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THE WEST SHORE.

MR, l-’M,LILRM"S FROPOSAL.

White and glistening like & m th bridal
veil, the Decrmber adb lay over all the New |
Humpshire hills; dark wti delicate, like the
tracery of lacework, the leafless woods held up
their bllﬁl nst the dazzling winter aky—
and the lev. Peter Palmlead, studying over an
embryo sermon in his own especial sanctum,
glanced up where s blackbird was whistling in

September, 187, .,

always heard that Mr. Palmleal, like most men
ol genius, was an * eccentric,” but had never
teed it before,  **Have you spoken to her?
“Uertainly not | amswersd Mr. Palmleaf.
“(f course | shouldn't think of such a thing
withont seeing you firt." .
“Very strmghtforward of you, I'm sure,
said the farmer. ** But, of course, 1 can have
na objection if Dolly herself is suited. Though,”
and he smote one red-mitted hand upon his

the casement, and thought to himsell what a | koee, “now [ come to think of it, you've never

lovely world the Lord had made.
When, all of & suddes, & shrill voioe eallod
through the entry,
“Peter, the horse is ready.”
“What horse?” saked the ey
leal

“Our horse; to be sure!” said Miss Pauling,
his winter,

“What for?" demanded the parson, staring
through his near-sighte] spectacles at the door.

*To take you to Mr, Darrow’s.”

“Why am | goisg to Mr Darrow's”™ further
(uestioned the man of Lheology.

UWell, I pever!” said Mies Pavlina, bouncing
into the study, with a yellow pocket handker-
chied tied around ber heal and her sleeves rolled
i & businesslike {nshion, up to her olbows,
“Peter, you grow more m-n’v and alsent-
minded every day of your life! Have ﬁ\u
f ten our discussion -;l the beoakinat table!
Why, you are going to Mr, Darrow’s alter a
girl, to be un'.'Fm

YA-girl 1" repeated the I,'nung miniater,
dreamily, rablbing his forehead.  “Oh, 1 do re-
u:: something of the eonversation, A hired

“Youo," nodded the lady briskly. “"She's go-
ing 1o leavg Mr, Darrow’s this morning, because
the family s 0o large and work so heavy, She
oan't ﬁn-f that fault with our establishment, |
guess.  Ask hor how much wages she wants,
and how old ahe is, and sak her if she has an
followers—tall bor a follower is one thing {
can't bolerate, and be sure you bri
aguin with her bundles; as | must

her back
ve her or

some person to belp me before cousin Philinda's
folka come from the city,”
“Bat wa she won't come!” maid the

young min dubdoualy, fitting on the flogers
of his gloves

"Then {ﬂl musl make her come," said Mise
l'mhlm.ll W’A“"'" lulluok after a
certain kettle, which was nouily boiling over,
ot the back of the house. .

Andd thas, charged with his mission, the ey,
Peter 'almleal got into the one hors cutter,

and jingled mernly away,
I:‘.h-mn " ln{nh’u nestled under a hill,

i the protecting shadow of a cluster of ever.
F-I. with & green fonoe in front of i, & red
arn at the rear, and a colony of dovebouss at
the sunny southern
self, & ruddy.faced ly man with a fringe of
white whiskers around his chin, was shoveling
;::;lh pearly masses of suow in front of his

"h';' h-kl Mr lhhr:e:.'lhlnmn |ﬂ'h the
handle o nlp.'l..lll Jogled up o
frovt of hin gate, and then stopped. "ihlm '
Why, it's the minister | Good morning | That
there Senday sermon of yours was & master.
plece. Mo and Squire Seanex "

‘Yo" said Mr. Palmleal, leinurel dl{hm;
sl the horse to the post. Bt | have

ob business this morning
Mr. !‘M-.Irnmp&uu.n » man of

Mz, Darrow him

Mr. den"d the spade in the middle
d‘--ﬂdﬂt e
“De you mean Dally ! he said.
U1 that's her mame—yes,” asserted the min.

seen Dolly,”
“No!" said the minister seronely.
that need make no difference,”
“Jorumalem | again uttered the farmer. It

“ Hut

Me. Palm. || waan't the way 1 used to look at things when |

WAS A young man,

“Tastes differ,” said Mr, Palmleaf, a little im.
patient at this lengthened discussion.

*Oh, of course you can mee her,"” maid Mr.
Darrow. **She's in the dairy, skimming milk.
Dally 1" raising his voice to & wild bellow,
“Here's the Hov, Mr. Palmleal wants to see
you ! There's the door just to the left, sir."”

And, s his near-sighted way, the minister
stumbled into Farmer Darrow's dairy, where a
rony-choeked girl, with jet-black hair, brushed
away from a low, olive-dark brow, and eyves like

pols of sherry wine, was skimming the cream
rom multitudinous milk pans into a huge stone

.

F“\'uuug woman, " said Mr, Palmleaf, turning
his spectacles upon her amazed face, “do you
wan! W engage yoursel(?"

“Sir™ said Dolly, her spoon coming to an
abrupt standstill amid the wrinkly and leathor.
like folds of the cream on a particular

“In other words,” explained Mr, Palmleaf,
do you want & good home?”

“Indeed, nir, | nover thought of such a thing!"
said Dolly all in a flurry.

“How old are you!" questioned Mr, Palm-
leaf.

‘L am eighteen,” said Delly, in some confu.
Elon,

"ihvn;w any followers®”

“Sie?” luttered Dolly.

““Besux, 1 mean,” elaborately explained the
clergyman,

“Of course 1 haven't,” said Dolly, half in-
clined to laugh, half to be angry.

“Then 1 think you'll suit me," said Mr
Palmleal; or, rather my sister. Our family is
uot large; the work is light, and Paolina s a
most considerate mistress.  Get your bundle,”

“My—what!" said Dolly in bewildorment.

“Your clother, 1 am to take you back with
me immediately,” said Mr. Palmleal, *'Pauliva
expoots company. [t ia essential that we obtain
help at onee."

Dolly Darrow looked up with sheeks erimson
like any rose, eyos full of deop brown sparkles,
and lips around which d a perfoct galaxy
ol dinsples,

“Wait & minute, ploase,” said she.

*Certainly,” said Ilr Palmleaf,

And he st down on & wooden stool in the
corner, and foll 1o meditating on the *'thirdly”
of his uncompleted wermon, while Dolly aped:
up stairs, three #leps &t & time.

“Father," oried ahe, fAying into the presonce
of hor parests, “the ministor has mistaken me
for Peslget!™

“Eht” said Mr. Darrow,

“You don't tell me!” said Mrs, Darrow,

““And be wanta to hire me,” maid Dolly, ber

W eyes gloaming with fan,
Qaick

“And 1'm
g ~where's my hat, and shaw! mi":ﬂ-
o

Mrs. Darrow rose up in the majesty of her
black wilk gown and gold watch-chain,
"lbmtb liuruw." sadd .‘I.' "’w'" never
lﬁ\'llf 1o hire as & servant.”

“You, I am,” maid Dolly. “It's better than
privale theatricals. He's s nice and absest.
minded, and Paulios is & jewsl! Ob, make
h;h Iml :;1'1.“ be tired of waiting!"

X y succeeded in ing her point
Fifteen munutes later she had :h mmm.
tor, with a parcel, which Mr, stowed

mugly away under the and minister
drove b«m{uw mmm

— |
Miss Pavlina was in the Kitehen fryfns
sausages for dinner, when ;
with cheeks like carnations, hair !Jn!rn;n“'.'
her face, and the bundle under her arm,
“Here | am, Miss Palmleal," said uhe, “The
hired help, at your service!" v
Miss Panlina w =
“Why, it's Dorothy,” said she « ;
sent Peter after—" A3

“Yee, I know," Dolly Ul
Bridget waa gone, and he me for her,
and he has en me to work here.  Aud b,

Miss Paulina, please don't undeceive him, Be
causo | am a smart little housekeeper, and |
can_help you just as much as an Irish gi
conld. Just give me a trial, that's 51."

Miss Paulina had a shrewd intion of §
joke; her hard features relaxed with -
she stood looking down at the radiant
I.mnntte.

*Well," said she; I don't mind if 1 do."

For one month, Dorothy Darrow officiated s
hired girl at the parsonage. Then alie came to
the clorgyman one day:

“Mr, Palmleaf,” said she, "I am Roing to
leave the place !"

Mr. Palmleal looked in amazement and dis

may.

“I'hope, Dolly," said he, “that neither my
sister nor I have unwittingly offended you !

“No!" said l)ol]ﬂr. patting hor little foot on
the staring greon leaves in the study earpet,
“but, oh.lilri l‘:l;alu!,plmlluu done wrong,
and I earnestly ur on "

“Dally!” eried oﬂ the Reverend Peter, in
mild surprise.

* Because are 8o good and true,” sobbed
thegirl, I am not s hired Fi.rl,lmll
came here for & joke, and 1 can't bear to
I'm de.de-de.ceiving you!"

And Dolly began to ory piteously, behind the
corner of her apron,

“You come here for a joke, eh ¥ waid the
minister,

“Y.yes!" confessed Dolly, bohind her apron
“ Wall, then,”" said the minister, gently

ing her toward him, * ou atay I
ing her | him, “sappose y

*Not a bit " cried Dolly indignastly. '
"D you ke e & likle b
“Dao you like me & g :
“A great deal,” sid Dolly, laughing ssd
blushing,

le object
enough to have i
i:l:ilhut suffering |
ek share o prvians .
:“." e o |
u:d., the more ;!'1.“ ." I




