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,ityhow.'
"Go, mny lad; go, by ail mneans,' said b)is mnothier. "Vou don't hâve tnneh

pleasure; a littie recreation will do you good. Voiu'%e been inopish of ]Rte, ii,
for the want of a bit of fun, l'il warrant me."

"But my boots, Mother. Most ail the fellows that'l be there is doods."
"Poof! yer boots, indeed! They're neat and made of the best of leather,.

and flot a crack in 'em. Ver boots '-three-dollar boots at that! Why, wheni
was you, Tom Roden, ever so squeamish about yer boots or anything else, so's,
you was dressed decent? And doods? Fiddlesticks! What d'you care for
doods? Don't let themn keep you away."

"That's ail right. But there'll be Fred. Somers, with bis diamond ring; and
George Fletcher, he's just got a new suit o' clothes which he paid twenty dollars
for-cutaway coat, long tail, latest style. J'm not sbabby myself, and J. aint
ashamed of my clothes; but--I don't care to go, that's ail."

"But you're a young man now, you know, and maybe you'll meet some nice
girl there and fail in love with ber. Who knows? That'l brighten you up
you wyon 't know yourself. And do you know," she added in a confidential tone.
"I've been thinkin' this long while t)ack tbat I ougbt to tell you, Tom, my boy,
that as soon as you feel lîke gettin' married, 1 can shift for myseif. I'rn not
sixty yet, bless you; and l'ni mighty smart with the needle-you know that.
So you don't go away, like Jim and Harry, Nvhere 1 can't see you often, I sIilll
he perfectly-satisfied. I shall indeed, Forni. 'I'isn't rigbit that I shouli stau<
in yer way. Wives don't like their hîsad'methers te he arnutid tlie boni''
Tt's only natural, Now, go yoil te the pirty, loi; in<i if se be voni vouiv lýack
and say to me, says you, 'Mother, Vve atske<l ('la' ihel e to tel'airy il"' nuld
she says yes,' wby I shaîl be delighited: becaise 1 wanflu y"' rrr n <-1Im,

hiappy and comfortahle l.efore ,itytlilt)p bappens 'nie.-
''Ciarihel! lie voil o-nly gnq) ' -\V ivvitî 1 <'lru 1 en' 'aJ' .

Mother?"
"Notbin'-nothin'; only I'd sooner it l>e ber than anybody els.- 1 ka"

that's ail. But please yourself, lid, please yourseif; youth an' spirit don)' likc'
bein' dictated to in these matters. jest a little bit fligbty an' dressy, lut a gnml
girl-a good girl; one of the rigbt -sort. Bilt suit yourself, 'Tom, and you'll -,nit
me. But, bless me! sbe's young yet, and will get more staid as sbe grows older,.
and-Wby, Tom!-Tom! Weil, I declare if be isn't as red as a beet! If 1
didn't akinda suspicion you-tbe way you spoke flot a minute ago !"

But Tom volunteered no explanation.
"Tom !-Tommy! Surely you aint got nto secrets from yer poor old iniohlici?

Now, come rigbt up to me and look me in the eye, and say is it Claribel Seaton.
Now!-.now! Is it or isn't it Claribel? It-is. You don't need to say, a word,
I can read it on your face."

"Very well, then there is il(. iîeed it o iîcsua But bcc f ludac

Claribel's a fine girl, and I don't say tliat 1 Nwotuldii't likç o tiny lîci.i If 1 nZ:
thinking about that kind o' thiiîg; still ' (putting lîJsý amni ai ound le ici k > ak
man that would neglect bis iinother, cvel io a wifu, alla duiîîg Ill: (joui> b\- (l
best friend lie bas iii the wvorld. I )uî't y ou w('1) abotlut ilt, l'untl igla ii ,l
an). 1've been thinkiiîg ail of' (laiS ovul 10ii)S an d I 'ii i. WAut uî , lu* ..
nio bargain that >utLs yoi ouli n() t lî So I (L.,iat i1.11tai lii gu) Ici 11 l 'a111\
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