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dishnments, would have done under the
circumstances. I promised I would
be present at the appointed hour; but
if 1 took auy at ail it must be one of
the most subordinate parts-even this
1 feit was a fearfully rashi promise for
me to give-and I must again tlisa-
buse bier of any illusion slhe migbit be
under, tliat I possessed anv musical
capacities, for I really bad none.

'Ali no,' slw said, 'Mr. Hlastingys
cannot convince mie of thiat. The na-
turaill soft tones of bis voice, when
speakinig, forbade the idea that he biad
no voice for singing.'

1 bliisled deeplvat tbis compliment,
wliiclh 1 knew to be so totally unmer-
ited. But wlio of us can be insensible
to flattery, especially when it cornes
f romi the lips of a young, beautifutl and
charming woman ; certainly not J-
not even wvbile 1 feit inyseif to be so
tborouglly undeserving- of it-our self-
pride-and wlio is without a touch of
it 1-is gratifled, and that is sullicient.
So I again repeated myv promise that I
would corne and contrib)ute my humble
share to the general entertainment,
anti I was then suffered to (lelart in
quest of Helen.

I found bier alone in the library.
Shie was writing, at a smiall table in
one corner, and as the morning's suni
flooded the cosy little apartment withi
bis warm and golden effulgence, I
thought that neyer before hiad she ap-
peared more beautiful, s0 like the
Helen of old, as on this glorious
summer nîorning. ler ev ery motion
hiad always been tbe enibodiment of
grace, ease, and quiet dignity ; and
now, althougb eno'aced in onel of the
most ordinary of occupations, ber head
sliglitly inclined over the pai>er upon
whicb. ber eyes wvere intent, and rest-
ing ligbtly on bier lef t band, supported
by bier elbow, 1 tbou ght bier the very
personification of grace itself. I was
treading, upon dangerous grouind, anti
I knew it ; but 1 could no more bave
contended with the ernotions wbich.
she at tbat moment inspired me thanl
Could one of bier fabled victims of old

have witbstood the wiles of the Siren.
She looked tup with one of her old

srniles, and said,
'I1 arn writing to Alice Lea ; you of

course rememnber lier?'
Oh yes,' I replied, seating niyself

at a window, the furthest from lier;
'l remember lier well. But it is 80

long ago since I have seen bier, that I
doubt if 1 sbould know bier now.'

'I 1bardly think you would,' said
Helen, 'she bas altered s0 grreatly. She
is as biandsome as ever, thougb, and
just as fill of fun. And sbie is like
myseif (with a rnost becoming blusb),
still a spinster.'

-'That is certainly, to tbe great dis-
credit of sorne one,' I observed witb. a
laugli

'Whom dIo you mean, qaid Helen
witbi a roguish. twinkle of the eye,
Alice or myself

'Wby, I-I miean Alice,' 1 stamn-
mered, blusbing to the very roots of
my b air. But fearing, this reply rnigbt
seem somewhat iw. polite, I added, with
as gallarit an air as I could assume ;
' of course I intended to include Miss
Mowbray.'

'low polite you bave grown,' she
laugbied. ' You used to cali me Hlelen.'

I neyer yet did pay, or try to pay,
a compliment, or to say wbiat by a
violent stretchi of courtesy mnight be
called a gailant tbing to the fair sex,
witbout imrnediately falling into such.
a state of embarrassment, that I beart-
ily wishied tbe words iunsaid. The
polite tbings I biad said to the supposed
Miss ýIorley were uttered under the
most exceptional circumstances, when
1 was resl)onsible neither for my words
nor my actions.

Helen's last remark ratber added to
my embarrassment, but 1 managed to
reply witb) a laugb

Oh yes ; but tbat was verv long
ago.'

'But not so longr ago tbat I make it
an excuse to caîl you, Mr. Hastings,'
shie remarked witb a smile.

The charming ease and old time
heartiness of Helen's manner were not
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