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place, th.it he had a secret, h.ishliil ^eUdeprcciatioii in regard t(» his

power of |»leasiiig women, which made him ill at ease in their society.

Not that he (Ud not iiKan to marry, lie (ert.iinly did. lUit the

fair i)ein;.( that he was to marry was a distant idi'al. a certain unde-

fmed and (loud-like creature; and, u|) to this tinu', he had been
waitinj^' to meet her, without takinj; any dehnite steps towards that

end. To say the truth. John Seymour, like many other (jutwardly

st)lid, soberminded, respectable ( iti/.ens, had deep within himself a

little private bit of romance. He » ould not utter it, he ne\er talked

it ; he would have blushed and stammered and stuttered wolully.

and made a verj poor figure, in trying to tell any one about it ; but,

nevertheless it was there, a se( hided ( hamber of imagery, and the

future Mrs. John Seymour formed its principal ornament.

The wife that John had imaged, his <//vvj'/-'/-wife, was not at all like

his sister ; though he loved his sister heartily, and thought her (jne

of the best and noblest women that could ])ossil)ly be.

Hut his sister was .all plain prose, good, strong, earnest, resj)ect-

able prose, it is true, but yet prose. lie could read Isnglish history

with her, talk ac:counts and business with her, tliscuss politics with

her, and valued her opinions on all these topics as much as any man
of his ac(iuaintance. P>ut, with the visionary Mrs. Jcjhn Seymour
aforesaid, he never seemed to himself to be either reading history or

settling accounts, or talking politics ; he was off with her in some
sort of enchanted cloudkind of happiness, where she was all to him,

and he to her, a sort of rapture oi ]jrotective love on one side, and
of confiding devotion on the other, (piite ine.xj^ressible, and that

John would not have talked of for the world.

So when he saw this distant vision of airy gauzes, of pearly white-

ness, of sea-shell pink, of infantine smiles, and waving, golden curls,

he stood uj) with a shy desire to ap])roach the wonderful creature,

and yet with a sort of embarrassed feeling of being very awkward
and clumsy. He felt, somehow, as if he were a great, coarse, behe-

moth ; his arms seemed to him awkward appendages ; his hand.s

sudden l\- appeared to him rough, and his fuigers swelled and stumpy.

When hethiOught of asking an introduction, he felt himself growing

very hot, and blushing to the roots of his hair.

"Want to be introduced to her, Seymour?" said Carryl Kthridge.

"I'll trot you uj). 1 know her.''

" No, thank you.'' said John, slittl). In his heart he felt an
absurd anger at C'arryl tor the easy, assured way in which he spoke

of the sacred creature who seemed to him something too divine to

be lightly talked of. Ind then he saw Carryl marching up to her

with his air of easy assurance. He saw ihe bewitching smile come
over that fair, llowery face ; he saw Carryl, with unabashed famili-

arity, take her fan out of her Jiand, look at it as if it were a mere
common, earthly fan, toss it about, and pretend to fan himself

w ith it.


