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money. I know what you'd say ; a handsorne settle- Now whether this with me was a natural gifl, or

ment-a well-secured jointure, and all that. Yes, merely a " way ve have in the army," as the song

yes, I feel it al." says, i shall not pretend to say . but I venture to

"Why, yen, sir, i believe 1 may add, that every affirn that fow men could excel me in the practice i
thing in this respect will answer your expectations." speak of soie five and twenty yea:.s rgo. Fair

Of course ; to be sure. My poor dear Baby ! reader, do pray, if I have the haipiness o' being

hov to do without her, that's the rub. You don't i known to you, deduct them from my age beforcyou

knov, ONalley, what that girl is to me-you can't subtract from my merits.

knov it ; youàll feel it one day though-that you " Wcll, Baby, dear, I have just been speking

w¡ll." about you to papa. Yes dear-don't look so in-

" The devil I sha1l!" said I to myself. credulous-cven of your own sweet self. '«cl, do
"TLe point is, after all, to learn the lady's dispo- you knoiv 1 almost prefer your hair worn that vay ;

sition in th mater " those same silky niasses ook better falin thus
" Ah Charley ! none of this vith me, you sly hcailY->

dog ! You think I don't know you. Why There now, Charley! ah, doent.
watching--that is, I have seen-no, i mean V ve

heard--they-they : people ivill talk, you know. mo

tVry rc sr u, sIivsgîigt e question, and lIC bas refcrred me Io You for an an.
scr. And nw ivil you tel me, in ail fraikness

utat Iis momentthdoor nopen,7y kandoMw a Imd honrsey, your muid on the inatter t a
Bahose sgrc didly pale as o spoke these words

p u t ih e a vily - - --"

Putpin her e waitinc, breakfast. Ah, Charley, then suddenly fluhed up again, but sad not a ord.

"apa, d'e d " Couid perceive, Vyotrvucr, fron lier heaving chet
questioand rc andless sanner, me commou aoi

"Coe in, Baby," said Mr. Blake ; you haven' at no common agitation as

given me my kiss this nin, stirring her bosom. It vas cruelty to be silent, so
give me y kis ths moning . 1 continued-

The lovely girl thrcw her arms around bis neck, o
while her bright and flowing locks fell richly upon " One who loves you well, Baby, bas asked his

his shoulder. I turned rather sulkily away : the own heart the question, and has been ansvered that

thing alvays provokes me. There is as much cold vithout You ie has no chance of happiness; that
selfish cruelty in such coram publico endearments, your bright eyes are to him bluer than the deep sky
as in the luscious display of rich rounds and sirloins above hin ; that your soft voice, your vinning smile
in a chop-house, to the eyes of the starved and pen-is! have taught him that loves,

niless wretch vithout, vho, vith dripping rage and nay, adores you. Then dearest-what pretty fingers
Watering lip, eats imaginary slices, vhile the pains those are ! Ah ! what is this 1 whence came that
of hunger are torturing hitn. emerald 1 I never saw that ring before, Baby."

" There's Tim !" said Mr. Blake, suddenly. aOh, that-" said she, blushing deepiy, "that is
"Tim Cronin ! Tim !" shouted he to-as it seemed a ring the foolish creature Sparks gave me a couple
to me-an imaginary individual outside ; while in of days ago ; but i don't like it-I don't intend to
the eagerness of pursuit, he rushed out of the study, keep it."
banging the door as he vent, and leaving Baby and So saying, she endeavoured to draw it from her
myself to our mutual edification. inger, but in vain..

I should have preferred it being otherwise ; butas " But why, Baby, why take it off 1 Is it to give
the Fates vilied il thus, i took Baby's hand, and led him the plcasure of putting it on again ? There
her to the window. Now there is one feature of my don't get angry ; we must not fall out sureiy.
counitrymen, which, having recognized strongly in c No, Charley, if you are not vexed witlh me-if
myseif, I vould fain proclaim; and vriting, as i you are not-"
do-however little people may suspect me-solely "No, no, my dear Baby; nothing of the kind.
for the sake of a moral, would gladly wvarn the un- Sparks was quite right in not trusting his entire for-
suspecting against. I mean the very decided tenden- tune to my diplomacy; but, at least, he ouglht to
cy to becone the consoler, the confidante of young have told me that he lîad opened the negoliation.
ladies ; seeking out opportunii ies of assuaging their Noiv the question simply is-Do you love hin-or
sorrow, reconciling their afilictions, breaking event-
fui passages to their ears ; not from any inherent cept bim V'
pleasure in the tragic phases of such intercourse, but " Love wbo *I
for the semi-tenderness of manner, that harmless « Love vho 1 wby Sparks; to be sure."
hand-squeezing, that innocent waist-pressing, with- A flash of indignant surprise passed acrosi ber
Out which consolation is but like saimon witbout features, now pale as marble ; ber lips were slight-
lobster-a thing maimed, wanting, and imperfect. ly parted ; ber large full eyes were Oued upon me


