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alive with bee, bird and fruity colouring, while the ming-
ling scents itsclover gave filledhis lungs with aromatic
breath. It was good to lie living in such an air, such a
suni, such an earth.

Suddenly a curly brown body shot over the orchard
fence emitting a volley of joyous barks, which broke
Clive's train of tliought. Nero, bis setter, capered in
front of the placid horses and snapped playfully at their
noses. "Ha! there, you rascal, stop that !" Clive called.
"No play now 1 We must work. Get up there 1"

The long lash threatened in the air, and the reaper's
whirr grew sliarply clear again. "Corne on," lie called
to disappointed Nero. "We will get you a cotton-tail
to chase, you restless* creature of dogdurn. Hurrah !"

And true enough-as he cut a wide swath of yellow
stalks, a rabbit, gray-furred, long-eared and white-tufted
on the tail went scampering out to dodge through the
rails. Nero looked at Clive, for he neyer chased fur
without his master's command.

"Go !" Clive cried. Yelping excitedly Nero bounded
away on a long, stern chase, which no one knew better
than bimself would be futile. He ran for the sake of
giving vent te his exuberance of joy whule Clive laughed
at his rftad whirling through clover, golden rod, brake
and grain.

"- hillside's dew pearl'd;
The lark's on the wing;
The snail's on the thorn-

burst a glad 'voice coming down the orchard path. Wîth
a bound Carl leaped the fence as Nero liad done and
fell into place with the shocker, lightening his labour
one haîf.

"You're docked two hours," Clive called back from the
reaper seat. "Have to do better or you can look for
another pob."

S"That'll do," Carl shouted, "or V'il pull you off that seat
and take the lazy job myself."

"HIa Ha Ha 1" came his friend's merry laugli. "Yelp 1
Yelp !" the -setter's bark sounded from the vailey that
bordered the woods. "Sweetest yet 1 Sweetest yet! Oh!l
sweet, sweet -sweeter still, sweeter, sweeter, sweeter-
the bobolink poured his melodious chant in their ears..
The cadence rose higher and higlier buoyed by mingiing
notes of warhle, song-sparrow, oriole and thrush.

"Oh!I what a morning 1" Carl cried; 'ali's right in the
world 1"

CHAPTER XIV.

T T was as Clive Halycon had prophesied. There were
iothers who found their world in jean Tliurstep's eyes,

and Carl's path was not se smooth as lie liad dreamed.
Being of sucli a refined and sensitive nature she treated
all alike. It was said that she neyer offended anyone.
No matter liow unworthy or distasteful to lier, there
was neyer anything in lier manner to speak it. That was
what bothered Carl. No matter in wliose company she
was, she seemed perfectly happy and lie began to f ear
vagueiy that lie had been wrong in thinking favour was
shown te him.

Ail admirers were treated alike. Never was any pre-
ference shown. Only at times Carl thouglit lier eyes
rested on him with a look that was different. Those who
souglit lier company were many in hiumber, but who
should the foremost be but Whitinore-Whitmore of ail
men! Hes lad corne te lis cousins', the Clarkes, and was
as mucli at home in this community as Carl Glover
himself.

So as the. days went on, there were village gatlierings,
cliurch occasions, pic-flics; there were cross-country
ialtitq hoatinng-nartie.q anrliin~ heep andi canes~

"Wliere did Carl go ?" she asked with a srnile that said
she knew already.

":Up to Thurston's," lie answered, smiling at ber in turn.
"He goes often," slie quietly observed. "0f course it's,

jean."
"Yes," -bis mother said earnestly, "I hope she returns.

"So do I. That rascal Whitmore! I feel like breaking
his bones. What right lias he to look at a girl like jean ?"
Clive demanded veliemently. "Slie's worth a tliousand
like him. Some one should cut short the intimacy."

"It is really too, bad," lis mother said. "She is sucli
a fine, fine girl.",

"See here, mother mine," Clive declared witli sudden
determination, "if Whitmore wins ber Pli take upon
myself the duty of showing ber wliat lie really is. He
won't marry lier. No, by the saints, not while I arn'alive!1
Why, I'd throttle hirn, cripple him first. But I? think lier
inner sense will teaci lier which is the true soul. Carl
will win. Mother, do you hear? Something tells me
lie can't lose."

"I pray that lie will. lie is so like my boy," she said,
affectionately smoothing lis ruffled locks. "Clive, if you
had been wild and wayward I would neyer bave lived
after your fatlier's death. But, oh, son, you've been so
dear and true te me." Her voice trernbled and a bot tear
splaslied on Clive's up-turned face.

Quickly lie swung himself up to the arrn of lier chair
and took lier liead to bis breast.

"Mother, mother," lie said softly, "bow could I have
gone astray while you were witli me?

"Boys with the best-mothers on eartli do," she answered,
with soft hands holding bis clieeks.

"Yes," lie admitted, "they sornetimes do. Yet you have
neyer needed te fear."i

"'No, my son, and 1 tliank God and you. Semetimes
I think of themn, frail, gray-haired and anguish-eyed,
praying in their silent rooms for the boy wlio is some-
where, somnewliere-but God knows whcre! I can sec
thern, Clive, praying on into the srnali hours. till they hear
the step on the threshold. I don't know how they bear
il. Boy, my boy, it would have killed me."

"Mother," Clive murmured, kissing lier, "I know. And
you have tasted of sorrew, too."

"Yes, sorrow, Clive, but hoîy sorrow. It is net the
other. You have neyer made me taste that."

"Carl is the same. He would have been a real son to
yotu, mother, perhaps 'better tian L."

"He is a wonderful boy-or man! You are both meni
now, yet I always thînk of you as boys. He deserves
more credit, too, since lie was an orphan at an early age."

"Yes, th'ere is ne one like him. Oh!I I hope jean sees
it. Wliy " lie exclaimed, "your hais is damp, mother, we
mnust go in. I have forgotten and kept you out too long."

"Tpwe," she said. "It is getting quite damp. I liad for-
gotten also. I was se happy with you and with the old
inerories. Sec! my dress is damp, too. The dew is
heavy, but tle moniht lve, isn't il beautiful ?"

"Beautiful," lie said, "but we mustn't enjoy it longer.
Leave it for Carl and jean."

CHAPTER XV.

le love-god beset anid cliaine(
magic rapture and pewer,

'e was to tell jean te plead F,


