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She felt an odd sense of suffocation in her throat; and
when she reached the friendly shelter of the trees, she
leaned against one of the old mossy trunks, and sobbed
aloud,

Roland Ashton did not go to the pic-nic; and it so
happened that afternoon he had decided to shorten the
distance brtween his home aud Riverton by crossing the
fields ; and Mrs. Austin’s orchard, was in his direct line of
march. 8o, he saw the childish figure in the old gray
8' awl, with the beautiful hair falling loosely around the
little shoulders, and heard the heavy sobs. It touched
his heart inexpressibly, ‘Poor, poor child I” he said to
- | himself.

and looking up, saw the dark eyes looking down upon
her, with grave and tender interest.” She drew her shawl
closer around her, and was moving by him without a
word, when he stretched forth a detaining hand :

!‘Excuse me. Miss Wheeler, but do not go away now.
Are you ill? You look so pale.”

She made an effort to anawer him, but her self-command
was all gone ; her lips trembled like a grieved child’s, and
she oouﬁ;’not speak.

¢‘Sit down on this old log for a few minutes,” he raid,
gently, “till you are a little rested.”
Poor tired Marcia, her strength seemed to have de-
serted her, and she sat down.
Roland Ashton would have given much to have shelt-
ered her in hisloving arms, but of course that was im-
possible ; so he stood near, looking fondly on the fair
young head bent down before him, waiting for her to
speak. It was some time before she did so, and then it
was with evident effort :
‘I do not know what you will think of me, Mr. Ashton,
but I thought no one was near, and I am tired, and my
head aches, and—I—cannot help crying.”
Roland Achton sat down on the moss-covered log be-
side her, thinking to himself :
“Now is my time, if ever, for that old aunt guards her
like the dragon guarded the apples of the Hesperides. I
would have spoken the other day when we were alone,
but I feired to frighten her. Yet if I let this chanco slip,
I may never get one again  Poor, dear girl| If she will
onlv listen to me—only let me free her from her slavery.”
Here he gradua'ly approached the subject nearest to
hisheart With what tact, and feeling, and earnestness
he spoke at last need not be t-1d. Suffice it to say that
he asked Marcia to be his wife, te'ling her how he had
been attracted to her from the first.
‘I used to laugh at love at first sight,” he said ; “but
I do 8o no longer; for, from the bour Isaw you in church,
I felt that you, and you alone, could make me happy. 1
see I startle you But I seek in vain to meet you. You
rarely go out with your cousin, and I must speak now—
I must seize my opportunity, even if I seem to speak on
too short acquaintance. Forgive me, and place it to the
acrount of my love.”
Marcia covered h-r face with her hands.
‘Oh! no, no,” she cried ; *‘it would be wicked. Think
what I am, Ihave nothing in common with the ladies
ot
¥ Roland Ashton intercepted her.
““If that is all you have to say, we will imagine it said
and a' swered.” And he managed to obtain possession of
the restless little hands. and held them fast in his own,
while he went on, quietly: *If you csn raise your
thoughtful eyes to mine. and Fay the-e words, ‘I cannot
be your wife, Roland ishton, because I can never love
you,’ I will take that for an answer, and go away, and
leave you Can you ray them ?’
The girl raised her eves once, twice, to the face 80 near
her own, and tried to speak ; but no sound came from her
1
ps. .
The voung man, still looking at the shy, sweet face,
said once more. with in finite tenderness in his voice :
‘‘Can you say tho-e words, Marcia?’
5 Pgor lonely girl ! she looked at him, and shook her

ead.

A grave smile dawned on his face.
‘“ Then you shall he my wife!” he cried, masterfully,
and did the only thing possible for him to do—took the
little figure, in the shabby print dress, in hig arms, and
drew her close t - him, whispering sweet words of love
and e mtort while he coft y 8'roked tha beautiful ha r,
and pressed kiss after kiss on the white eyelids, the cheeks
80 brightly flushed now, and the quivering littl- lips,
And Marcia—she who had thought so bitterly, a little
while ago, of the old childi:h plav of “making believe”
she was heantiful, and rich. and happy—was she not; all
these, and much more? Wag she nct beloved ? In her
innocence and perfect trust, she rested in her lover’s
arms, without a shadow to mar her perfect hdppiness, till
the thought of Aunt Austin came to her, and she started
up, exclaiming :
*‘I must go home  Aunt will be so angry.”
It was of n» use to try and detain her after that : and
a8 the young man folded the worn, gray shawl around
her, he gaid :
‘“You are my promised ‘now ” st pping to em i
the short rentence after the mnnnegpolzlovers 5 ?‘}e;:ﬂz?
am going home with you to tell Aunt Austin.”
And he laughed a little at the thought of his future
relative.
‘ Why need vou tell her to-night ?’ asked Marei
frlmhtengd at the very thought of slflch a th ng. I“"Y::j
have no idea how angry she will be, and she will talk
dreadfully to me.”
“No. she will not, my darling ; for when
houve, I want you to go upstairs to Your own room, and
let‘ ryne Bpe:lk \:"i:h her alone. will you?”’ '
‘Yes, indeed,” answered Marcia, quickly, ¢
only t0o glad to be out of hea inz.’”q & * aball; s
Marcia never knew what passed between her annt and
her lover on that memorable evening; but ha't an hour
after her return t» the house, she heard her aunt’s shrill
voice at the foot of the stairs, calling :
‘‘Marcia |”

we reach the

rich, and beautiful, and happy. Oh, dear ! oh, dear ! how

“Come down, now. Mr. Ashton wants to say good-
t to you.”
m%(harclnythongh' her lover looked a little pale in the
early twilight; but “ll(l‘le ln:'ed ‘lhls arm around her in
h, he sal nderly :

thgsﬂ:dgap&r: e will take place one month from to-day,
my darling. Your aun* has given her consent, and I fore-
see we are to be the best of friends.”

““Was she angry ?” whispered Marcia.

] think she was a little upset at first ; but it isall over
now. Iam sorry I must say ;mod-nlght !:o 1ou 80 800N ;
but I promised to be at Riverton by six o’clock, and it is
past that t}mheg't;‘reudAy; l:ton N

*Good-ni x.

“I must sgtop long enough, however, to teach you to
say good-night to me properly,” he said, in & very sober
tone. *‘You must try again now, and see if you cannot
do'l'll)l??i:'l understood in a moment, and a half-smile
flitted across the downcast, blushing face, as the sweet
voice sald,iv;ry l:o;tly d "

. - oland.

Tmni :'nn tightened around her, and with & hur-
ried embrace, and a '‘Good-night, my own darling!” her

rted from her
'°‘6°r'm the happy days Marcia Ashton treasures in her
memory, thereis not one 8o brightly prized as that beauti-
ful October day, so snrrowfully begun, sohappily ended—
THE DAY OF THE PIC-NIC.

Churn Slowly.

A little maid in the morningsun
Stood merrily singing and churning, —
“Oh ! how I wish this butter was done,
Then off to the fields I'd be turning !”
So she hurried the dasher up and down,
Till the farmer called with half-made frown,
¢‘Churn slowly !

“Don’t ply the churn so fast, my dear,
It is not good for the butter.
And will make your arms ache, too, I fear,
And put you all in a flutter—
For vhis is a rule wherever we turn,
Don't be in haste, whenever you churn—
Churn slowly ! &

“If you want your butter to come nice and
sweet.
Don’t churn with a nervous jerking,
But ply the dasher slowly and neat—
You’ll hardly know that your working ;
And when the butter has come you’ll say,
‘Yes, this is surely the better way’—
' Churn slowly !

Now, all you folks, do you think that you

A lesson can find in butter ?

Don’t be in haste, whatever you do,

Or get yourselfin a flutter ;

And while you stand at life’s great churn,

Let the farmer’s words to you return,—
Churn slowly !

A Fact,

Two persons were born at the same place, at
the same moment of time. After an age of
fifty years they both died, also at the same
place and at the same instant—yet one had
lived one hundred days more than the othet:
How was this possible? Not to keep our
friends in suspense, the solution turns on a
curious —but, with a little reflection, a very
obvious—point in circumnavigation. A person
going around the world towards the west loses
a day, and towards the east he gains one.
Supposing, then, two persons are born togethey
at the Cape of Good Hope, whence a voyage
around the world may be performed in a year;
if one performs this constantly towards the
west, in fifty years he will be fifty days behind
the stationary inhabitants; and if the other
sails equally towards the east, he will be fifty
days in advance of them. One, therefore, will
have seen one hundred days more than the
other, thou h they were born and died n the
same place and at the same momeat, and even
lived continually in the same latitude, and

When she answered, the elder lady vouchsafed to sy :

reckoned time by the same calendar.




