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town, and she hasn't thrown 'cm away ; but if she
didn't kn-^w how to work, Ahe'd bo no daughter of
mine. KI choose, I could keep more than one ser-

vant; bat [ don't, no more than I choose that my
dau'zht2r should be a pale, spiritless creature, full

of dy3p:p3ia. and all sorts of fine-lady ailments,
instead of the sniiliuT, bright-cvcd, rosy-cheeked
hiss she is. I fJid say that she should not marry a lad
that had been cursed with a rich i'ather ; but bhe
ha:j taken a fooli«h liking for you, and I'll tell you
what I'll do

;
go to work, and prove yourself to be

a man; perfect yourself in some ocoupation— I don't
care what, if it be honest—then come to mo, and, if

the girl bo willing, she shall be yours."

As the old man said this he deliberately rose irom
the settle of the porr-h and wont into the house.

II. Mary will Wait.—Pretty Mary Bilkins
was waiting to see her lover down at the garden
gate, thoir u.»v.al tryst injrplace. The smiling light

faded from lier eye.< u-i she njticed his sobsr, dis-

comfited look.

" Fnthijr means well," she said, as Luke told her
the rc.tult of his application. '• And I'm not sure
but h.!'^s about right, for it seems to me that every
man, rich or poor, ought to have some occupation."

Then*, as she noticed her lover's grave look, she
eaid, softly,—" Never mind,— I'll wait for vou.
Luke." ^ '

Luke Jordan suddenly disappeared from his ac-

customed haunts, much to the surprise of his gay
associates. But wherever ho went, he carried with


