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tAll love is 8w aet, given «rreturned.
tCummon as light is love,
¢ And its familinr voice wearies not ever.

All love is sweet. Yes, and when love exists without
ealousy then is love beautiful and perfected But how geldom
is the beaven-born passion free from its dark attendaut, jeal-
ousy ! So I muintuin that the period ot couriship ik a very
doubifully bappy time for a great memy people. 1
g8y nothing of sfter martiage, except that I think the happy
and tl:e unhappy maniages are about equally divided. Aaud
I thiuk thore who huve married happily have reached the
most exalted state ot bliss to be had on earth.

Dues anyone accuse Mr. Standfield of dilatoriness or luke-
warmuess in not seeking Judith at on'te, instead of thue put-
ting olt from day to duy the final test? He was not s0; on
the cuntrary it was his great love for her which made him
fearful of speaking too soon. And for his faint-heartedness,
may not something be said in excuse? He was not quite o
young man, and had not a young man's impetuority aund self-
confidence—call it vanity if you like. On the other hand
this girl wes very yodbg, scarcely yet eighiecn; and in bis
great tendeiness and solicitude tor ber welfine, he weuld not
bind her to a piomise Wwhich, when she came to know her
own heart better, she might bitterly regret.  And if it were
g0, if she found that this preference for him was buta girl's
first fancy, well, then he would be thankful he had not
brought this trouble upon her through his own selfishness;
and he would go his way praying for her happiness. blessing
her for the sweet affection she had given biw; and for her
sake thinking better of all women, even, for her suke con.
doning the fault of the woman who bad embittered his youug
manhood, shuking his fuith in her sex ; yes, even of Dorothy
he would think without bitterness.

« Mr, Standfield,” said Judy, as they were on their way out
of the woods, “You asked me just now if amything had
troubled me; that was only one little trouble of my own, but
there is something elsu that bas troubled me for a long ime’;
it may be that I magnify it and think too much of it, and—
and perhaps T ought not to speak to a stranger about it, but
you will undeistand.”

“But do you consider me a stranger, Judith?? bhesaid
with an od kind of smile, looking down at her.  dShe raised
her eyes to his, and—perhaps it was something fa his face—
ber own was instantly covered with crimsor blishes. They
walked on in silence for about half a mivute, both with
wildly beating hearts. It was a great temptation for the
strong man, but he put a curbupon himselt and kept silence.

tAh 1 but you kuow what I mennt,” she said, presently;
“that, it might be, you would bleme me for talking about
Augusta’s private affairs to one who is not of the famify.”

«If it will be any relief to you to speak of what you say
has been troubling you, I think you may trust me, And—
well, if L thivk there is anything 10 censure in your conti-
dence, why, I will tell you s0; and you will patiently submiz
to a lectuie from an elderly fiiend, will you not?” R

“Eldely 1" excluimed the girl, with a merry laugh—
« Why, you are not a bit ¢lderly ; but this is what 1 was zoing
to ask you. Do you not think & " very, very sad that two
people shouldbe manied without in the least caring tor one
another? Ah! I cannot tell you how I have longed to~to
appeal to Augusta and get her te put an end to this engage-
ment; but, of course, it would be utterly useless, so useless

indexd, that it would be quite -ridiculous to.attempt it; and |

yet T am troubled for her future. Is it not, do you think,
very wrong to do as she is doing? "

« Undoubtedly,” ho answered gravely ; 4but of course you
cin do nothing, nor can anyune else; bliss Laurie and Mr.
‘'harpe are old enough to know what they are about. And
for your comfort, my little friend, let me tell you that
neither be vor she is capable of any .deep feeling—of &
gentle kind I meau—-2o0 that if this murringe turn out badly
there will beno such thing us a broken heart on either side ;
60 I really would not trouble myself so much about itif I
were you; afterall, they muy get along very comfortably to-
gether, even without the romuutic ingredient—love. And
now, Miss Judith, it isny turn; I am going to ask your
opinion about avotber kind of warriage. Supposing a man
who had alrkady pussed his first jouth were to marry a girl
very much younger than himself, who thought she really
Joved him when she manied bim, but afterwards when it was
too late, discovered that what she had mistaken for love was
iu reality only a girl's brief funcy; what then?” -

“ah, then it would be very sad for her!” avswered the
girl, in her quaint, out-spoken way.
* 8o 1 thiuk,” he said, coolly.

she would do then??”

« Wy, then, if she, this young wife, were good and noble
she would tiy and teach herself to truly love her husband ;.
surely she would owe bim repardition for huving mistaken
her own feelings.”

« And he—dou't you think some blame would attach to.
bim for huving taken advautage of her youth and inexperi-
ence? even if he loved her very much??”

«The young wife might think so)’ answered Judith,
gravely ;  but that would be only a momentary reflection ; if
tne husband were tender and patient she would be very
stubbuin indeed if she did not learn to be quite happy with
bitn again.”

Her words did not lighten bis heart nor disperse aby of
his doubts; so still be said to himself, « Wait ; for her sake,
wait a little ionger.”

.

«And what do you think

CHAPTER VIIL

BNOW-BALLS.

&T was the evening of Mr. Littleworth’s return to East

ﬁ ville. In the orchard were gathored several young
people, lazily lounging on the grass or the garden chairs.
Three young ladies from the rectury—merry hoidens, who
liked nothing better than a romp in the big Bonny Dale
orchard, two youths from the village, Judy's devoied slaves;
Alr. Littleworth, Augusts and Judith completed the group.
Miss Laurie had volunteered to read aloud, and as all present
kuew very well that she prided herself on her elocution; no-
one bad the.temerity to protest; though the Graham girls
fidgeted, and scarcely concealed their weariness, &3 the reades’s
hard, unmusical voice gave forth Sir Walter’s lines in & way
that would have made that eminent post shiver: .
« ¢ Thus, mctionless, and moanless, drew
Eis parting breath stout Rhoderick Dhu!
Old Allsu Bane looked on aghast,
‘While grim and still his spiric pass'd ;
But when he saw that life was fled,
He pour'd his wailing o’er the;dead.””
It is probable that Mizs Luurie would have favored her
listeners with toe lament that followed, butto their intonse
relief Mr. Laurie's voice was at that moment heard from the.,




