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ther, Ilindeed we couid'nt help) loving eachi
other."

" Loving ! pack of nonsense. I arn
ashanied of you, Georgie. You don't sup-
pose any father in his senses îvould allowv
his daughter to rnarry an idie young pauper
flke that. How dare he liftlbis eyes to you!
how dare hie rnake love to you! that's what
I want to cnoîv. 0f ail the dishionourable,
mean, base, conteniptible youing black-
,guards-"

"Papa, papa!1" cried Georgie frantically.
"Oh ay, I mean what 1 say, and a good

horsewhipping is wvhat Mr. Wattie Ellison
deserves, and that's îvhat 1 would like to
give him, and kzick hirn out of the bouse
afterwards, th e impudent young scoundrel "'

And at this very moment the footman
opened the door and in an impassive voice
announced IlMr. Walter Ellison.»

At this nîost unexpected and undesirable
appearance on the scene of the young gentle-
man under discussion, poor Georgie ivent
very nearly out of ber mind with despair.

The Squire, speechless with fury, and
almnost foamiing at the rnouth, literally fleîv
at the throat of his would-be son-in-law, and,
seizing irin by the collar of bis coat, shook
him as a terrier shakes a rat.

"What d'yenmean byit? How dare you,
you scoundrel? You d-d young rascal !"

hie panted out breathlessly, whilst Georgie
rushied at inii to defend bier attacked lover.

IlI don't see that I need be so dreadfully
sworn at, sir," said WVattie as soon as lie ivas
able to speak. 'l It is not my fault that
your daug hter is so cbarming that 1 could
flot hielp) falling in love with lier, and if you
wvould allowv us to be engaged 've could wait,
and 1 dare say I could get sonîetlîing to do,
and you w'ould lielp us a little perhaps."

Ill'Il see you d-d before ever 1 give you
or lber a farthing, sir, of that you iay be
sure; and as to, allowing bier to be engaged
to you, l'd as soon allow hier to be engaged
to Mikze the eartlîstopper, quite as soon--
much sooner, in fact."

IlHush, bush, papa!1" here broke in Geor-
gie, with a very white face. "IYou need flot
say any more-you svill be sorry for haviing
spoken ]ike tlîis by aîîd by.»

IlI shan't be a bit sorry. I mean ev'ery
ivord 1 say. Whien this young gentleman
goes out of the bîouse tlîis evening, I forbid
him ever to corne into it again. 1 forbid
you ever to speak to him or write to bim, or

bold any communication îvith hin' wvhatever ;
if you do, I iýill disovn you for my daugh-
ter, and neyer speak to you again ; and 1 tell
you, Georgie, that sooner than see you mar-
ried, or evezi engaged,. to such an idie, pro-
fitless good-for-nothing as tlîis young mani,
I would rather by far see you in your
coffin. "

There ivas a feiv moments' silence in tbe
little roomn îven the Squire finished speak-
ing, and tben Georgie, whuite to lier very
lips, but brave and resolute as the little
woman always 'vas where courage and -reso-
lution were wanted, 'vent straiglît up to lier
lover.

"You becar what papa says, Wattie; don't
stop bere any longer, it is-no use, lie ivili
neyer alloîv it, we must just make tlîe best
of it and submnit. He is my father, and I
would not disobey hini for worlds. You.
bad better go rigbt away, my poor boy, and
try and forget me. Yes, don't slîake your
bead, WVattie; il it's impossible, we shall
perhaps learn with time and witli absence
to get over it. Oh Wattie, give nie one kiss
and say good-bye! " And she put both ber
arms round lier lover's neck and kissed and
cluîig to lîim sobbing, whilst hier fatber stood
by, lookzing on, but sayirig neyer a word,
witli a sort of chioke in Jus tlîroat of whicli
bie felt baîf aslîamed.

IlGood-bye, my love-God bless you,
WVattie ; as lonîg as you are alive I wilI neyer
niarry any otixer mani on earth. Go nowv,"
and she puslîed him, with lier own hiands
gently ont of tbe room and closed the door
upon him.

"My ow,.n brave good girl ~"said the
Squire 'vben lie Nvas gone, atteznpting to
draw bis daugbter into lus arms, but Geor-
gie shrunk away froni biim.

IlDon't touch me: don't speak to me,"
sbe said, and tiien sat down tilI slîe lîeard
the front door close îvith a slani, and Wat-
tie's footsteps die away on the gravel walk
outside.

Then she got up and moved ratdier un-
steadily toîvards tlîe door. The Squiresprang
forwvard and lield it open for bier, looking at
lier wistfully, alnîost entreatingly, as sbe
passed out; but she flxed bier eyes in front
of lier and did flot look, at hini.

And somelhow, vlieii sbe was one and
lie wvas left alone, although lus daugliter bad
givexi up lier love and prornised to obey
him, and altlougb lie liad sîvorni uis fill at
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