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covered the rustïc porch in front of 'the 11-ffle
dwelling, the liorht step of Catharineý Maxwell -might

be heard mixed with the drowsy whirring d'thè
big eel, as she passed to and fro guiding ý-he

thread-of yarn in its course. -And now she sanor
snatches of old mountain songs, such as she had
learned from her father; and now, with livelier'air,

hummed some gay French tune to the household4',
melody of her spinning-wheel, as she advanced and
retreated with her thread, unconscious of the laugh-

ing -black eyes that were watching ý her movements
from among the embowering foliage thatý,.shielded her
from the morn'ing Sun.

for soLou S delizhted toCome, ma belle cousine,, 
1call her. Hector and I are waiting for you to go

with us to the 'Beaver' Meadow.' The cattle have
ÏÏstrayed, and we think we shall find them, there. The

day is delicious, the very flowers look as if they
wanted to be admired and plucked, and we shall find

early strawberries on the old In'dîan clearing.'>
Catharine cast a longing look abroad, but said, Àle

fear' I cannot go to-day; for see, I have all these
rolls of wool to spin u , and my yarn to wind off the,P
reel and twist; and tIen, my mother îs away."

Yes, I left her -v n- *th mamma' replied Louis, and
she said she would be home shortly, so -her absence

need not stayyou. She said you could take a basket
ýýand try and bringo home some berries -for sick Louise.

Hector is sure he knows a spot whère we shall get
some fine onesripe and red." -As he spoke Louis
whisked away the big wheel to.one end of the porcli,


