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'HE LORD LED |t

W le ] ting her
1M hand ¢l

1 ,” let
r and looking her
imms is & man in-
¢ of a woman, but
d T'albot it’s a different
ng—an entirely different thing. There’s
nd Simms knows it.’
an be settled without diffi.
vour father, Rachel, never
‘ Better to lose a debt,”
mee get tangled up with
the rejuinder in the same

QUINCE, AND H(
I

id not say it, but her features
that she was thinking that if her
1 been a little more careful to
gather in his dues, the struggle for her t
would have been

eV ere

In the pause grandmamma put on her

and the contents half wast pectacles and reached out her hand for her
Why 1 that is Q knitting
Rty Hiagg e I by |..'»« .y % Who's the other from 1 she asked as she
ventured at lerly woman, in a voice lipped a needle into the sheath that was
lenoted habitual good- fastened to her dress
Of e, mothe I take } “ It's from Hetty—little Hetty. Her
art,” was the petulant rej ' mother don’t send letters 1 Zm\lwux\ since
Meanwh tachel infastened | HeW ig enough to write
the buckle, t e browne. well 17 continued grandmamma,
1 1l ov f bright All well ; yes,” answered Rachel as she
t ed the floor to the|turned t the open letter and read it aloud
Didn't say anyth out coming !
d Betty | most | #aid grandmamma, still knitting., * 1'd Tike
boot I ) to see Hetty, aud I've been looking a little
e for her to come before winter,” lapsing in-
kely t ¢ the click of her needle
| ' o two women to talk over
pantry aid " o
The elder an sti to his own room under
=g g gt an see ; |
ghts we ng t uid as the lad
s cl ful, Racl 1 alrs, "
r chair neare ) get out hi
AT vw \ ming, and he
elieve 't
tep wa
wung a
vl white shelf
v , for as 1
i ) L ! n. st 1 reached uned comy
head 1 Al he n Ve way the word
nd the f e | ra . Uy
fire Land f
You ha 'tk rl Waitin t ry it had ly
Grandmamma Eva 1 v there v
N 1 It - 1 A
t's neare wis heavy \ | 1 y 1 k v
e tin w ur I v
et . 8 f
1 nid ) 1
g Clo ths tadtats N vas a smarter man than Peter
aud | va f I il I 1
i s nat'ral for him to d
I'he sharp-fa nan re-entered the i win vaghed one ‘
m M t Aave | 1 \ h ma added
“What kept 1 1 ' she aske ar I ul of , he ran througl
Irawing a chair to the tal ad opening | €veryibing—lostit, It just Kkilled his wif
the letters witl e and made a beggar of his boy Wonder if
“They kept _ Evans 1s to adopt him 7 Heard she
and at the post.of t for was t
mail to be distrl * A poor stock to tie to ;” and there fol-
“Well, there” 1 milk any | 1owed a laugh almost that froze the heart of
time y W ATe W A chip of the oldblock.  Assoon
you'd better tak and dry gets old enough he'll go like all of

'em. 1don’t want anybody 'round with a

1d, and, as lik not, quinsy, if 1 can remember right, Quince is more
i . : : : 5 ther than he 1s like his father
Rachel Eva n spite of her sharp ways was athoroughly good woman ; the boy
was a kind-hearted woman. She had kn Ape. - :
Quince mother, and she really ked 1 followed the words that had rung in

Quince ; but habit had given her a sharp way ear with bitter meaning : * Upon

f speaking. A pattern of neatn and en unto the third and fourth gene
given to hospitality er door was alway ~

open to the suffering ; and whese Quince The grocery-clerk was tying up the last
father died, a victim to strong drink, 1| of his parcels. Quince gathered them into
his gentle mother nf rh his r strap and fast the buckle
band to the grave ken the boy to | seeurely ; then he swung the bundle to his
live with her, and hac L well-intentioned | shoulder and turned quickly from the door
kindness cared for hit 1 lothes were  His first th it was of the graveyard : hi
clean and whole, and his thin white face was | mother wa I hen he was heart
scanned closely and tical disg broken, it wi pla v him to go to
made out every day s the wion to | Lying at his length with his face pressed te
the cold, y the green earth, he found comfort,  Did she

Without remark grandmamma w into| know that he was trying, 1 that he re

her own room and brought out a pair of | Wembered his promise y she did know

faded red slippers and set them down by iti Dbe never for a moment doubted that
Quince’s chair. The latter drew off his) God knew, for God knew everything ; and
boots and carefully placed them on the i mother was with God
bricks beyond the carpet. Then he went| The at round moon was sailing slowly
into the pantry for his bowl of bread and through the heavens ; the silver radiance of
milk, and was eating it while Rachel ran|the stars made a bright path across the well
over the contents of her letters and then read scrubbed floor.  Quinee leaned over the case-
them aloud to her mother ment and gazed up at the distant world—
“Just like Josiah !  He saysthe note will | homes of the angels, who used to live on|
be due in six weeke, lacking a day, and he| earth—and, gazing at the brightest, he ques-
coneiders it will be paid without further tioned if it was in reality one of the nmn)[

o fing; he is paler than usual and there’s

_ — (
LKLY MESSENGER
1 The dark eyes were full of tears|swered Quince. “ Perhaps 1 will be before

pale cheeks were wet.  He covered | night ; then 'l go to the basket,
face with his hands aud cried out for the| “I used to have days and days when I
mother whose presence had always been a|couldn’t cat before I came to Scarborough.”
comfort to him.  How could he live without | Hugh was picking up the same thread.
her!  Gradually his thoughts grew clearer. | Quince trembled still more, * My father
He knew that his mother would never come | got into trouble in some way—I never
back to him, but he would go to her. He|quite knew how. It wasn’ his fault, it was
must fulfil the promise he made to her never | said ; but the guilty parties got away, and
to touch a drop of liqguor. He knew that | there was no one else to fasten it upon ; and
it was true that strong drink had killed his| they made it out a crime, and he had to go
father—knew that he would have been alto prison. It killed him, and it killed
rich man but for it. A fine estate had gone | mother and broke us all up. Now, don’t
down his throat, together with a grand old | you suppose I'd do what he did just to
house.  His mother had told him this, and ! 2Mlige his friends ! He never thought of
together they had stood shivering in the|doing anything wrong, but it was made to
treet looking at it. He remembered how appear wrong, and his name was there
his mother threw her arms around his neck | Knowing all that we suffered, you'd better
1 wept and prayed that the love of strong | believe I'd be cautious ; none of my friends
ink might never be his would get me to do the same, I've just
* Promise me, my boy, never to touch it.” |made up my mind to that. I'll sign a
He had promised her, and he would keep | paper for nobody. But no ; they flung it
that promise. But could he, if— at me right and left. I could not stand it
“Quince, are you at the window? What|—no, indeed !” and the next moment he
in the world are youdoing ! You will catch | was working away at the log as if in defi-
vour death-cold.” ance of the feeling that was wrging him on.
It was Rachel with a candle in her hand Quince longed to know precisely what
He had forgotten that his door was open. | had taken place, but he would not ask.
At length, and seemingly worn out with
the intensity of hiseffort, Hugh said
“It was the best thing, and I've not been
The next morning there was no_allusion | $017Y for't : I just giveupand come away.
ths faten f Quince's retiring the night | They don’t know me here, and I don't in-
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HUGH MERCER AND QUINCE

previous went through with his d tend that they evei shall know anythiog

as usual hen starte a|bad of me. My father wasu’t a bad man ;

1« usual, then started out to join a i R I [ shall
hboring lad in cutting and drawing (D¢ W ‘;""‘i""‘llu'x" tis no sign im
. Ilachel Evans was ¢ fared be,” with a little uncouscious triumph in

nis voice,
Quinee did not feel that he could bear
any more in this vein. Unasked, Hugh

| manager

18 a
ways had plenty of
ud, eut and split and corded up

I'rue, it was early in the

if Quince went to school—and :“‘1 made him a confi “‘”-”"‘”l\ he was sorry
she inteuded to have him go—she naust be-| {07 By 108 uuch M e 'iw own
ginto get work under way, so that he|trouble anc strengthened the meshes of a

would not be hindered in his studies certain fatalism that already threatened
“1 don't think the boy is well this moru- |l Of one thing he was sure, however

1 1| Hugh did not look contemptuously upou

s troubled Jook in his eyes, What you | im because his father had been a hard

\ppose it is, Rachel 1” asked grandmamma drinker. Possibly he did not know it ; *nd
W she stood  in the door and looked after | if e did vot, then it was not such a matter

v of discussion in the village, after all, and

he was unduly troubled

Up too late last night, mother, Besides,
» rowing fast ; I don’t suppose he can b Night came, and with it the young woo
PV StTOY was the reply men sought their respective homes,
| hope v load and u “Ihope wecan go to school together
! heavy work for him at any | this winter,” Hugh said. Then, with a
u and lay especiall continued | Warmth that quite 1 Quinee, “ [ kuow
namma. I'll like you, and we 1 together, Of
He di t say he f { he had|course, 'm ler and | er, but it stands
lai I wouldn hiw go,” | W reason yon kn » much more in
Racl ked books than 1 d ¢, 1've never had
Wel vell, we can’t | it now ;"and & chance
nothe it and busied ! “1f 1 go this winter, I’'m to begin Latin,”
elfl with I tock basket.  Quince | said Quince ; but his voice did not indicate
nay n warm ) ¥ ertainty,
must be long I'his would be her work ; ‘I'mto try forit, 1've never been t
Lie Id not bear to see the pale, pinched school regular, but I mean to learn,” was

face without doing all she could to make it | said, res 1y
Leerful t the crossing Hugh tossed off a quick
Hugh Mercer, the neighbor with whom | “Good-night, Quinee;” and the latter,
Quince was to work, was several years the | sending it back, scampered down the road
Jlder of the two—a stout, museular youth|in the direction of his home with Rachel
with some knowledge of life and with a| Evans, Ounce he |-".'“‘l' asif to take coun-
laudable ambition to profit by his experi sel with himself. The graveyard was in
ence. Like Quince, he was thinking of go-|sight; he longed to go there for just one
ing to school during the coming winter, look. But no; it was sundown.
and this anticipation rendered easier the would be waiting, and her gentle 1
work that he now had to do. would lead Rachel to question. He would
Hugh had not always lived in Scar- |finish all that he had to do, and then re-
borough, and during the day he had many [turn. With this consideration he grew
|uestions to ask concerning the people he calm, and even Ah--:‘rhll.
had met, and had in return—unconsciously,  Grandmamma Evans was standing near
no doubt—alluded to many lhlu,:dhn[un}_\- the open shed as Quince came down the
deepened the perplexity in which Quince | path with his milk-pail on his arm. .
found himself. “ Betty has been calling for you,” she
“Beats all how some folks do,” Hugh said, pleasantly
said as he seated himself on a log and began| “1 knew she would be waiting,
to unpack his lunch-basket. “ Some folks | reply
never forget if any of your relations get| “Have you had a good day?” asked
into trouble ; and they’ll besure to fling it|grandmamina, in the same even tone,
No matter what it isand how| “Hugh knows more about woodcutting
t came about, it follows of course that you |than I do. Idon’t think I cut as much as
are to do it,and your children are to do it, | he did,” showering the milk into his pail
aud no end toit. Now, with me, I would | with renewed energy.
think that any wron e by one’s father| “Ishould hopenot. Hugh is older and
would be enough to keep his children from |stronger than you ave, Quince. Fisher
doing the same thing, wouldn’t you?”’|likes him ever so much, I hear,and he’s
handing the ba-ket to Quince, : right smart in his books too,” continued
'he latter felt a chokirg sensation in his |grandmamma.
throat ; he would gladly have run away for| There was no reply. Betty looked her
a good ery.  Of course, Hugh had heard all |thanks with her great brown eyes, aud once
about bis father, and knew of the impres- | more the brimming pail of milk was swung
sion in everybody’s mind that he must of |to the broad shelf in the dairy.
0 the same path, | Rachel had been to the village, and was
persisted Hugh, as|now coming up the garden-path.
the basket was returned without being es.| *“You needn’t go the office,” she said to
sentially lightened. Don't like it 7 If you |Quince. “I stopped there; nothing buta
don’t eat, you can’t work,” laughing. paper.” J
“1'm uot hungry, for some reason,” nn-l 'he latter was almost sorry. Not that he
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