
WILFRID'S DIPLOMACY la

"I wish I'd had a dozen bouquets, that's all!" cried

Wilfrid. " She deserved them."
'' Has she sentiment for what she sings ? or is it only

faculty ? " Cornelia put it to Mr. Sumner.
That gentleman faintly defended the stranger for the in-

trusion of the bumpkin tune. *' She did it so well !

" ho
said.

"I complain that she did it ^oo well," uttered Cornelia,

whose use of emphasis customarily implied that the argu-

ment remained with her.

Talking in this manner, and leisurely marching home-
ward, they were startled to hear Mr. Pericles, who had
wrapped himself impenetrably in the bear, burst from his

cogitation suddenly to cry out, in his harshest foreign

accent :
" Yeaz ! " And thereupon he threw open the folds,

and laid out a forefinger, and delivered himself: "I am
made my mind ! I send her abroad to ze Academic for one,

two, tree year. She shall be instructed as was not before.

Zen a noise at La Scala. No— Paris ! No— London

!

She shall astonish London fairst.— Yez ! if I take a thea-

tre! Yez! if I buy a newspaper! Yez! if 1 pay feefty-

sossand pound !

"

His singular outlandish vehemence, and the sweeping
grandeur of a determination that lightly assumed the cor-

ruptibility of our Press, sent a smile circling among the

ladies and gentlemen. The youth who had wished to throw
the fair unknown a dozen bouquets, caught himself frown-
ing at this brilliant prospect for her, which was to give him
his opportunity.
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The next morning there were many "tra-las " and "tum-
te-tums " over the family breakfast-table ; a constant hum-
ming and crying, '* 1 have it; " and after two or throe bars,

baffled pauses and confusion of mind. Mr. Perioles was
almost abusive at the impotent efforts of the sisters io revive


