
YULIEZ 9

"lshe is ail riglit agair now, and it would do
her good to*be out."

"4She will be ver>' fresh," said Georgie
dubious>'. IlI woul rather ride the chest-
"ut.,

"1What does being fresh, matter? I have
settled for you to, ride her-don't let mie
heir an>' more nonsense about it. Have you
written ail those post-cards? WeIl, then, I
want a stitch put into that thick whbite scarf ;
it works up at the back. Go and fetch it,
there's a good girl, and I will show you what
il %van 's.>'

And Georgie obeyed in silence.
The morning broke caini and mild and

gre>'. Georgie sprang from ber bed, and
peeped out from behind lier wirÈdov-blind
at a green wet w:orld, patches of water lying
in the grassy hollows, and drops of moisture
cliiging on to ever>' leaflless brancb in the
garden. No frost at ail events.

Wben she was neari>' dressed, she drew
aside the curtains, threw up the sash, and
leant out of the window.

Tiiere was a sort o-,- -'rey distinctness over
the face of the earth.

The his on the further side of thîe valle>'
looked near and green; every tree upon
themn stood out dlean>' against the sky ; the
leafless woods were purpie blue; flot a breatti
ivas stirring-not a sound wvas heard; only
the chirrup of a robin, hopping about on
the garden l)ath beneath the window, and
the distant tinkie of a sheep bell from the
penned-up flock in the field below.

There was somnetbing depressing, almost
solemn, in the leaden sky and chili green
eartb.

A heap of freshi turned mould la>' in the
flower-bed beneath. The gardeners had
been uprooting an evergreen kiiled by the
frost; the brown earth la>' wet and heavy
by the side of the gaping trench, and the
robin, lured there probabi>' by hopes of fresh
worms turned up with the soul, hopped lus-
tii>' down into the dark-iooking, hole.

Georgie watched the bird idi>', and then,
with a littie shudder, the thought fiashed
across her-

IlHow horrible it must be to be buried!
how wet andl cold the earth looks 1

And she turned hastil>' from the win-
dow.

"A letter for you, miss," said the littie
housemaid whd' waited upon ber, standing
béhind ber as she turned round.

Georgie flushed crimson, for the letter
ivas in Wattie Ellison's handwvriting.

She tore open the envelope neti ously,
and read-

My dearest Georgie,-You know very weil that
no ordinary cause ivould make me risk..yur father's
dispieasure, by wvriting to youi against biîs orders ;
but wvhat 1 have to, say concerns him as well as your-
self, and if you sce fit you wili no doubt show him,
this letter. It is about your brown mare. I have
just seen a mian %vlio knew ail about hier down in
Warwickshire. He says shie is a runaway, and flot
safe for any lady to ride. She kiiied the mnan who,
last had lier, by boiting wvith him into a wood. wvhere
his head wvas smashed against t lie branch of a
tree, and that is wvhy your father got hier so cheap.
Do tell him this, and I arn sure hie will agree with
me that you must flot ride lier. 1 ente-eae you not
to do so ; if anything happened lie would neyer for-
give himseif. 1 must flot write more to you-mucb.

as 1longto. Vours always devotedly,
WATTIE E LUSON.

Dressed in her habit, and holding this
letter in ber lîand, Georgie camne into the
room îvhere her father was already at break-
fast.

"lPapa, I have had a letter from Wattie."
"WbIlat!1" thundered the squire, and the

piece of baconihalf-way to bis moutb dropped
off bis fork back upon bis plate. "lGeorgie,
bow dare youP" and bis face turned as red
as bis hunting-coat.

IlWell, papa, here is the letter ; lie wishes
you to read it, and so do I.-you wviIl see
that it is flot a love-letter" she added, witb
a littie smile.

Her father took the letter from ber hanci
and walked to the window witb it, turning
bis back upon ber as he read it.

And then be came back, crusbed it up
,betwveen both bis hands, and fiung it angrily
upon the fine.

"I's ail a d-d lie » h e said furiously.
"Papa 1 " cried the girl in dismay, Il what

can you mean ? You don't suppose that
Wattie-

Il Hld youn tongue with your Wattie !"
lie ansivered savagel>'; Ildon't you suppose
1 know wbat my daugbter ouglit or ought
flot to ride, without being dictated to, b>' an
infernal young scoundrel who oni>' wants to,
set her against her father ?

"O papa ! that's not true - ho neyer
would do that; and if the mare isn't safe

"The mare i: safe, I tell you !'> sbouted
the oid man ; Iland if you don't ride ber,.
you shall fot ride at ail-there 1"


