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out over the twilit field, wiLh its flitting
groups of chidren, wvhile lus friend wvaited
paticntly enolugli.

Miss Carroll was standing up in the
midst, straiglit and tali, and tho children
were shimming round lier in long lines likze
fliglits of swallows, singing as they ran-

Rling around (they sang)Wlu rud
How fast the tree grows 1

'I w'as only thinldng,' said Oliver in an
undertone. ' You said just now that one
shouldn't punishi for consequences. But
isni't that how folks get punished ?'

By whom ?2' aslied Mr. Wilmot.
'Well-God 1 A mnan does a tliing al

in a minute, nover thinking, and bas to
suifer for it ail bis 111e after.'

' If the consequences are the punisient
how can it be he]ped 2' answcred tho
curate thoughtfully.

' But he didn't know what 'çould corne of
it,' cried the young fellow, almost as if lie
Nwere ploading for some one. e And God
iiiew, anid didn't stop him.'

' Do you nican any individual case 2 It
is somotimes casier to judge of special cases
than to try to understand the seeming in-
justice of this world's ways as a whole.'

Agaili Oliver was sulent, 'watching the
children's play. A namoe and a story came
very near bis lips, but the habit of bis
'wholo life-time kept them sealed.

'IfToiwfast fli tree grows !'' sang the cl-
dreu. Their long linos were winding them-
selves up flow into a tight knot. Somehow
it seemod to Oliver, watchlng them, that
if lie did not speak before the last ring had
twiued itself in ho could nover speak at ail.
\Vhy could lie not speak out ? Ho liad told
Mr. Wilmot niany things-had been more
coufidential than most lads of bis hiud
%vould have dreamed of being. Was lie
afraid of the answer lie niight receive ?

Ho glanced round. The curate was not
wondering at bis silence; bis attention had
becui called in another directiou-somcbody
Nvas bechoning to him.

' Thce trec is doivi! flic trc i; dozwn!
sbouted the children, jumping up and down,
lockcd in a close embrace.

Tion, witli poals of lauglitor, tlio whole
k-not split up and streamod ovor the fleld,
and Oliver's littie cousins came runuing to
him, potitioning for one more swing.

He drow a long breath as hoe lot them,
lead him away. Was it relief 2 Was it
regret ? Ho could not have told. AnY7
wvay tlie moment had passed and hoe had
not spoken. The thouglit that hail been iii
his niind liad not taken shape iu words, and
s0 could scem unreal stili.

The feast was over, and the ivoary, happy
children straggled homeward on thoîr dif-
feront wvays. Oliver and bis four littie
cousins liad at least a milo-and-a-half to
go, aùd lie hiad made tho distance an ex-
cuse for hurrying them off amongst the
very flrst.

Sileutly lie walked with them up the
darkiening road, liearing as ln a dream tbeir
xnerry ciatter of aIl the afternoon's doings,
nîaking so littie response that presently the
youngest girl, bis pot, began to cry, coin-
plaining that 1 Nolly' was cross, and mnade
ber walh- too fast.

Ho paused at that, with somo compunc-
tion, and took the littie thiug in bis arms
and carried ber ail the wvay borne, but stili
could flnd nothing to say in answor to the
cbildren's confidences, for wondering Nliat
they inigit find wliou they got thero.

Homo was reached at last, the little
browuisli-grey farmbouso standing back
froni the ivinding, lone]y road.

Thoy crossedl the little yard, and stopped
lu .t tbe ever-open kitchen door; and thon
the .chuldreu besitated and drew back shyly,
and Oliver miade a stop or two forwvard,
felng that Nvlat lie baad expected bad
corne to pass, and had talien hlm, by sur-
prise after ail.

The flue was burning brigbtly, fihling the
Wide, 101W rCoom With shifing lightS 911(1
slbadows. On one aide of tho firoplace
Olivor's uncle wvas sitting, bis liands on bis
kunees, and bis sbrewd, weatber-beaten
face bout forward lu an attentive attitude.

Opposite, lounging on the settle, witb an
air ba.lf-weary, lialf-restless, sat the tai
darki man wbom Oliver hiad last seen by
the gate of the Rectory moadow. Ho was
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