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horechair sofa with her legn corversd
by a shawl,

IDaddy Jim strolled down the path
a little way juut to pass the time. IHe
was disappointed that the little "un
whould have selected to take her nap
just then, but it was good for her, no
doubt. Yery like it was—bhut it wan
lonesome here In the fAedd without
her, He rauntersd on, switching at
the hecdge, and whistling. Presently
the sudden turn in the puth, describec
hefore, brought him in sight of the
high road, and the stile leading to it.
Anid who might that be aitting on the
ntile? A buxom girl in a bright blue
dress, with reddish bhair much frizzled,
and & very fine hat indeed; a hat with
as. many ribhoos, and Howers, and
ferthers, 2a eould powsibly be piled
on it. The young woman's whole
“get np” was so rmart, and the differ-
ence hetween it and her ordioary
week«lay attire so great, that it was
not until he was quite clese to her
that Jim recognised Annie Davis, the
blacksmith's niece, who had recently
come to live in the willage.

“{iood Arternoon,” cbeerved Jim,
pausing with a nod and grin of greet-
ing.

“Nice -day, Mr Neorriv,” repiied
Annie,

Jim looked up at the sky, then at
the femthers In Annie's hat, and then,
casually, at the face bheneath it—a
pleasant face enough, snub-nosed, red-

vheeked. freckled. with bright
rather bold blue eyes. The eyes had
pink rims to them to-day, thongh,

and the sandy lashes stuck together;
Anitie Davis had been erying,

Jim realised the fact by slow de-
grees, and alzo observed that the girl,
though she had responded to his greet-
ing, did not seem to care to pursue the
conversation, cantinuing to drum on
the step of the stile with her foot, and
to gaze disconsolately down the road.

A smile erept gradually over his
face. He opened his mouth as thongh
to  speak, shat it again. and then
winked to himself. He was thinking
of making a joke, and a joke wns no
light matter to him, and could not be
undertaken without due preparation.
He had very munearly got it now,
though.

A tear welled up in the corner of
Annie’s eye. aud rolled slowly down
her round red cheek.

“Hasn't he coom ?*” asked Jim, ready
at last and grinning with gilee.

“Who?" queried Annie, pettishly.

“Why, him. Him as yo're lookin’
out fur.”

Now, as it happened. he hadn't
come, and Annie had good eause to
fear that he had no intention of com-
ing. Annie had had a quarrel with
him on the Sunday before, and she
bad anucunced her intention of “giv-
ing over keeping company” with him,
parting from him, indeed, with the
assurance that he needn’t ever come
asking her to go out again, for she
had walked her last with him.
Nevertheless, when the end of the
week came she had cooled down a good
deal. and was, in fact, quite ready
to forgive her swain when he came,
as she expected,
restored to favour,
$he had taken up her position on
the stile, which commanded a good
view of the road usually taken by
Sunday couples, and had there waited
for the young man waited first
smilingly, then anxiously, then furi-
ously. theun despairingly. Jim’s jocu-
lar query was the last drop in an
already full cup: Annie began to sob
in good earnest.

Jim could not leave off smiling all
4t once, partly because he was so
enchanted to find that his surmise
was correct, and partly because he
thought he had said a very funny
thing! But presently he began to feel
sorry for the girl. He leaned against
the fence and loocked at her com-
prassionately, .

“1f I wur yo' I'd give ower,” he
remarked, “I  would, fur sure.
Theer’s & mony lads i’ the parish.”

The corners of Annie’'s mouth be-
gan to up, aod she gave her
head a little tosa,

“Well," she said coquettishly, “an”
who said theer was na?”’

Jim was nonplussed for a moment,
quickness of repartee not being ‘his
stroog point. But after pushiog back
his hat, and seratchiog his head—
processzes which always seemed to

brighten his inteilect—he observed;

“A mon 'ud think to see yo® as theer
wur but one lad i' th* place, ar" he
wur a bad 'un.” .

Annie began to laugh, lond and
long, after the manner of young per-
sopas of her standing: and  Jim,
charmed at his own brilliancy, joined
ber. Their mirth was at its height,

toc be once more-

when & touple ohme muontering down
the road, at sight of whom the girl

suddenly changed her note. It was
no other than ber own rticular
young man, who now strolled leisurely

past, arm-in-amn with her most ape-
cial enemy. On they came, talking
very eagerly, and jaughing a great
deal. The young man exceedingly
affectionate to the new love, aa, with
the corner of hie eve, he eanght sight
af the blire draperies of the old, flut-
tering behind the hedge: the maiden
coy and witly. Jim meanwhile wan
#till cheerfully ehuckling.

“Eh, a body ‘ud think as he wur a
bad 'un?™ he repeated, quite uncon-
acious of the proximity of the person
in guestion.

“An" they think reet,” cried Annie.
with flashing eyea, He was actually
paxging withont a gign of recognition.
“Hut an yvo' were sayin', theer's mony
a lad i’ th® parish™

“Theer in” agreed Jim, “an' good
uns too. Eh. a lase same as yo' has
no need to tuk up wi' wastrils

The couple were out of hearing
now, but one or %woe more were
approaching, and Annie, whose blood
was up, determined to prove to all
her acquaintanees that she was not
flenressed by her lover's desartion.

“Theer’s vor'sel’ to start wi', Mester
Narris,” she =aid, her rosy rcheek
dimpling, and her snub-nose cocking
itself knowingly =as she smiled.

“Well,” said Jim. “That is a good
unt*

“Wunnot yo' set down a bit? in-
qnired Annie. “Theer's lots o' mom,
an' settin’s as cheap as standin'”

The step was rather narrow for
two, but with a good deal of giggling
they managed to balance themselves.

Tt was very pleasant there; snnny
and warm, with the scent of the
clover strong in their nostrils. and
the breeze rustling through the tall
green wheat. Jim sat placidly beaide
Annie, listening to her rollicking
talk and laughter, and putting in an
necasional nonosyllable. The neigh-
bours. passing by, stared and nudged
ench other, and made smiling half-
audible comments.

“So thot’s it, i= it?" “Well. he is
but a young chap.” “Jim's in lnck,”
and so forth.

Jin fidgetted with his stick, and
looked over their heads, and now and
then drew a long stalk of grass from
the rank growth beneath the hedge.
and chewed it.

But br-and-bye, the sound of a well-
known voice coming from the opposite
direction made him start. What should
come rolling round the hedge but the
portly figure of Daddy Jack!

“Haullo.” said Jim, tumbling off the
stite, and looking rather foolish.

Jack pnused. took a long frowning
survey of Annie, and advanced more
rapidly,
~*Art thon commin® to thy tay?” he
enquired. ar soon as he was near
enough.

“Is it rendy?""

“T= it ready? 1 should think it wor
ready, an’ it gome five. What han yo'
ngate here?” .

“Eh. nought to sprak on.”

“Well, then, coom on wi’ thee. Th*
missns conld ma  think whativer'd
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“Annie Duvin, I b'lieve™

“Thou eannot kay fur sure, [ »'pose.
Well, hoo's no Iwaity as how ik

“Hoo's reet enough,” retorted Jim,
the apirit of opposition roused within
him hy hin father-in-law's tope.
nxl arternoon, Annie,™ he called,
noalding over his shoulder.

“iowd day to yo', Mester Norris, an'
thank xo' fur your company,™

Daddy Juck and Duddy Jim marched
off, each for the flrst time in their
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“Iheer worn't nobbut oue wench,™
reptienl diem anolisiy.

“Nobbut ome!  AnT thot's enough,
sure.  Thou does na reckon to coort
Laeor nar at u time?®

“Well, an® what if I wur settin® o' a
utile wi' m weneh ™

“Well, thot's what 1 sav;
coupiny-keepin'”

“1 wonnot way whether |
not” eried Jim angrily, “but
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simple lives on bad termis with the
other, Jack, indignant at what he
took to be a slight to Maggie's mem-
mory, Jim. furious at his injustice,
but determined not to be put upon.
They walked on in silence ut first. but
the elder man presently paused, prod-
dirg the soft earth with his stick.

Jim went on, without turning his
head.

“Hoy!™ shouted Daddy Jack. “Coom
back ‘ere, I want ’ee.” s son-in-law
vetraced his steps.

“Thou’s started company-keepin’, 1
see” said Jack.

“Who says thot?” growled Jim, bor-
rowing a leaf from Annie’s hook.

“l say't. What art thou settin' o’
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My word. Jim, I'll burge if U've a
wiml to, I tell thee T'm not the mon
to start countin’ my words at this tim -
o' th” day. Nay, I see how it is wi'
thee,  Thow eares nought for our Mag-
i, nor our Maggie's folks. Thou's
tukken up wi' yon ill-faronred inipu-
dent luss o' Davis’, an' thou thinks
to set he ' our Maggie’s plure. But |
tell 'ee, my lad, thou needs na think
i' fetehin’ her up ¢’ our house. Hoo's
Wa pluce theer, an' thow’s ha’ no pluce
theer if thou goes courtin’ other
wenches,  Thou con pack up, bug and
hagizage, an’ tak' thysel' soomwher
else. We dunnot want Annie Davis
vhup up yonder—we'n mobibut kep'
thee fur bein’ our Maggie’s husbanid,

“Well, an’ if yo' huve kep' me yo
hanuot kep' me for nought,” put in
Tim, all his pride in arms. “I've wark-
ed "ard, and addied my mate if iver a
mon did, Lut 1'll net be behowiden
to no one. T con soon find some littl:
ook as ‘ull do fur Curly an' me.”

“Curly!™  cried  the  grondfather,
“Eh, ilid iver n body ‘sich a thing!
Thou's thinkin' to tak’ Curly off us!
Nay, niy, we're noan sich fools a3 to
let her go. Thot can g if thou con-
not lo wi' eut thy eoortin’s an’ eom-
pany-keepin's—but we's keep th* little
weneh,”

Jitm rolled his head from side to
side and snorted.

“We'll wee thot.
Cuoom!
no™"

“Are, hoo is thy wench reet enough,
but hoo’s Mapgie's wench too, when
wll's snid an' done, and Mugrgie wur

Hoo’s iy wench.
Dost thon reckon hoo iz or

fmine, th' only chilil 1 iver Juul.
Eh. wmy wonl it sevink  as
twere  nobbut t° other day ax
var  Maggie  were  trottin® | abaut

Just snme an th tittle un yowder, Ab”
e adhled in a softencd tone, 1 like ny
it 1 eould wew her now—in o little yal-
ler drexs oo hod, an' lier white pinny
all full of lowers, How wan allus fair
mad nbout Hewers*

Jitn bepnn to walk on, slowly, with
his hend n little bent. Juck foliowed,
talking half to himnself.

“An hov'd coom runnin’ to ymeet 1ne
just the sume aa Curly might do now,



