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g he * d up thé hanks of yarn and tossedat re -them into
,-.5 the open wiéker-basket, and the next minute the

large, coarse, flapped straw bat, that hung upo;a the
pe in the porch, was stuck not very* gracefully onjC

Catharine's head and tied beneath her ehin, with a
-merry rattling laugh, which drowned effectually the

,î small lecture that Catharine began to utter by way
of reproving the light-hearted boy.

But where is Mathilde?'-'
Sitting like a dear ood. girl as she îs

9 with sick,
Louise's head in er làp, and would not disturb her
-for all thé fruit and flowers in Canada. Marie cried
sa ly to, go with us, but. I promised her and uise
lots of flowers and berries if we get them, and the
dear children were ashappy as queens when I left."

But sta*y, cousin, you are sure my mother gave.
her. consent to my going ? We shall be away chief
part of the day. You know it is a long walk to the-

_Beaver Meadow and back again; nee
said Cathari

h%.Sitating as Louis took her hand to lead her out from
the porch.

Yes, yes, ma belle » said the giddy boy quickly;
c'so come along,, for Hector is waiting at the barn.
But stay, we sliall be h * ngry before we return, so let
us have some cakes and butter, and do not forget a
tin cup for water:

Nothing doubtio, Catharine with buoyant spirits,
set about Éer little preparation's, which were soon
completed but j ust as she was leaving the little

garden enclosure, she ran back to kiss Kenneth and
Duncan her young brothers. In the farm -yard she


