
Biddy-A bit of (Jourtship. Ot

I dare say I looked as pale as a,
ghost; 1 feit, of ail things, most in-
elined to burst into tours. Biddy-
1 could sec it by the sînifing calminess
ofhler face-had no idea of the agony
that was inaking me dumb.

Tell me to-morrow,' if you ean't
recolleet now, what it was you wanted
to say to nie,' said l3iddy. She held
out to me lier lrnd again, and I took
it in mine, trying to hold it so that
she might now feel how mine tremi-
bled.

Biddy,' I caid, ' it is not that I
can't recolleet whiat 1 want to say to
you; but that I have not cour.tge-
enougli to say it.'

'Oh, well, if it's anything you are
afraid to say, don't say it-for it
.Miglit frighten me to hear it,' said
Biddy, laughing.

' No, ne,' 1 sid; 'but---but, Ilid-
d y, I love you.'

'Do you?' she said.
Indeed-itdeed I do, Biddy,' i

said.
'llow very strange,' said ?Biddy.
Strange, Biddy ?' I said.
Yes, Said she ; ' for it is wvhat

everybody says te, nie.'
'Do they, iBiddy ?' I said.
'Yes,' she said ; 'and isn't tluat

ve.y strangpe?,
I don't think se, Biddy,' 1 ,:aid,

,while a sort of trémor ran ail over
me, and the cold sweat burst froin
the -roots of my hair.

'Don't you ?' she said.
'Well, lFin sure I don't immd thcir

saying it, if they like,' shée said; it
does not do me any harmj.'

'No harm,' I said.
'None that 1 L-now of' said Biddy.
'Nor any good, ]3iddy,' I said,

with a lump in my throat growing
bigger and bigger every moment.

' What good should it do me ?'
said, Biddy.

Words again ivent away frorn nue
a1together. -If ail the gold froni ail
the -digg*ngs in Oalifornia bad been
o#ered me for au answor at that mnô.

ment, I could not have given oee;
and the more I tried te miake an ans-
wcr, the more I could net speak or do
anything but tbink of-I don't know
what harni that might happen to Bid-
dy, from. everybody telling hier they
loved lier. And the lumup ini nuy
throat was choking, me so, t yt we
Biddy once more said, 1 Good-by,' I
eould hardly say, ' Good-by, Biddy,'
in return.

It was littie that 1 slcpt that night
-I don't think 1 slept at ail that
nighlt, nor m any nights after it. The
idea of' anybody being in love with
Biddy besides inyseif was a torment
toe e; and it did nie ne good to
think that it ivas as natural for others
to love as it was for nie to do so. But
mny greatest nuiisery ivas iii tliinkitig,
that, while 1 liad been tonguc-tied,
others had told lier that they loved
lier; and it ncarly miade iny hecart die
ivithin me to think what answcr Bid
dy might have piven te, one of those.

I fretted, and thought, and watch-
cd for weeks and wceks; but Biddy
was always the sanîe-always cheer-
fui, uncoinstrained, and kind. I Look
heurt again, and, once more, toid hcr
I loved lier, and asked her to be zny
wife. 1 ouly know that she said yes,
and that Biddy could neyer have
given herseif to bc the wife of a man
whom she did not love. ' Biddy, I
said, 1 muny have told you that they
loved you,-'

I told you se,' she cried; inmy
father, nother, sisters, everybody.'

1Oh! theceonîfort of those wvords!
And the niystcry, that Biddy should
speak tlienu witlîout knowing the load
of lîuppinezs they would carry with.
theni into nmy heart.

While I 'lave been wvriting, Biddy
lias been sit'ing near nie by the fire,
lier baby asleep upon her lap. 1 show
bier what 1 have written, and she
reads it, bending towards the fire-
lighlt. When she bas read to, the end,
she pute up lier mouth te, be kissed;
and as she does se she çncircIès my
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