How could
you, when Well, I see you don't
kuow, after all, and [ have everything
to tell you, it was (hegory Skene [ was
speaking of have you ever heard that
name before?” Fve mutely shakes her
head. 1 couldn’t understand 1t, for
out of vur own family there was no one
to tell you. More than a year ago [
met lum in Manchester, where 1 went
on a visit to sume friends. We—I sup-
pose we fell in love with each other al-
most at first sight; but father wonld
not hear of even an engagement be-
tween us, because he was poor, and his
mother was a widow and he had the
family to keep, so there wasn't much
prospeoct of things improving with him;
but I was willing to wait, and we npei-
ther of us ever meant to have anybody
else. You know, I have money of my
own, if only father would let me have
it; but he was angry, because¢ he-—he
wanted just what you imagined was the
case, Eve''—with a fresh blush, which
aids in opening Eve'seyes to the fallacy
of being guided to any conclusion by
Lottie's continual blushes. “He and
Mr. Gerard had settled it between
themselves, I believe. but neither Tolver
nor I would have anything, to say to it,
You see, I had already met Greg when
that came on the carpet, and Tol-
ver 124

*“He never told me about it,” Eve ob-
serves involuntarily.

Lottie looks at her with a sudden
smile, which fades away at the expres-
sion which orosses the other’s face as
she recollects herself.

+No, dear, there was nothing to tell,”
she says gently. “Tolver and I have
known each other ever since we were
little children together, and we could
never be more than brother and sister ;
it would seem against nature to us. We
used to tell each other everything until
abeat up to that time. Xdidn't tellhim
about Greg then, and he did not tell
me about you until the fever came, and
Sam was ill, and he thought you would
take it, and—and then he told me all
~—~though, of course, I had heard a
good deal before in the way of gossip.
I kept him soquainted with the state
of your health, and about poor little
Sam—and how things wers going on
altogether.” )

Eve sits in silent amazement. Then
those meetings in the lane—that im-
prudence which she so bitterly con-
demned—were all on her own account.

Soon after that Lottie goes and Eve
gits idle, staring into the fire, not
knowing whether she is relieved to find
that, after all, Tolver and Lotiie are
not Jovers, and never will be ; or sorry,
because in that fact she also 'receives
her sentence. Tolver will certainly go
away now, when she is married ; there

i8 nothing to keep hi in Nutfield, since
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