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pleasant place, smoky, grimy, and unh y, aÊd the
people, as far as I have met them, may be substantial
enough, but they are dreadfully tiresome and uninterest-
ing. I don't mean you, Tom,' F-be adds, seeing him glare

down upon her in angrf astonishment.
I am much obliged, I am sure, that you make an ex. 21

ception in my favour, but 1 cannot take credit myself at
the expense of my mother and Louise!

" Oh 1 1 like Louise.'
9 And not my mother, I infýrr
« No.'
Mary had not intended to tell him this point-blank,

but he had taken such a. line with her for not 'ür.ng
Tjimetôn that she felt indignant, and not inclined to, mi ce

the facts at aU. The result was wbat may have been ex.
pected: Tom stalked on in solemn silence, while fibe,
full of resentment, held her little head very much in the
air.

When they arrived at the house, Louise saw, not'th-
standing Mary's unusual animation, that something had

pne wrong between them, but chose the wise part of IÎ
silence. Mrs. Cowell saw noth but that her son was Jnot much in love, as she feared e would be, with Mary, ÏShe had not found the latter as tractable as she had hoped
in the -- way of imitating Louise, and had discovered that
she had not that admmiration of frugality and thri& that
befitted the future wife of her son; therefore she was-
contented to see that Bon% cool politeness to Mary, whieh
she took as a proof that he was not likely to lie led away

by her caprices.
The next morning Tom joined Mary in the- garden, and

« Under the impression that you would like eton, I
had written about a place here I wanted to buy, but û=

what you sai*d last night I conelude that any plan of that
sort ii useless!

'Wte useless' nid Mary decidedly; « and I re&Uy


