
THE FÂMILY CIRCLE.

.A MILKMAN'S BLUNDER,
cc WaIk out to my liouse and bave breakfast witi me soin

'Moraîng."1 Sucb wvas tlio invitation given me one day b1Mr. Robertsoni a gcnial, middle-aged solicitor to ivbom 1 waî
articled, in the tbriving town of Abbeyton.

Now I had only been articled for a few wceks, and what]1
seexi of Mr. Robertson in business made mo ivjsh te knoi
him and bis in their private lite; hence I was mucli delightcc
'te bave tbis opportunity of gratifying iny wish. A few days
aifterwards, wakiug up and finding a gioriotis stimmer sun
Strearning into my reom, I speedily decided tbat tbis was
.just tbe kiud of rnorning on wbicli I shou Id accept tbe invi-
tation to breakfast at Abbey G.rove, and in a few minutes I
'was on my way thither.

Abbey Grove wvas situated about two miles from the
town, and consisted of a suisil cluster of las, built in a
prettiiy sitixated spot, which, generatiens ago, had forrned
part of the grounds ef an oid abbey. Tbe only reomains of
this ancient building, bowever, 'vere a few yards of crumbling
'tvaii, m !th bere and tbere vestiges of what at one tinie biad
been traceried windows; these, with numerous rnounids of
stones and masenry, were ail tbat wvas new left te toit ef
,what bad beeu thero centuries ugo. Most of tbese meunds
Nvere now covered witb grass and sbirubs and trees, and tbus
formcd a delightfuily secluded retreat, wbich the inhabitunts
of the Abbey Groe villas enjoyed in cenmen.

The invigorating cbarms of an eariy walk on a summer's
morning need ne description. Tbe pure air, the genial suin,
tbe twittering birds, the sparkling dow, and soft, iew breeze,
anll tend te exhilarate eue s spirits, and te mak-e tbe day
pleasanter and bappier tbreughout. AUt tbese exi)eriences
were mine on tbe day I write of. As I approaclied Abbey
Grove, and saw tbe lieuses peeping frorn eut the surrounding
trees, I cornmenced weudering as te wliat kind eof a rosidence
weuld be occupied by Mr. Robertsen, how it would be fur-
nisbed, what kind of people his wife and farnily would be
like, and the kindred thiugs that yeu speculate upen wben
geing te visit a lbeuse for tbe first time. Last, but by no
ineans least, as my walk centinued 1 woudered wbat kind et
a breakfast there wouid be te appease the appetite stimulated
by tbe merning breeze.

I walked down tbe short avenue leadiug te, tbe bouses,
and tben began to wvonder wbicb of the hlf-dozen villas
1 wvas bound for. This small community dispensed witbi
numbers te their boeuses, uer did tbey even distinguish thern
by the ambitions and ridiculous namnes wbicb you sec stuck
up on most stburban residences. No, uething savering seof
the tewn fer this greup eof country residents; they ail calied
tlieir several houses by tbe common name of Abbey Grove,
and the stranger hud te take bis cbance eof liaviug te go te
eacb of the bouses in turu, before lie fouind the particular
one lie sougbt. Fortune favered me, liowever, by sending
across my path a travelling directory in the shape of thù
local milkman; and iu respexise te my iuquiry as te whicb
house was Mr. Rebertsen's I received tbe straigbtferwçsrd
repiy: ccThis 'ere eue as I've jist cerne fror'i, sir."~ Walking
up the patb, 1 found the door invitingly open. and tbe house-
maid puttiug the finishing teuches ou tbe beil-bandie.

"cMaster is net dowu yet, sir,"~ sbe replied te my inquiry
as te whetber lie was at home, whicb, censidering tne tirne
of day, really appeared an absurd question te ask the girl;
but we geti accustemed te, use stereotyped phrases under
sorne circumstances.

a"0, then 1 will coenl and wait," I roplied.
"iWliat uaime shahl 1 say, sir?" asked tbe girl.
"cJust tell him Mr. Brookes lias called, and lie will un-

-derstand."
Se sayiug the girl showed me into a suug little breakfast-

,roomn, where the sunbeams and the fresh rnerning air seemed
te be vying witb each other as te which sbeuld hold.posses.
sien eof the reom, with sncb frieudly rivalry wero tliey
streamiug through twe open Frenchi windows, which openod
upen a tastefully-arruu-ed lawn aud floweir-bods outside.
Whule neticing these things, the lieouse-muia badgene up
staîrs te, annuce me, wlien sometbiui; like the followiug
~dialogue eusued:

"iPlease, menam, Mr. Breokes is down stairs."

"tMr. Breekes 1 Wbo is lieVI ^was tbe respense, in a
rnuffled fernale veice,

ci don't know, ma'am," the maid replied. ccI've nieyer
seen im bore befere. But bels a young gentleman, and says;
b le will watt tiii master cernes dewn."

14Wboever can bie be, and wbat can hie waut, lietbering
lieore at tbis tirne eof day ?" continued the muffled veice, and
thereupen the door wvas shut.

New this was net eiactly pleasant te me; but when 1
retiectod tbat most prebably Mrs. Robertson weuld lie urnc-
quaiuted witb ber busband's invitation te me, I tbeught
it best net te lie offended; se 1 cornmenced cxaminiug
the pictures ou the wails. They were net very iuteresting,
and I soon concluded my int;pection and iooked round for
somoething else te eccupy the moments, wbichb legan te bang

*ratber beaviiy. Tbe newspaper of the previeus day was
upon a srnail table by tbe window, se 1 teek that up just te
pass away the time, aud 1 was seen listlessly perusing the

*advertisments. I had net been sittiug thus above a minute
or two, wben I heard a sliglit rustling, as et' a lady's dress;
sinltaueously came three or four liglit t'oetsteps tbreugb the
window inte th±e roern, aud liefore I could look Up frei my
paper, or risc frern my seat, a musical voice accested me with
'Goed znerning, uncle; bore is your butteubele."

I started up in ne littie surprise at this greeting, whicli
was evidentiy net intonded for me; sud tbere stood lifore
me a fairy.like maiden of somne sixteen summiers, bier brown
liair falling ioeseiy frern a daintiiy sbaped head; bler checks
aglew with the bealthy morning air sbe bad been enjeying,
and deepened te by a rosy blush, when she discevered bier
groeting bad been iinwittingiy addressed te a stranger. She
was standing beforo me, holding eut tlie littie kuet eof
tlewers destined for bier uncie's butten-hele-iew I envied
bier uncle i-a very picture of hoaltb sud life, sud bappineas
and beauty. Her expression et' unrestraiuod oujoyment
bad changod in a mernent te eue of embarrassmnt sud
dismay, mingied witb a gleai etf amusement in lier liriglit
eyes as tbe humer of the awkward situation we were in broke
upen lier. An instantaneous mutual agreernt seemed te
flash between us. We botb broke inte a merry littie laugli;
and 1 have ofteu wondered wbat would have happoned if we
had net adoptied tbii course ; if, for instance, tlie young lady
biad passed on witb a dignified coldness, sud simple apologies
aud bows had passed between us 1 Our 8udden introduction
was, however, net destined te bave tbis sudden ending. Iu
a few moments we wexe chatting away like eid f rieuds.
I fancied my fairy seemied te bue actually pleased whon I
anuounced tbat I wvas going te stay te breakfast; sud 1 liad
almost sumrnoned up courage te ask lier te present me
lu reaixy witb tlie flowera; sbe had uudosignediy offered
te me, wben the outrance of the servant witb the cemplotiug
disbes for the breakfast-table served as an excuse for lier te
beave the roem.

She had scarcely gene tlirougli the deer when 1 heard
again thae greetiug, ilGeod-merning, uncle,"1 feliewed this
tirne by an unistakable seund whicli made me long more
tban ever te lie that girl's ncle i The door opeuod once
more. I stepped forward te meet my employer, but suddeuly
paused, as a taîl gentleman entered the roem. whom. I had
nover seen before lu mi, lifo,

Ho stoed looking iuquiringly ut me after a sharp c' Good-
moruing."1 I was tee embarrassed te make any respeuse.
My first tlioughit was, "cHo is seime visiter ;" but in a few mo-
ments the awful trulli dûaed acreas my miud that this was
in roality the owuer'ef the lieuse I was in, and that by soe
meaus or other 1 bad get inte tbe lvroug oue. The situation
was tremendous. I arn naturally a cool cliaracter; but I was
se takon by surprise and chagrin tliat I conld only muttf!r
seine contused upology about having been invited te brea k-
fast by Mr. Robertson; that I had licou directed te this lieuse
by seine miserall misuuderstaudiug; that 1 humbiy !ipelo-
gized for my intrusion, sud led lie would pardon it. Se
speakiug, 1 made a franti ' dasii at my bat ma:ddened at my
stupidity, at the bass of' My breakfast,' sud* stili more at the
thougbt et' nover seeiug or speaking aga'iu te *'tliat charming
littie lady wbo lu1 less than five minutes I fonnd 1 was ab.-
surdly lu beve'witli.

I said a liurried "1Good-morniug," snd was tryink to,
make a ghnstly attempt at a smile as I left the roem-when,


