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cried the girl, throwing back her head and curling her short
;x.pper lip, in & way that brought & smile to her companion’s
ips.
« And then how gilly and romantic to leave that request
about her body being taken in a barge to the court where
Lancelot was.”

«Certainly such a proceeding would be something out of
the common in these prosaic, nineteenth century days,”
answered Stanfield, laughing.

Then opening the book he read the story in his deep,
musical voice, and she listened dreamily and was perfectly
happy.

Atlast an exc]umutmn from Judith vatised him tolook up.

« Dorothy’s letter ! Trap is tearing it, I believe.”

He jumped up to go after it; but Trap was evidently
bent on a bit of innorent fun, and with the letter between
his tecth scampered off around the orchard, followed by
Standfield while Judith, regretting that her injured ankle pre-
vented her j Jommg in the chase, sat and laughed merrily at
his cfforts in dodging the cu!pnt What a chase he led him !
Wicked Trap! standing with his ears pricked np and his
ghort tail wagging furiously umil his pursuer was close upon
him, then with a quick bound, off he scampered to the
remotest corner of the orchard.

Both Stanfield and Judith enjoyed the fun quite as much
as T'rap, who at length permitted himself to be caught, and
laughing and panting, the young man threw himself on the
grass b beside Judith.

« Thank you Mr. Stanfield, but how warm you look.”

«So I am rather.”

¢« What o provoking monkey he is!” laughing “and see
he bastorn it too; oh you naughty dog! I am not pleased
with you” At which ‘Frap removed himself to a distance,
rather crest-fallen.

¢ That is too bad ; was it an important letter?

«It was one of Dolly’s; I wanted to keep it till I had
auswered it.” -

She did not perceive the sudden contraction of Stanfield's
brows and the dull red blush that spread over his face ; and
continued——

« Dorothy writes such nice letters; socheerfuland chatty;
almost like bearing her talk—I wish you knew Dolly.”

« J—I do know your sister; at least, I did eight or nine
years ago ” he said, hesitating and looking slightly surprised.

«Did you indeed; how strange she never mentioned it
tome; eight ornine years ago! I was quite a little thing
then.”

« Yes; T heard a great deal about little Judy then.”

« Did you"’ smiling and blushiog.

« Would you mind telling me what you thought of Doro-
thy, M. Stanfield?”

#J thought ber perfect ” was tbo slowly spoken rcply

« Thank you,” she answered gratefully.

« Why do you thank me 7"

« Because you praised Dorothy ; it makes me feel so—so
proud, when people admire her; she is such & darling.”

Standfield frowned and gnawed the ends of his moustache
half angrily.

What on earth mude her talk about Dorothy ; he did not
want to hear about ber, or her perfections. And yet why
should he mind? what a fool he was to be apnoyed!

« Supposing you read to me now ? ¥ he said smiling and
lying lazily back on the grass.

She took up the book without a shade of embarrassment
or coquetry, and slowly turned over the leaves in doubt what
to select. Her choice fell upon the story of Enoch Arden.

Stundfield listened with pleasure and some surprise for
she really was a beautiful reader, thanks to Dorothy’s careful
tuition and the natural power and refinement of her voice.

«Thank you ” he said heartily, when she bad finished.

«And permit me to congratulate you on the-possession
of a rare accomplishment.”

« An accomplishment! I never thoughtof it inthat way;
1.aw glad you like my reading.”

«You read beautifully, and Iam gomg to beg for the
pleasure of listening to yon very often, will you grantit?”

«Cu yes! if you will supply the books; there are not
any at the farm except novels and—yes, 1 belio'n gxrd 8 vol-
ume of Shakespeare.”?
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« You necd only to mention any book you would like and
1 shall be most happy to lend it to you; I have got quite a
library up at the Bank.”

= Why ! do you take your books with you wherever yougo? .

« Not all of them; but when I know that I shall be quar-
tered at any place for a few months, I always take a large
box of books with me. I must ask Mrs. Laurie to bring you
and Miss Augusta to pay & visit to my bachelor quarters
some day.”

Judith smiled and shook her head.

« [ do not think Mrys. Laurie ever goes as far as the vil-
age now.”

«Does she not? Poor old body!”—« Between her hus-
baud and daughter she has none too easy a time of it, I sup-
pose’ was his uuspoken thought.

« When is Miss Laurie to be married 7"’

«In September, I think,” answered Judith starting nnd
looking curiously at him.

« And how do you like Mr Clarence Thorpe, Miss Judy ? "

«I dislike him very much "—decidedly.

« 8o do I, to speak truth ; I dislike bim exceedingly.”

« Do you,” murmured Judy, coloring and looking away.

Again there came that half-formed thought which had
entered her mind the very first time she had seen Stanficld
and Augusta together. Had they ever been lovers ? and was
that one reason why he « disliked Thorpe exceedingly > the
thought was not a pleasant one to Judy somehow.

The truth of the matter was; though Judith never sus-
pected it ; Augusta had in time p'lst betrayed a decided pen-
chant for the stalwart young bauker, which that gentleman
in no wise reciprocated, nor bad he wilfully encouraged any
such feeling on her part—though his manner was naturally
a little tender toward women—but he had endeavored,
delicately though firmly to make her understand that such a
weakness on her part must be conquered, as any recognition
of it from him was out of the question ; but she either did
not understand or did not choovse to doso ; for her infatuation
for him became so apparent, that others saw and co-amented
on it, and Donald Standfield grew almost to hate the girl who
had so little pride as to make herself ridiculous about & man
who did not care a jot for her,in the way she wished though
he would gladly have 1:en her friend, as plenty of other
young fellows were, for Augusta was then popular with the
oppusite sex ; but she wanted him as a lover, and he swore
that ber lover he certainly never wonld be. Finally he was
ordered away to undertak~ the management of another branch
of-the Bank and he thankfully availed himself of this way
out of the difficulty. A year or so later he was sent back to
Eastville : he went reluctantly, but hoping that time had
cured AMiss Augusta’s unfortunate attachment, in this hé
was disappointed—the young lady was very faithful; but
she had learned somewhat the art of concealing her feelings,
end for this small mercy he was thaakful. 1t was durmg
this summer that Dorotby Brown was a visitor at Bonny
Dale farm. And for three bappy months these two, Stanfield
and Dorothy wandered together through an enchanted land,
where all things were beautiful and passing fair and in each
other’s presence lay & happiness too great for words——too
sweet to last; for the summer ended, the enchanted land

. faded away and they awoke-—to find that they had been

dreaming! Alas! the sweetness of dreaming, the bitterness
of awaking, the deadness of living with the cold memory of
that dream like & clog upon the heart! Ah me! if we could
only die ere the awaking comes! Buf no, we inust arise and
go forth though our hearts sink and our flesh shudders at
the drear prospect before us. Be brave my heart | Be strong!
Though life holds not much ot joy for you, at least you can
mnke that life noble and worthy and beloved by others. No
matter how great your loss there is yet much to live for.
Ay! more than you can ever grasp or comprehend in one
short lifetime. Upon the occasion of this, his third sojourn
at Eastville, Standfield bad taken it for granted that Miss
Leucio'd attachment to him had given place to a sensible
regard for the man she was about to marry—although not
liking Thorpe  himself. - even permitted bis old friendly
liking for hor to return, in a somowhat lessened degree. But
now that more than & month hud elapsed since his retarn to
Eastville, how vastiy mistaken did he find Gimself, sad how
low in his regard did Acgusta Lauric sink when he discov-



