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polishi on both. And Miss Augulsta it for some time."e
noticed ail this, and of course lier littie "(Indeed! Why stich an ideaj neyer
lieart wvas in a flutter. entered my'llead, I'm, sure, Mr. Pimple;

She feit a premonition that lier des.iny aithlougli I always, had a very grood opin-
w. nar. -I liaven't the slin'htest doubtino oImsr.
thtit -%vas. It is certain, at leàst, that And Miss Auigusta blushied etnd looked

Mr. Socrates (Pimple wvas nerur; for the simple.%
next minute lie rang tlie bell. I think Mr. Pimple began to look wvild. Hle
lie must bave been very niervous, for Iî thoulit that there nmst be some
am. sure the bell fairly trembled with luis mis understanding. le did,.i't know liow
toucli. or Nvhy. lie said as inucli.

Miss Auiguista opened the door, and Mr. ciYou don't irnderstand me, I fear, Miss
Pimple said "1g-ood evening," and then fol- Snt.
lowed the chiarming .Augusta into the par She bluslled again, while lier be-autifful
lour. eyes twinkled knowingly, and one littie

Hie remarked that the weatlier -%vas fairylike foot beat tirne to the throbbing
rather wvarmn; and Miss Augusta agreed of lier tender lieart, as she answered:
with hàm, taking lis hiat and handing him "cWliy, y-e-e-s, I think I do, Mr. Pim-
a chair, pie. You wvished to make a proposai

".And how is your daugliter ?" asked of-"
Miss Auîgusta. IlCertainly, I -%islied to propose, but I

111Emily is quite well, I thauk you," lie feared that-"-2
answered. 1-You feared," said Miss Augusta,

III do pity the poor dear girl," Augusta sriling lovingly upon lier visitor. "H1ow
said. , bshfuil lie £s !" aside.

"lYes; I propose to sendhler to schooi.' "Why, yes; for I did not knoW how
"lTo a boarding-sdhool, Mr. Pixuple T" you miglit take it 1"
IPYerls i oldh oo ln "Coild you notegûess?" Miss Augusta

los asli wi toul e go opln asked, iaying lier hiand tenderly upon his
t5 coat sleeve, and looking up into his face

"lYes, sb'- is quite anxious." so affectionately.
IlAnd you wvil1 make prep)arations im- There is no telling wliat miglit have

mediately. If she oniy had a mother followed if Miss Augta's maid liad not
now. Oh, M1I- Pimple, you can nlever put lier head in at thie door just at tliat
umderstand a mother's influence i l minute:
family." cOMs mt!tecw si h

Il hy dn'tkli-%," rone- Pler" garden eatin' up ail the cabbag(,es !"
marked. III had aý mother on-"That satdthe pair immediately. Mr.

IlYes, certainly. But it kt different Pimple wvent out to help Miss Auigusta
with girls fromn boys: they naturally look and the maid to get the cows back into
more to their father." tlie pasture. It took them. some time,

"lWell, aleie! I"Mr Pimple was but they succeeded at iast, and tIen re-
getting tired of the subject. "I came turned to the house.
here, Miss Smith, to-mnake a proposa- It is handy to have a man about the
ahem, ah "-2 house, especially a farmi house, and' Miss

"Ah, indeed 1" Auigusta liad to confess it to herself.
Miss Augusta's eyes giistened. Her Returning to tlie parlour, Mr. Pimple

hosomn Ileaved like -tnto the roling ocean. seated himse'lf upon the sofa, and Miss
lier breath came short and quick. Shle August took a seat beside Ilim.
feit that the time had corne. IlWhiat was it you were saying wheii

"lWly, you know, Mr. Pùnpie, that 1 we ivere iterrupted? m1,aked that lady,
-that is--weil, ah, this lias taken 'ne looking,, up into Mr. Pimple's face so in-
quiite by surprise. nocently.

"lYes," Mr. Pimple renîarked, III sulp-, "cWhy, Miss Smithi," Mr. Pim-ple be-
posed it would. Thougli I've thouzglt of glean, Ilyou knowv your farm. udj oins mine


