
"11 re^'ard in his
-' in tlit.irs()(ict\-.

>• (lid. Hilt the
'• <X'rt;iiii iiiulf

t". lie had Ixjc-n

•ps towards that
>'Iht outwardly
^^ithin hinisfir.'i

lie never talked
littered wolully.

about it ; I, lit.

lagery, and the
cnt.

> not at all like

loiight her one

irnest, resjjcct-

'-"Klish history

^ politics with
K'h as any man
[ohn Seymour
ling history or
1 lier in some
vas all to him,
one side, and
'l^le, and that

jJearly white-
golden curls,

rful creature,

'ery awkward
coarse, behe-

'

; his hands
and stumpy.
iself growing

ryl Kthridge.

lie felt an
•h he sjjoke
oo divine to

i up to her
smile come
shed famili-

'ere a mere
tan himself

#
FAf T.is'n IS' i.ovh:. 11

"
1 didn't know he was sut h a puppy '' said John to himself, as

he stood in a sort of angry bashfulness, envying the man that was so

familiar with that lo\eliness.

All '. John, John I You wouldn't for the world have told to man
or woman what a fool you wi-re at that moment.

'* What a fool I am .'"' was his mental commentary : "just as if it

was anything to me." And he turned atid walked to the other end
of the \eranda.

'•
1 think you've hooked another fish, Lillie, " said Helle Trevurs,

in the ear of the little divinity.

"Who ?"

"Why! that .Seymour there, at the end of the veranda. He is

looking at you. do you know? He is rich. vi;ry rich, ;uul of an old

family. Didn't you see how he started and looked after you when
you came \\\) on the veranda?"

"Oh ! 1 saw him plain enough," said the divinity, with one of her

unconscicnis, baby like smiles.

" What are you ladies talking ? ' said Carry! Kthridge.
" Oh, secrets !"' said iJelle 'I'revors. "You are very i)resimiing,

sir, to in(|uire."

" Mr. I'Uhridge," said Lillie Klli.s, "don't you think it would be

nice to j)romenade?"

This was said with such a i)retty coolness, such a (|uiet composure
as showed Miss I.illie to be (|uile mistress of the situation ; there was,

of course, no sort of design in it.

Kthridge offered his arm at once ; and the two sauntered to the

end of the veranda, where ]ohn Seymour was standing.

'{'he blood rushed in hot currents over him, and he could hear the

beating of his heart : he telt somehow as if the hour of his tate was
coming. He had a wild desire to retreat, and put it off. He looked
over the end of the veranda, with some vague itlea of leaping it ; but,

alas ! it was ten feet above ground, and a lover's leap would have
only ticketed him as f)ut of his head. There was nothing for it but

to meet his destiny like a man.
Carryl came up with the lady on his arm ; and as he stood there

for a moment, in the coolest, most indifferent tone in the world,

said, "Oh! by the by, Miss l^Uis, let me present my friend, Mr.
Seymour.''

The die was cast.

John's face burned like fire ; he muttered sometliing about "being
ha])[)y to make Miss l'".llis's ac(|uaiiitance," looking all the time as if

lie would be glad to jump over the railing, ox take wings and fly, to

get rid of the happiness.

Miss Isllis was a belle by ])rofessIon, and she understood her busi-

ness perfectly, In nc.itliing did she show herself master of her
craft, more than in the adroitness with which she could sooth the
bashful pangs f.f new votaries, and place them on an easy footing
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