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near the table knitling. *I do wish Jabez wouldn't speak
that way!”

Aunt Mary, a visitor from the West, pushed her chair with
an impatient movement further from the fire, frowning a
little; but Bertha, Farmer Maoy’s only daughter,n girl of
sizteen, looked from her father to Rohert, her checks scarlet,
her eyes full of tears. i

a1 didn't say I would flog you!” said the farmer harshly,
T gaid you deserved to be flogged for your carclessness, and
go you do. Iver since that money was left to you, you've
seemed to want to go your own way.”

“[ will go my own way, too!” muttered the boy between
his tecth. Bertha’s quick ear caught the words, and she
ventured to speak.

“Father, Robert didn’t lock the barn, because John told
him not to, till he came home.”

“0Oh, John told him not to, did he? How lony since John
took it upon himself to issue his orders? T think X am the
one to be obeyed on these premises,” was the quick rejoinder,
and then the girl was silenced. *I suppose John told him not
to put up the rails, also?” the farmer added, as if unwilling
to end the controversy.

“John said nothing to me about that; I simply forgot it,”
said ltobert, sullenly.

“Of course you forgotit! Youwre always forgetting! If
rubber could be tied on to your memory to stretch it a little,
it would Le better for you, I don’t forget; if 1did, 1 wonder
where you would be?”

Aunt Mary looked at her brother over her spectacies, Her
usunlly mild face quivered with excitement.

“Brother!"” she said, in a tone of dismay.

“0f course you'd take sides against me! -The hoy has al-
ways been excused. His mother made a fool of him, and his
sisterditto. By and by, 1 shan't be allowed to speak in my
own house.”

Robert threw down the book which he had taken up again
with an angry gesture, and stalked out of the room. He was
a tall, good-looking hoy of eighteen, large of his age, and
clumsy in his movements. The farmer mode as if he would
call him back, but settled himself in his chair again, and
frowned.

“The fact is, since his uncle left him that five thousand dol-
lars,” said Farmer Macy, “‘the boy hasn't been worth his salt
tome!”

*“Oh father, you—"

‘“Silence!” said the old man, testily. “I tell you he is doing
nothing but longing for the time when he is twenty-one, and
can put his hands on that money. Castle-building and read-
ing, that's what he gives his time to, and me slaving like a
dog!”

“It’s & great pity,” said Aunt Mary, and she spoke in her
slow, sweet way, so that one could hardly imagine theve was
the least toueh of sarcasmy in what she said, ‘‘that George
didn't leave the money to you!”

“Eh, you think so, do you?" said the fanmuer, his heavy
features lighting up. *“Look what I could ha’ done with five
thousand dollars—and the place needing improvement so
much! Yes, even one thousand would set me up! Andto
think of all that money lying idle, for Robert to come into,
and spend as he pleases. He'll go off as soon as he gets it.”

“That depends upon how you treat him, my son,” said
Grandma Macy, looking up and resting her needles,

“Treat him!” said the farmer looking forward, glaring at
them all. “Don’t I give himn a roof and clothes and food?
Would you have me knuckle to the boy, to my own son, be-
cause he is coming into possession of a little paltry money?
A pretty father I should be!”

Grandma Macy’s needles clicked on, and Aunt Mary looked
thoughtfully at the fire. The old-fashioned clock that had
ticked in its ancient corner for over seventy years struck nine,

Berthe had slipped out of the room, gone through the kit-
chen, and up the back stairs. The wind was rising, and the
rain, which had just begun to fall, drove heavily against the
window-panes on the upper landing. The girl moved swiftly
down the narrow passage in the dark, toward a door at the
further end, through the keyhole of which there came a faint
light. Here she stopped and tried the latch of the door. It
did not let her in.

*Robert!” she cried. *‘Robert!”

““What is it, Bertha? Ican't come down again, and—I'd
rather be nlone.”

“But 1 want tospeak toyoun. O Robert, won’tyonlet mein?”

“It's no use; I won't come down.”

“No, you needn’t ; nobody has sent for you.
wanted to see you!”

“Well, here I am,” and the door opened, suddenly, so that
the girl who was leaning against it almost fell into the room.
She recovered herself, however, and stood there looking at
her brother with pitiful eyes.

“Twish I knew what to do,” she snid, and ended with a
lIong-drawn sigh,

I-~I just

“J know what to do!” was the boy's rejoinder, and he set
his mouth sternly, so that there was in his facoa curious
resemblance to the old man down stairs.

“You won't do anything wrong, Robert, I know you won’t!”
she eaid, clasping her hands. “I'm surc father meang to do
everything for the best. Try not to mind!”

“I do try, I have tried, but it's no use. Think I can't sce?
Father is mad because that money is coming to me, instead of
him. I wish Uncle Georze had never left it to me; I could
have got along without it. It only makes me wretched all
the time, the way father ireats me, and I'm tived of it.”

“But, dear Robert, every one sees—I mean,” she added,
checking herself—**you have grandma and me, who love you
dearly! Don't that make up to you for these little orosses?
Father, though he is so rough, loves you very dearly; heis
proud of you, but something has made him irritable of late,
and—"

“Yes, ever since Uncle George died and left me that
money,” said Robert.

“And you know he has been making improvements on the
farm. Perhaps he has got into deht.”

“Well, that's not my fault,” said Robert. ‘I believe in my
soul you wish that money had gone to him or you.”

“0 Robert!”

“Forgive me, Bertha! I know how girls feel about such
things, and it's only natural that you should want to help
father; but I tell you candidly, if I had the money to-morrow,
I wouldn’t lay out a cent on this miserable old place. I hate
it, and T'm tired of being treated like a child of five year's
old! All my faults and errors talked over, no matter who is
by! I'm not going to stand it any longer. If he can't be
reasonable, he must get some one elso besides me to vent his
spite on.”

“0 Robert, what are you saying?” )

“Just what I mean. 1won't stand it! It's bad enough to
be cooped up in this old country place, and then to be tyran.
nized over from morning till night! What good does it do?
1 can’t touch the money till I'm of age, even if I felt like giv-
ing it all to him.”

“If you won’t mind it, dear, I'll do everything I can to make
you happy.”

“You're awfully kind, Bertha, and you do all you can now,
but don’t you suppose I see how uncomfortable he makes you
all feel on my account? Come, you're shivering with the cold.
Take my candle and go to bed; I've got another, and we'll
talk it all over some other time.”

Reluctantly Bertha obeyed, waiting only to kiss her brother
good-night. When she reached her room she blew out the
candle, folded a wrapper about her, and sat down in the little
gplint rocker, to think.

She felt as keenly as Robert did, her father's injustice, but
what could she do? She had no mother to go to, and her
grandmother was too loyal to her son to blame him in words,
She could not talk to her father: he would have turned upon
her as he had before, with the bitter taunt that she encour-
aged her brother in his idleness, and excused all his short-
comings,

The elock struck eleven and found herstill sitting up, trying
to solve this problem, how to keep her brother from any rash
act that he would regret in after life. Straining her ears to
listen, she thought she heard the creaking of a door.

1t rained hard now. She could sec the tops of the trees
moving in the wind, dark as it was.

A sudden terror seized her. That certainly was not the rain
nor the wind, but the familiar clank of the heavy chain against
the front door. She ran to her brother's room, her heart
heating heavily, called him, but no answer came. Groping
herway to the bed, she felt overit, Robert was not there—
the bed had not been touched.

She could have sereamed from tervor, but she had learned,
long before this, to master her impulses, and she crept down
stairs, to find the front door unfastened. Unheeding rain and
wind, she ran out in the darkness to the gate, which was also
unfastened. Watch, the dog, was gone—he must have fol-
lowed his young master.

Asloudly as ehe dared, she called her brother's name, and
then, sure that he wag by this time out of hesring, she ren
back to the house, found a shawl in the hali-closet, and left
the house, shutting the door behind her, softly.

The next train was due at half-past eleven o’clock.

Robert must be waiting at the little station in the woods,
half a mile away. The rain beat heavily, the wind blew so
fiercely that she caught her breath with difficulty. . . The
path was hard to keep. Occasionally she staggered in among
the thick bushes on either side the narrow foot-way, and once
something bounded across the road, but before she could give
way to fright, she felt the cold nose of Waich against her hand,

0 Watch, where is Robert? Carry me to him!” ghe cried,
somewhat reassured now that she had a protector. Presently
she stumbled against the platform of the little station, that
rose like o huge, Llack shadow before her.

“Tobert! Robert! It is I, Bertha; are you hete? O Rober,
dow’t leave me!” -

“ Are you erazy, Bertha? and such » thing as this! Yo
will get your death—how dared you coiile thicugh they
woods?"

4] eame ated you. Robiert, you niust go back—you must!
1t's awtully selfish in you to run off, and father will be broken.
hearted if you do. Can’t you bear as much as I can? and)
only a girl! See, I amm wet through and through, and coly
and frightened, but I won't mind it if you'll only come home,
If you go, I'll stay out in the storm all night. Howcan I g
back and tell them you stole out of the house like o thict, g
midnight? Tf you must go, Robert, go in the face of the dy
and of everybody. It would kill me to hear people say you
had run away. O Robert, think, it will be disgrace for all o Ji
us—shanie, misery and disgrace.” :

“YItell you I can't bear it!” he said, ond stamped on th
looze boards of the platform. “I might as well go now u
any time,”

‘No, not now, for my sake—wait at lenst till—till I {alk t
father. What would mother say, Robert? If she sees us now"
—she broke down utterly, sobbing as her heart would break

“Come on—I'l go back,” said Robert, sullenly. “‘Iers,
Watch!" the dog came bounding to his side. ‘“Stop crying,
Bertha—poor little thing, how you shiver! There! there!
he said, softening, as he put his arm about her, “we'll go e
the rum, to keep you from getting cold—but, mind, I don
promise P'll stay—only 1 won't go this time.”

It was a week after Robert’s attempt o leave home, and
Bertha was very sick. The fright and exposuve of that ter. |
rihle night had brought on a fever,

“I can’t think how the child took such a cold,” said Aunt
ilary, as she cante into the living-room one morning. *“Fronji
the day she had that miscrable chill she has been growing[§
steadily worse. I'm worried about her, and so is the doctor,
The poor child in her delirium imagines Robert is going
away.”

Grandma Macy let her knitting fall initn her lap, folded he '
hands and looked sorrowfully into the fire, ’

“It's two years this month since her mother died,” she said
softly. ‘‘Where's Robert?”

“Up stairs, with her—you can hardly get him out of the g
room. The boy i3 very fond of her. It is for her sake, I fancy,
that he didn't leave home months ago.” Aunt Mary littl[§8
knew how nearly she had hit the truth.

Day after day dragged on and the fever did its work
Robert hardly gave himself time to eat, so anxious was hets
be by his sister’s bedside. He grew haggard, waiching night i
and day—reproaching himself constantly.

“You'll stay now, won't you, Robert?” she said, feebly, om
day. “You won't leave the old home—you won’t leave father

alone? Father will be different when I—am gone.” :

“When you arc gone— O Bertha!” said the boy, brokenly,
“Do as 1 did, when you begged me down there in the ol
depot, stay for my sake.”

“If 1 could, dear—but if isn’t ag I say—and—I want you to
promise me never to leave poor father—and when the money
comes—help him all you can, will you?"

“Tll do everything you ask me,” sobbed the boy. “I)
give him all the money. I don’t want it—without you.”

“ Don't you think,” said Grandmna Macy, very softly, to Aunt
Mary, one day, “that there's a great change come over Jahez!
He hasn’t spoken a cross word to Robert since our little girl &8
came down stairs, And the boy seems like another person-
as willing and chipper about his work as can be.”

And Robert was saying to Berths, who sat, white as a lily,
in her little splint rocker, by the window:

«] don't care how hard I work now, and I've told father b
shall have enough of my money to make all the improvements
he wants to. 1 shall never make a farmer, he sees that nov, ik
but 'l find something move to my liking. I have been iditJ
and careless, and probably the money did have something to
do with it, but I've changed all that.

“T made up my mind to it when I thought we were going to|J§
lose you. O Bertha, if you had died I should never have for
given myself !"—Youth’s Companion.

Music.

As promised our readers at the beginning of thef®
year, we herewith publish a piece of music—sf
beautiful little organ voluntary, and will in »
future issue print still another, provided our resd-§
ers manifest a sufficient interest in the present
selection to warrant us in going to the expense offf§
publishing a second vne. The Voluntary hassiE
charming melody, very sweet and pretty, for si
parlor organ ; or a piano either, for that matter.

If themelody be taken up by a violin as a solo
with the organ or piano as an accompaniment, it
will be especially pleasing.

If you enjoy this musical selection, you will cor-
for a favor by writing us and telling us so, and
will also encourage us to further effort in this line.




