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*and your voici) as soft as any mothor's: but-arc. yen able
for tho svork, do you tbink?" I

tg b ave considercd overything,"1 answered Lydia, tgand 1
amn preparcd to on'dule wvhatever may bu disagrecable in my
task, or rathor, 1 should say, in my profession. This I know:
it is a noble work and wvell wortjiy of ilho best laborers."'

For a while longer the two girls talkcd on the subjeot,
Judy gradually becoming infected with Lydia's enthusiasi,
tili she began to view this particular brandli of woman's work
in an ontirely new and( favorable light.

It -wat3 %vhile they were thus conversing that a quick bark
fromn Tmap, an angry and altogether aggressive bark which
iwas presentlyfollowed by one of undoubted joy and welcorne,
arreste(t the attention of the two girls. Lydia was the firît
to discever the cause of Trap's agitation; sho startod aîid
then looked, witlî a humorouè twinklo in ber briglit brova
eyes, at hier companton

"lWlien do you expeet Mr. Littleworth, Judy ?Il she in-
qufired, naively.

"Not tili the end of tho montlî. Why-"l Sho perceived
the expression of Lydia!s, face, and lier, own flushod and paled
as she stood up and looked around with a soft, expectant
ligit, in lier blue eyos. .

"iJack 1"I she exclaimod, making «~ stop forward, and thon
stopped, confuse(' and tremblîng; whule Littleworth, wio liad
caught sight ofl'er, advanced with rapid strides, bis band-
so'nio, sun-burat face all aglow with e4ior love.

Now Lydia, Jike ail non-sentimeontal people, had an extra-
ordinary horror of a scelne, bo lt a love scelle or any other,
and as she àsat there on the mossy log in fulil viewv of the
meeting between the lovers, she deoeutly wished that tlie
earth w'oild suddenly open and onguli bier, log and ail. As
it wvas, shec conceivod a suddon intorestin Trap, who was por-
forrning sorne idiotie anties witli a large atone; and hoe evi-
dently appreciated the close attention she gave to, him, for hoe
workcd hirnself into sucb a transport et deliglit, tliat tho
anxious gravity of Miss Grahiam's countenance relaxed in a
broad anîie.IBut she noed not bave dreaded a scone between...tho loy-
ers. Their greeting to one anothor x'as porfectly cemposed
and altogether devuid of sentiment; except such as is con-i
veyed frorn oye to oye, or in a close, long pressure of the
hands. Most readers of these lines1lwill understand theso.
seret signa perfectly, the writer bîasn4il oubt. Lydia dre,w a
breath of relitf when, as sho express.ý4 it- it Nvas ail over,1"
and Mr. Littleworth advanced to- shako, -bauds wvith ber, ré-
-nark ing that lie was pleased to se biýâooking s0 well.

"I xnay returu the corxplirentÈ,,ýor y0u arc looking
extremely well, Mr. Lîttleworth. Ysii ot, Judy ? ' she
asked, with tbat niiscbievoust.ýwirnkle pilber oye again.

Judv amswered "tyes,1" audraised hereyos for a moment to
muoet his gaze fiked full upon lier façq; wih crimsoned as
sic turned awvay with a wildly býeath il heart, and seatod
hersoif beside Lydia. But that decidéd young person. was
net disposed for the part o1t "Gooseiborry," and rising, de-
clared that sho must hasten horne or sý±e would surely bie late
for tea, and laugbingly setting aside'ýJudith's eager protosts
bade tbern good afternoon, and left thèm.

tg 1 almo3t tilink we bail botter bie going, too,'" said Judith,
nervonsly, haif rising as she spoke, but Jack laid bis band on
her arrn, and gently detained bier.

ci It is really net very late, Judy- Give me at least hlf-
an belli, won't you ? Corne, lot us sit down on the dear old
moEsy log." Ho drew ber down beside hirn, and presentlyi iviti bis amui around hier waist hoe bent bis bond and kissed
lier trombling lips.

"tDo you love me, Judy ?"l hoe whispered, and she anawered
softly, ccYes.'l

Se, like Lydia, reader, lot you and me leave them te, the
enjoyment of what Miss Bradden cails &&the sweet inanities
of love."

THE END.

:Dox2t waste lifo in doulits and fears; spend yourself on the
wvork now before you, woll assured that the right performance
of this hour's duties will be the beet prepamatien for the heurs
,f agestliatfollow it.--Èmerson.

A Juzt Ordeal
Twaa te- muet stich di(flcitltica as this that Tontines-'

~ Bothor! I
I wroe the first sittýng at my desk, and said the last

aloud, impationtly-well, tiue, ,ingriiy-for Mattie liad
bouinced inte the toom, mun to the back of rny chair, and
clapped lier hands over my oyes, exclaming:

"iOh, Dick, what, a shamo!1 and yon proniised te corne up
and dress."

ccI de ivsli you would net ho se, childisli 1 Il r cried,
snatching away hier bauds. i, There's a blet you've made on
My manuscript."1

IlDon't be se cross, sir!"I she said, lanighing, as slie gave a
waltz around the room, making hier protty silk dress wvhi.ik
every one of the chairs, whichi she morrily picked up, <ad
thon comirîg te my wvriting table, she toolt a rose ont of a
basket 0f flowera, and began te arrange it in bier chair.

Iarn net cross," i said, cold ly, 1 but eng-aged in a seriotus
work of a mercantile aud monetary nature. Yen seoin te
tiink mon ongit always to ho buitterfies."

ilNo, 1 don't," she cried.
"iThere, will that do? I
Sho held ber band on eue aide for me- te, se tho cyuauiy

rose nestling in hiem crisp, dank unir; but after a glance :it it,
I lot qiy eyes fall upon my djesk, and ivent on wviting my
pamphlet. I-saw tint aie wns looking wistfiully at me, buit 1

paid ne ieed, and thon she carne and rested lier bauds tupon
rny shoulder.

"Are yen cross with me, Dick ? "Ilse said softly.
"Cross, ne!" I jemked eut itupationtly. ilOnly I tho-oîght

I lhîad marriod a wernan, and she lias turned eut tieocid.
Tiore was silence thon, for a few minutes, only broken by the
scratcbing 0f a pon. The littie bands twitcbed a little as thcy
lay upon my sieulder, and 1 very nearly wroto down instcad
of the calcitions-"t Richard Marlow, bow cau yen ho sncb.
a disgracefnl ivretci?"l But- 'of course I did net write it--
only thonght-and thon 1 felt wonclerfuhlly dispesed te turn
round, snntci the littie graceful figuire te rny breast, and
kiss away the tears wbici. I knew were gathering in ber cyes.

Somelioýv or othor, tbougPi, I did net d3 it-only wont on
glumly xriting-for 1 was cross, worried or aunoyed. 1 lîad
set myself a task that necessiùfed constant nppieation, and< I
'vaq net getting ou as 1 could wish ; se, luke many more wvoak-
minded individuais of the maie sex, instead of asking for the
comforts and advice of my çwlfe, I visited rny disappointment
upon the first weak ebjert at.)âand, and that object was the
lady ln. qestion. ,

tgPloase, I'ick, dear, do*!,,Po angry witi me. I canIt help,
feeling very young and gisffib, thougli I arn -our wife. I <le
try, oh!1 se liard, te o wom4l$-Y,, ritit 1ick, dear, 1 arn onl1y
eighteen aüd n-halfL"

ccThirteen and a-haîf, I-:shoLld sny,»' I said scemnfully, juat
as if sorno sour spiîrit were urging me on te sny bitingz, sar-
castic things that I knew weuld hurt the poor girl; bat for
the Mie of me I could net holp it.

There was ne anawer-only n little sigh-aud the bands
were withdrnwn.

I went on writing-mubbish that I knewv I should have te,
cancel.

ciHad yen net botte.- get-reacly, Dick ?"I said Mattie, softly.
Yen said yen weuldi corne when i 'vent up stairs, and thre
Wilson's won't like it if youare late."1

"9Hang tie Wilsons 1Il 1~ growled.
There was anotier panse, filled up by the scratch of eue of

the noisicat pens 1 ever used; aud another littie sigh.
Mattie was standing close-bahind me, but 1 did net ledi

around, and at at she glided gently te n chair and- sat down.
ccWhat are ye.u geing te do?" I. asked rougily.
itQniy te wnit for yen, Piec, dear,"l she repiied.
"cYen need net wait. Go on, 1 siau't cerne. Say V've a

headache-sny anything."
"P ick are you unwell ? 1" she said, tendenly, as sIc

came behind mne encemore; and: roated her littbehand on my
shoulder

"gYes-.no-. Pray don't bether. Go on. Perliapa 1!11
cerne and feteli yen."1
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