
!*!'**'*!’*• wM th« ne»mtM>pra»oh to work the young I rich, and beautiful, and happy. Oh, dear I oh, dear ! how I “Come down, now. Mr. Ashton wants to say good-
1 °a^ v _____ I wretched I am I” night toyon."

h. h»8,T^?.Kte .““«ht Maida beanüful before, | She felt an odd sense of suffocation In her throat; and I Marcia thought her lover looked a little pale In the
**îr *?*, rlPÿlD* masses I when she reached the friendly shelter of the trees, she I early twilight ; but as he placed his arm around her In-"hiss»*-»»»,

PI, * proper morn- I Roland Ashton did not go to the pio-nlo ; and it so I my darling. Your aunt has given her consent, and I fore-
/UsnisrlnJ1»!!. .üaJkrtlv™. “•Ç1 above the elbows, I happened that afternoon he had decided to shorten the I see we a-e to be the best of friends."
«MV pretty arms I distance b-tween his home and Riverton by crossing the I “Was she angry T whispered Marcia,
drowinir sooï»rfv100,h‘ *° **“”• wltil the blue Tein8 I flelds ; and Mrs Austin’s orchard was In his direct line of I “1 think she was a little upset at first ; but it is all over

“I wfll win that*wfvl •• h, 1.1__ ,u „ I march. So, he saw the childish figure in the old gray I now. 1 am sorry I must say good-night to r ou so soon ;
of the old nwienf an e«mt •• 68 *° •“ spite I s awl, with the beautiful hair falling loosely around the I but I promised to be at Riverton by six o’clock, and it is

A vivid hhwh rewe even to Maeela’. -m. , . . I little shoulders, and heard the heavy sobs it touched past that time already ’’
she saw who the a^h. f?'ïhü!dvîa £!8 he*rt inexpressibly. “Poor, poor child I" he said to I “Good night, Mr. Ashton ”
ened look at her annt7ù!fnra<lh!!®.£»7e a3uàMî?gbî‘ I i*lïï8e f' I “I must stop long enough, however, to teach you to
morning ” * before she returned his Good- I Marcia heard the slight rustle in the first fallen leaves, I say good-night to me properly,” he said, in a very sober

gsrhsessMtissttfZff ’SSSSL—. ....
..«• l~raw*w.Wia7ja.«. lea. _ **

“and I hope you will eniov reâdirw them'>tOD 8 '®py’ I Poor tired Marcia, her strength seemed to have de- I ful October day, so sorrowfully begun, so happily ended—
jssssr ■" *"*1—& efa- mi* b. "sasisjjaisa «*. i ”■ ^ ~ ™“

Mrs. Austin’s knlttlnr-naadlea . . ered herin his loving arms, but of course that was 1m-when the sound of retr«2tinJ-foliate™ y; a?d POS8ibl? 1 8,°, he stood near, looking fondly on the fair
turned to her niece ”ng ^ootsteP8 d*ed »way, die I young head bent down before him, waiting for her to

"That's a dreadful oolite eentiem.a .i„., v , , . ,, speak. It was some time before she did so, and then itlike toknow h^ vo,, „ ;,&ln the,7 .^should I was with evident effort : I
him ” y g to be so well acquainted with I “I do not know what you will think of me, Mr. Ashton, I A little maid in the morning sun

re,atire went on: he^S^ndî-Î^^Teip^nr- “red’ and my merrily Binging and chnming,-
“^ notre^ wèllY^i^ ^ît br » b, Roland Ashton sat down on the moslcovered log be- °h ! how 1 wlah th,s butter was done.

him last night on mv wTta™ ïÜ!î,1»i~ît0n' l“iw 8ide her- thinking to himself : I Then off to the fields I’d be turning !”
offered to lend me the books ” * and he I ,.."rl?wil9 ™y time' ‘J ®v«r.,or that old aunt guards her I So she hurried the dasher up and down,
W^^.r^wCchtogo7n^‘h„e,„Ptvvout0°'dd,dn.:t he? ?'d Till the farmer called with half-made frown,
tinned Mrs/ Amti^whUethe grevai“?!!" but 1 ,e,red to frighten her. Yet if I let this chance slip, “Chum slowly !

birtSïKn.sr.’jrr«-• **-- «sas*zzzz »»-V,«*ta«urthe preceding evening. PShe went to bed 'TL/L ™,'t®'2?JL’ !î® HpCÏS m la8t 1ee? be t id. Suffice it to say that And will make your arms ache, too, I fear,

for a pio.nto Mmo"ï’sTst thmLhm C'ear~tte Tery day l'1 u"«d *> >augh at love at first sight,” he said • “but Fo£thle !8 “ r?le wherever we turn, 
far from pleasant Whyww «f hthi» ? t^‘keniny wer® I do so no longer ; for, fr« m the hour I saw you in church. Don't be in haste, whenever you chum— 
she go as well as Jane ? It was not fll, ,ThJd SC* 1 ,elt ,hatyou- and y®u »'®n®. could make me happy. I Churn slowly '
was younger than Jane andTh* h Jf L ,° rig,ht- Sh® 8e® 1 atttrtl® you But I seek in va.n to meet you You 1 7 ’
Whit happiness it would b^tohdriv^a!^nge7hA ™tnd-e8 ™re'y 80,0ut with y®'» cousin, and I must speak now-. „T, , , ,, , .

-™‘ ”"e

nwYo^MhmkTu^V'^e^irCwL^h^h '“®« with her hands. R ®°“’t °hu™ "ith » nervous jerking,
banded the helple* Jane*”' fair^ ‘‘0h 1 n0' no ” 8he cried » “it would be wicked. Think Buxt thte dasher slowly and neat-
dainty knot of blue ribbon therein • heiid In th® what 1 I have nothing in common with the ladies You’ll hardly know that your working ; £,%dh7r,  ̂ y°Roiand Ashton intercepted her. And when the butter has come you’U say!

lunoheon-baeket, and pre^ar^d «X ’brelk,^, h ® 7'that iB a!! you ,0 a».v. we will imagine it said YeS> thl-8 18 surely the be“er way’-
ffusift£555ira«r£ earsBsifiMnrs? Cta",lowly ’

nw carpets 1” ’ 1 WI thln*8 • 1 hate be your wife, Roland xshton, because I can never love ^ ^e880? can dQd m butter ?
In the midst of it all, she wondered if Mr Anhtnn I i^ou’* 1 w111 î?ke that ,or an answer, and go away, and I Don’t be in haste, whatever you do,yRMffcu, hm, safelv started in Z 2 to the face s near APi flutter^

Sr ^ tr!ed t0 6PCak : bUt n°60Und Came,r°mher ymr retunT,—’

dyed yellow, some blue, some green andothe^h® l a ‘Can you say tho-e words, Marcia r 1
r» s bir'°"*w "» ** »i-' «

and of course Marcia must help The glri '‘h^l'Tnt'^hl; ^£/ave 8mil® <lawn®'1 »n his face.
" f - -lK s “Pas i t™ w„„m. pl«., «

tib^d.TO.t .bein, dr.-h.r cw t him. .■h-pérV”.^'’, »’J™’,' the moment of time. After an age of

as?gjyr.Taüj:.'»;fi!ly ,h<yb»,h dM »'»» •« «■»
mitx he/auut'orrf ®2ap!iuiia “r olear water, wh|hh I 80And MarcU^i? *J?® t»"iver<ne; HtVle lip,. ’ place and at the tame instant—yet one had

mX? didd n0thb® iBV« heid^Md(  ̂Iyhe£d *n“ver whlIe ^f-, offheoM^Mldi-h p'lav^f8''making'b?|'eve" HVed °De hundred days more than the OtheP.

MtS2™ ??• tMrrLXric^:iehT?^o“vier? Howwaa this p°88ible? Not *» ** »urof many-coloured r.g^ and st.li there were doren.'môre I irmi^Hhou? aihldow^"*- t® resM in'"her lôvert fnends m suspense, the solution turns on a 
streS faded°'cI9®k i° i*h® afternoon, however, Marcia’s I up® , f Aunt Au8U,r”,,,e to h^r.tn-i'X^tarted I C“n°Ua _but’ with a little reflection, a very

‘he® ««or. that Mre. Ashton îhXdX InnaTklndX ot Aunt wi" h® » angry " o v.ous-point in circumnavigation. A person
blatX? b£ hXr atïing : ,‘I want t0 know if you ain’t as^hê? °' "" U8e ,to,îrX arlrt dptain her after that • and 6 8 ar0UDd the world towards the west lose»
rMy ^acts-d^^'h*?,^lt ta t “;hœiman,°,d®d th® gray shaw.Vou^ a day, and towards the east he gains one,

ffiti. whiÏÏrt®8 me 80 ,aint’ “ay 1 ^ out of doori/foTa ^7, to ®mPhasize SuPP<’sing, then, two persons are born together
that "U?,yr® y<?U’11 h*v® t0 if you are going to look like bom® 'Xi,h -vou to tell Aunt Austin™" ’ ‘a"d 1 at the CaPe of Good Hope, whence a voyage
B -S 1 “e " the th°Ught hi8 ^ arnd the W°rld may be formed « a yea!;

The poor child’s face flush.rt . I frh hfenecTItlhe°vt rl®fhon® hf '°in'gh 1?'' a“kcd Marcia, lf 01,6 PerfOrms this constantly towards the
she answerefi, slowly.” * ® Unkind taunt; but have no idea hoA- angry ehe^ Jill be'tr.d she" will'Ta^k W6St’ *“ ^ yeara he will be fifty days behind
”p. to •benorchBrd/’t0Ward8 Iiiverton »t all. I am going “No^het-uTnot my darling • for when h th® atationary inhabitants; and if the other
•round yo'uTr'yZ'u iX W?J *7 g0'on,v put » ®hawl & sXkVhh hcr^i"P,Xt° ’0ur room and 6ails ®1ually Awards the east, he will be fifty 

’ Wa8hi,,g,h0SCrag8 0 vr >?®d"'anhsweXeMaV<lL;VOquick,y -, shall h da^ ia a<l—e of them. One, therefore, will 
shoulder. teSk dorw7 “e oTSÏÏÎ te" ^"h®* «a^n^knew wha'tX^d^ betw h ‘ ^ seen one hundred days more than the

-Afte^auTam goC1 ï,dh8lowly 7>warde tb= w?^is ** ^tZ^her ®a®ning ;'h"' ta ^’n‘hour other’ though they were bom and died n the

was. nuis girl, make believe I am WbtnshLanswered th., a hved continually m the same latitude, tod
ehe answered, the elder lady vouchsafed to say : reckoned time by the same calendar..

Churn Slowly.
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