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PAINSTAKING.

CHAPTER I
THE LETTRE.

gt FATHER) I've somcthing to show

b, ¥ou,” said Litle David Ford, sas his
* father came o from. hie day'z labour,
ond seated himsell divectly in front of
the bright wood fre, which was barn-
- ing in the open ﬁru-p‘lnm

*Well, my boy, what is it?"

“ Look here, papa,” said David, holding a
small slate up beloce his father’s face. * What
does that look like? Doesu't it Jook just like
pusay 7"

“Ha! madam pussy, is it?" esid his father
evasively; for be did not like to disappoint his
little son by admitting that he could trace mo
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manner of resemblance between the figure on the
slate and the tabby cat, aslesp on the rug beiore
the fire.

“Yes, said David ezgerly; ¥ don’t vou sos
her four feet, one—two--—three—four ! and don't
you see her nose? "
~ Before Mr. Ford bad time to decide whether

the mark pointed out by David could, by any
stretch of imagination, be supposed to resemble
pusey’a nose, the door wes suddenly vpened, and
two stout boys entered the room.

 Father,” said the elder of the two boys,
“ here is a letter divected to you, which we took
from the post-office to-might. We have been
studying it sll the way home.”

“You surely did not open 1t?" said Mr.
Ford.

“ Oh no, father! Wa would not do such a
thing as that, It was the pulside we sfndied,”
said Iasec,

“It is written by & boy,” sald John, the
younger of the bova; ** that's what excited our
curicsity. It's n boy's handwriting; Dbut we.
ean't meke out the post-merk. Hore is the
lotter.”

“Tt iv from C——" said Mr. Ford, alter le
haid examined it.

“ Then it must be from Cousin William,” said
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John. ‘It is strange that hLe should write tn
father.”

“ What is there strange about it?" inquired
Mr. Ford. -4

“ Why, William ie no older than I am.”

“Don't you think you could write s letter if
you tried 7

“1 sopposa I conld, if T tried hard cnough;

but T should have to take a great deel of paina to
make it logk like that”
_ *“That 18 very trus,” saul Mr. Fornl. " No
boy of eleven can direct a lotter like that without
taking paims to do it. So even the outside of
thie letter tells uz at leset one thing shout your
cousin William'; it informa ue that he is o boy
who ia not alvaid of painstaking. That iz some-
thing in his favour, is it not¥?*

* Yes, sir,” eaid John, blushing & hittle. Per-
hups he thought a cavert reproof for himeelf was
lurking in this commeandation of his cousin.

# If wo have sufficiently digcyssed the ontside
of the letter, we will open it," said Mr,
Ford.

“ Please, father, vead it to us," said Lucy, after
her father had opened the letter,

“ Presently, my dear,” said Mr. Ford.

Lucy Ford, though only fifteen, was A con-
firmed invalid. Her large emsy-chair occnpied
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the coziest cormer of the fire-place, and she waa
now reclining therein, supported by pillows.

1 puppose you &ll want to hear it?"' said Mr.
Ford, after running his eye over the letter. -

* ¥Yes, father,” ¢ried two or three voices at
ONceE.

Y Well, listen then.'

“Dran Usecrr Joay,—~Mother haa received your kind
Tetter, sod wishes me to soswer §& 1 man afraid T shall
makes very awkward work, s T have never wrltton a letter
except o my schoolfallows, Hot I will bry to do my beat,
for I always mean to do what mother wishes, BShe thinks
you are very kind, to offer to lét 1oe live with you this
winter, and go to srhool with Tessc and John; and T think
#0 oo, She mayw I maygo; and I am very glad of it
W havo aot & good echool hers. Bome of the boye have
gone out of town to sohoeol. T almost envied them, T did
uot think I waa going too. I am very glad Indsed ; thongh
I shall ba sarry to leave mother, and Mary, and Lizsde,
Mother says 1 must thenk yeu very much for yoor kiod
offer. I s sore I do thenk o

"1 shall go ona weel from to-roorrow.  Bir. Mason,
mur nearast nefghbour, i going to 17—, and has offered
to take me thers. I we start early, we can got thers by
tet o'clook, —tlwe enongh 10 take the stage, which I sap-
poga will laave me st your howse about darke I shadl try
to ba & good boy, and not give Foo much troobls, Give
my love to Aunt Mary, Lucy, Isasc, John, and little
David—Your affationsts nephew,

WinLLaw Daviosom.™

Mr. Ford had no reason to complain of inat-
tentive auditors while reading this letter.



