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\ Written for the Pamily Circls.)
To H 8. R—.
A haze lies over vale and hill.  'T'hoe sun,
A dull 1ed globe, hangs in the smoky west,
September, as her wont, has just begun
o lull the tired land to dreamful rest.

No bird is moving save a falcon brown,
That clinbs the air,and, with a scornful cry,
Seeks the white clouds and, rising, looks adown
On the gray earth so desolate and dry.

A breeze, all famished for the flowers, sees
With joy some spotted jewel-weeds, that hang
Above a brook, beneath the hazel trees,
Where oft the chorus of the robins 1ang.

Let us go forth, my fiiend, and search the glen,
The lulls and vales, the meads and taugled brakes ;
Mayhap we'll find the bower the moment when
Sweet Autumu from her long drawn slumber wakes.
Robert Eiliott.

(Written for the Family Circle.)
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CHAPTER VI. (Continued)

“UDITH," Le sail, .2 a husky wvoice, fur there was no

& [ doubt L was fosiing deepiy jast now ,  spuak yue kind

word to me before I go, let e go from you kuowing

that you dv Lui altugether despise e -that will dv more to
give.mo courgge than auything else.”

* What can 1 say except that L ain gneved at Laving an-
wittingly caused you pain.? * she said eatnestly.

“ Bat you-wiil not deny that yoa despise me,” persisted
{his troublesome young man, ,

«No, it is useless tor me to deny it,” roplied the girl,
coldly, but with summe inward cumpuaction: - bat if I have
misjudged you, it lics with ,wuw:l( w disprove my judgmeut
by the way in which you play Joug part in life. I wish that
you would leave me now please.”

« X will try to win from yon liking aud respect. Good-
bye Judi.h.” He faised her hand to his lips and weat away.

8ho could not conquer her dislike for this young

wan, and could not feel a particle of respect for or belief in
him; when he had left her she sat down again on the log and
cried a little over the wauton destruction of the beautiful
lace which had cost her so many hours of labor, in the gquiet
of herown room of nights, long after the other inmates of the
house were asleep.

By-and-bye, as she was thinking of returning home, she
saw Standficld coming toward her, and ber heart gave a great
throb, as with teetubling hands she stufted the torn lace into
her work-bag.

They shouk hands and he sat down beside her. ¢ I thought
1should fiud you here, Miss Judith ; I do not often have the
pleasure of a quiet talk with you ncw ; but this is quite like
old times, is it not? "’

¢t Yes, quite; but do you not  think that this has been &
very pleasant summer so far, Mc. Standfield?”

He thought that the last few weeks might have been
pleasanter, for him at least, if Mr. Littleworth had never
come to Kastville. But he said:

« You are quite happy here now, then? "

t Yes "—raising her eyes frankly to his dark face.

#«Yes, I am quite happy.”

« But, pardon me, I fear something has troubled you this
afternoon ; is it not s0 7" anxiously regarding her.

« Yes, something has troubled wme, but I would rather not
speak of it, please.” »

His brows coatracted suddenly, as she spoke, and he
turned his gaze from her face to the turbulent little water-
fall. Could it be that she was pining for Littleworth? He
Lad not bLeen gone very long—but if sle loved him—and
then it was just possibie they wmight have had a little Liff,
these two, and she was grieving over that.

_ is it not wonderful how we torture ourselves with thie,
that and the other conjecture, when anything occurs Wwhich
wo do nut quite understaad 7 perfectly baseless conj.ctures
thoy are moustly, ané which we laugh at when the truth is -
Kuown and var anxiety sovthed , nevertheless, they cause us
many a heartache. I think jealous people are more given to
this form of self-turtare than any other mortals ; and it 1 18
why I say that & persof. very much in love, as it is called
canaot bo peifectly happy, although many delude themse'lves

intu believing that they ace, &t any rate there aré few, if é.ny’,.

who-do not want to expenence for themselves this pnckly
bliss. But, my dear render, Ido not want you to run éway
with the idus that ¥ scoit at love. Hehven forbid that<l
should! What does Shelly say—



