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JOSCELYN CHESHIRE - i

a saddle, and I’m not honmg to wear a
- shroud. > e A

- Joscelyn leaned down and catchmg the'
~ handle, lifted the basket to the pommel
—-of her saddle

‘“ T will not see you make
yourself ill in this way. Were there no

~other servants to spare you this exertion 7
' 'You are all out of breath.”’ |

A curious light came 1nto the old lady’s

eyes as she saw the glrl steady the basket
but she checked the words

that had sprung to her lips, and trudged
slowly along, the riders holding back: thelr '
 horses to keep beside her. -

~ ““ What have you two been plottmg to-

in front of her;

gether this afternoon ¢’ she asked, look-

- Ing from one to the other with the pleas-
ure age often
youth and beauty.

finds 1n _contemplatmg

Erell it Have we the appearance of dark con-

_Spuatms T laughed Joscelyn.
*‘ Nay, you both look sweet and inno- |

cent enough; but somehow I’m always

-glvmg that Bible verse a twist and readmg*

“ Where two or three Tories are gath-

| eled together, thele 1S the devil in their

‘midst.. '

JEFI =)

““ You should not twist yom Scuptule

~ Mistress Strudwick.”’ .
‘¢ Mayhap not, but sometlmes it makes

an uncommon good hit.’ |
““ Well, you have been wrong to-day
Two Loyahsts have been congregated to-

gether; but Cupid, rather than the de\fll :
~has been our co-conspirator.’’ S
It was sweethearts yo'u were

¢ Go !
discussing ? - Tell me now, was it your

match or Maly S yfou were alrangmgP

~ There 1s nothing pleases me like a wed

dlng

Sl thought you took no interest in mat-
ters concerning King George’s subjects.’’

s ng George has naught to do with

_the Woomg of our maids, and love is love
~ whether it be Redcoat or Contmental ”;_ |
replied the old matchmaker. |
_ <1 verily: believe
you’d like to.know the Coultshlp of Satan
" himself, provided he had one. |
e IVIayhap, mayhapj” puffed the old
: lady. ‘I haven’ t much of a prophet’s
eye; but I' see things of to-day plain

]oscelyn laughed.

laughed Joscelyn.

basket.

herself in so bad a cause; rather do I want

her to live and repent of her mistakes, that
she herself may not be the ﬁl%t to Solvef '
that riddle of the devil’s wooing.’”  And,
~ kissing their hands jauntily to the old .
woman, the two gulb rode away into the . =

: pur ple tw1hght

enough, and I know that you are a pair
“of uncommon pretty girls, and are like to
have many a beau on your string; but
when mauymg time comes take an old
~woman’s advice and choose a man who is
hale” and hearty, for as sure as you ‘are

born love flies out of the healt when

- indigestion enters the stomach.’ _
““ Truly, Mistress btrudwmk you are

better than ¢ Poor Richard’s Almanac,’ 2

J’ve seen it tried.

@ he my dear,

_Courtsh1p is the ﬁnest thing in the world,
but after the wedding love s largely a
.questlon of good cooking; and although{
you two are rank ‘Tories; and so deserve
“any punishment the fates mlght send you,

still I’d be glad, because of your comely
looks, to see you escape your deéserts.
But hele we are at my gate. 1. wonder

“what the town will say, Joscelyn, when
they hear that you, lory that you call
yourself, brought a basket of wool for
"(,ontmental socks hom Amanda Blyce St
‘to my door.’ - '
= Ithe gul s face flamed w1th a sudden
._heat ‘Then she said with that beautiful
'coultesy that oldel folks found SO Chalm—
o inoes '

““ Tt was not for the Contmentalb, but_ "

for my good nelghbor that 1 blought the

I am not minded to see her kill

- “¢ Bless: her:

tongue"’
her hand after them.

That mght I\/Ialy cued heﬁself to. sleep _
over her shattered hopes and in the pri-. &
vacy of a white-curtained room Joscelyn." .
_read a]oud the letter to her whom FEustace
- had in mind when he thought of the wel-

come of shy eyes and clinging white hands.

dieams

bonny face and qulck__i.']"" '.': o
the old woman (:ued wavmgr o

~ And Betty fell asleep with the letter under
her cheek, and all the soft June night was
filled w1th ﬂlttmg Cadenceq and starry |
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