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quitted school. Outwardly they were act unlike other
young ladies with wits alert. They were at the commence-
ment of their labours on this night of the expedition when
they were fated to meet something greatly confusing to

them.

CHAPTER II

THE EXPEDITION BY MOONLIGHT

Half of a rosy mounting full moon was on the verge of

the East as the ladies, with attendant cavaliers, passed,

humming softly, through the garden-gates. Arabella had,

by right of birth, made claim to Mr. Pericles : not without
an unwontedly fretful remonstrance from Cornelia, who said,
" My dear, ycu must allow that I have some talent for draw-
ing men out."

And Arabella replied: "Certainly, dear, you have; and
I think I have some too."

The gentle altercation lasted half-an-hour, but they got
no farther than this. Mr. Pericles was either hopeless of
proteciiing himself from such shrewd assailants, or indiffer-

ent to their attacks, for all his defensive measures were
against the cold. He was muffled in a superbly-mounted
bearskin, which came up so closely about his ears that

Arabella had to repeat to him all her questions, and as it

were force a \/ay for her voice through the hide. This was
provoking, since it not only stemmed the natural flow of

conversation, but prevented her imagination from decorat-

ing the reminiscence of it subsequently (which was her pro-

found secret pleasure), besides letting in the outer world
upon her. Take it as an axiom, when you utter a senti-

mentalism, that more than one pair of ears makes a cynical

critic. A sentimentalism requires secresy. 1 can enjoy it,

and shall treat it respectfully if you will confide it to me
alone ; but I and my friends must laugh at it outright.

"Does there not seem a soul in the moonlight?" for

instance. Arabella, after a rapturous glance at the rory

orb, put it to Mr. Pericles, in subdued impressive tuues.


