
Master of fis Fate. *19

Ilouseliold had gone to sleep. "iTo rnorrow morning, wet or fine,
I shlah go and tell father every thing. There is one comfort
about hbim; hoe always knows wTbat to do, and lie is flot afraid' to,
do it."

The next morning was bright and lovel y, witli just a suspicion
,of frost in the air. Edithi had partially recovered hier mental
strength and tone; and lier rich and careful toilet wvas in sympa-
thyv with the mood of self- assertion whichi had followed lier col-
lapse of the previous day.

MWhlen she 4,rived at Bevin Halil it was about noon. A few
mlinutes after Edith's arrivai, lie camne in dusty and liungry, and
in one of bis crossest rnoods.

"Oh," said Edith, rising up impetuousy, "I -am, so glad to see
voU, fte

"lHappen tni is, but, to tell t' truth, l'in none so glad to sec thee
ait this time of t' day. Afv mind is full o' yarns and Israel Sut-
.cliftè. Sutcliffe has been up to nîeanncss, and L'Il bey to teacbi
Ji ini that lionesty is t' best pol icy, even if a man thi-nks of it as low
,down ,as thiat."

" I arn sorry you are busy, for 1 arn in trouble, and 1 counted
on vour lielp."

-Wli, then, folks that count on mc aren't apt to, find nie ivorth
liaught., Wliativer trouble is ta in now ? Joe and thee agrainPl

riather!1 Joe never gave me anv trouble."
"Oh, lie didn't!1 Then I'm fir mistaken. I might hev known,

thioughi, thon would go back on me. Tha«it's wb'at folks get, and
,ceserve to get, wvho meddle with mari and wife. Who's troubling
tlice, then? Perkins, lIl be bound. If it's hiim, he'd better take
carc; I'd like a figlit wi' hin, oncommon wvell."

"l-t is flot Perkins, father. It is the rectores wife, and Lady
Wilson, and Lady Charlton, and Mrs. Luimley, and iMrs. Penning-
ton-"

IcWill ta bequiet? What arn I to do betwcen thee and a lot o'
-%omien? I know a deal better than to toueli a job o' that kind'»

"lBut vou must make thern behave themnsel-ves, father."
Theni Ainos Iaughled with a heartincss that finally made both

Marthia and Edith join hirn. "i Mak' t' rector's wife, and Sir
Thiomazs Wilson's wife, and Major Pennington's -%vife, and Squire
Lîîmilcy's wife behave themselves! Why, rny lass. I niver mani-
aged to mak' my own wife do as 1 wvanted hier te do, and-"

"iThon had better say riothin' about iny sister Ann, Amnos.'
ciAnd hiow does ta think I ean manage other nien's wvives?

Thiet is a bit o' wool above my spinning, Edith, or rnebbe l'd like
to trv it." 

«"l isten, fathier." TIen. she described to him, ,as well as she
-could, the ordeal through whicb she had been made to pas-, on the
previous day; and soon slie saw from. the gathering colour in
his face, and the quick. passionate flashes in bis eyeýs, that hie wvas
catching tire at lier angrer.

Hle wvas eating bis dinner as lie listened, a process usually
thouglit to induce kindly feelinig; but Amos rose from the table


