
ifT"' (

THE HURON SIGNAL. FRIDAY,
nrgU(rt,i I wSpforo#»ssac3ra*l hypa>nfcngi earth than ^wlrofwiag (UC may believe or not,where my two waters

of ymir the hut ha really <^id it. ” _and Mi* Emery were
I cannot think of something By-the-by, Cap- 1, and whitwice, slightly, while look- fire. Mi* Emery was talking very fast,

'«kw* it, and always got
,1* * sunk anfy dinner party. > 

here, take oÊ.ia 
hair, clasp my *• 
:h shoulder—such 
! and stare into tl

smile, always same ;<a
everybody. ! /J >

‘<t wh quite pleased," Mi* Emery 
was wyityh “to notice heer cordially 
Captain Treheme and Mr. Chartstiamet; 
I always understood there wes a sort of a 
—a eoolneea, in short. Very natural. 
As his nephew and next heir after the 
Captain, Sir William might hare done 
more for Mr. Charteris. So people «id,

whichtelle*
i sober gray, that most

the arms shows the- other Oh dear, no, net the ■ 
tion. We were joking a 
orange-blossom Colin had ;
Treharne wanted me to the 
I wad ‘ No, I like the ecei 
to wear a wreath of natural «range flow
ers when I was married.' Upon whief

ad- who, hedoth to be scarlet. died quite as much of
That rendtibabout oar 

ity of fir- 
ivee them

ty what a and awe iking, as they
to apètlltd Our brother-in-law aient w 
having “an office under government!" 
We firmly believe that offioe under 
government would end in the ptedufcr-

did of Ruaian bullets.scarlet Captain Traherne appeared at 
our modest dinner-table. He waa en
gaged to a full-dress party at the camp, 
he said, and must leave immediately

ly ; but
Tour friend be a remarkable

brick ! Excuse the word;

lot, though. Fi 
afford to many.

If you ought to
may do so in ladies'

■hs 'knew

t All

•M* j

mmp

v ■*.,*

BV

HR
’Tis over—the 

can lock myself in 
drew, pull do#n my 
bare anus one on each 
comfortable attitude! 
fire.

There is something peculiar 
fires. Most likely thq quantity 
wood we use for this region give 
that curious aromatic a until. How I love 
fir trees of any sort in any season of the 
year! How I used to delight myself in 
our pine-woods, strolling in and out 
among the holes of the trees so straight, 
strong and unchangeable—grave in 
summer, and green in winter! How I 
have stood listening to the wind in their 
tops, and looking for the fir-con*, won
derful treasures! which they had dropped 
on the soft dry mbssy ground. What 
glorious fun it was to fill my pinafore— 
or in inure dignified days—my black silk 
apron—with fir-cones; to heap a surrep- 
titous store of them in a comer of the 
-chool-riMiui, and bum then»/one by one 
on the top of the fire, ^luw they did 
blase!

I think 1 should almost like to go 
hunting for fir-cones now. It would be 
a great deal more amusing than dinner
parties.

Why did we give this dinner, which 
cost so much time, trouble and money, 
and was so very dull? At least I thought 
so. Why should we always be obliged 
to have a dinner-iiarty when Francis is 
here? As if he could not exist a week at 
Rock mount without other people’s com- 
jiany than ours! It used not to bp so. 
When I was a child, I remember he 
never wanted to go anywhere, or have 
anybody c. rating here! After study was 
over (and papa did not keep him very 
close either?, he cared for nothing ex
cept to saunter about with Penelope. 
What a nuisance those two used to be to 
us younger ones; always sending us out 
of the room on some pretense, or taking 
us long walks and losing us, and then 
crudest of all—keeping us waiting in
definitely for dinner. Always making 
so mucli of one another, and taking no 
notice of us; having little squabbles with 
one another, aim then snubbing us. 
The great 1mire of our lives was that luve- 
affiir of Francis and Penelope; and the 
only consolation we had, Lisabel and I, 
was to plan the wedding, she to settle 
the bridesmaids’ drosses, and I think
ing how grand it would be when all is 
over, and I took the head of the table, 
the warm place in the room, permanently 
Miss Johnston.

Poor Penelope! She is Miss Johnston 
still, and likely to be, for all that I can 
see. I should not wonder if after all, it 
happened in ours as in many families, 
that the youngest is married first.

Lisabel vexed me much to-day; more 
than usual. People will surely begin to 
talk about her; not that I care a pin for 
any gossip, but it's wrong, wrong. A 
girl can’t like two gentlemen so equally 
that she treats them exactly in tile same 
manner—unless it chances to be the 
manner of benevolent indifference. But 
Lisabcl's is not that. Every day I watch 
lier, and say to myself, “She’s surely 
fond of that young man;” which always 
happens to’ be the young man nearest to 
her, whether Captain Treheme or “my 
Colin,” as his mother calls him. What 
a lot of “beaux” our Lisa has had ever 
since she was fourteen, yet not one 
“lover” that ever I heard of—as of course, 
I should, together with her half-dozen 
very jiarticular friends. No one can 
accuse Lis of being of a secretive dispo
sition.

What, am I growing ill natured, and 
to my own sister? a good tempered, 
harmless girl, who makes herself agree
able to everybody, and whom everybody 
litres a vast deal betterTJiXn they do me.

Sometimes, sitting over this tire, with 
the fir-twigs crackling and the turpentine' 
blazing it may be an odd taste, but I 
have a real pleasure in the smell of tur
pentine—I take myself into serious, sad 
consideration.

Theodora Johnston, aged twenty-live; 
medium looks, medium talents, medium 
temper; in evêry way the essence of 
medicrocity. This is what I have gradu
ally discovered myself to be; I did not 
think so always.

Theodora Joenston, aged fifteen. 
What a ditieront creature that was. I 
can bring it back now, with its long curls 
and its short frocks—by Penelope’s or
ders preserved as long as possible—run
ning wild over the moors, or hiding itself 
in the garden with a book; or with » 
pencil and the back of a letter, writing 
its silly poetry. Thinking, planijifiJ, 
dreaming, looking forward to such a 
wonderful, impossible life; quite satis
fied of itself and all it was to do therein, 
since N

after dinner—which he didn’t. War his 
company much missed, I wonder? Two 
here could well have spared it; and these 
were Colin Oran ton and Francis charter-
fe

How odd that until to-night Captain 
Treheme should have had no notion that 
his cousin waa engaged to our Penelope, 
or even visited at Roekmount. Odd, 
too, that other people never told him. 
But it is such an old affair, and we were 
not likely to make the solemn communi
cation ourselves; besides, we never knew 
much about the youth, except that he 
was one of Francis’s fine relations Yet, 
to think that Francis all these years 
should never have even hinted to these 
«id fine relations that he was engaged 
to our Penelope!

If I were Penelope—but I have no 
business to judge other people. I never 
was in love, they say.

To see the meeting between these two 
was quite dramatic, and as funny as a 
farce. Francis sitting on the sofa by 
Penelope, talking to Mrs. Granton and 
her friend Miss Emery, and doing a 

’ little bit of lazy love-making between 
whiles; when enters, late and hurried 
Captain Treheme. He walks straight 
up to papa, specially attentive; then 
bows to Linbel, specially distant and un- 
attentlve (I thought, though, at sight of 
her he grew as hot « if his regimental 
collar were choking him); then hastens 
to pay his respects to Miss Johnston, 
when lo! he beholds Mr. Francis C bar
er». '

“Charter»! what the—what a very 
unexpected pleasure!”

Francis shook liands in what we call 
his usual fascinating manner.

“Miss Johnston!” in his surprise Cap
tain Treheme had quite forgotten her— 
“I really beg your pardon. I had not 
the slightest idea you were acquainted 
with my cousin.” -Nor did the youth 
seem particularly pleased with the dis
covery. ?'•

Peneliqie glanced sharply at Francis, 
and then said—how did she manage to 
say it so carelessly and composedly.

“Oh yes, we have known Mr. Charter- 
is for a good many years. Can you find 
room for your uncle on the sofa, Fran 
cis?”

At the “Francis,” Captain Treheme 
stared, and made some remarks in an ab
stract and abstracted manner. At length, 
when he had placed himself right bet 
ween Francis and Penelope and was 
actually going to take Penelope down to 
dinner, alight seemed to break upon him. 
He laughed—gave away to his cousin— 
and condescended to bestow his scarlet 
elbow upon me; saying as we went across 
the hall:

“I’m afraid I was near making a blun
der there. But who would have thought 
it?”

“I beg your pardon?’’
“About those, there. I knew your 

sister was engaged to somebody—but 
Charter»! Who would have thought of 
Charter» going to be married? What 
relouions idea.”

I said, that the fact had ceased to ap
pear so to me, having been aware of it 
for the last ten years.

“Ten years! you don’t «y so! And 
then his slow perception catching the 
extreme incivility of this great astonish
ment—my scarlet friend offered lame 
congratulation*, -tcjl to his 
conversed no «tore.

Perhaps he forgot the 
gether—for Lisabel rot op]
Colin Granton—and what 
and hate my cavalier’s attention was 
very much distracted. Truly, Lisabel 
and her unfortunate swains reminded 
me of a passage in “Thomson’s Seasons" 
describing two young bulls fighting in a 
meadow:

V While the fair heifer balmy breathing near, 
..Stands kindling up their rage."
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The world was all before It where to choose; 
Reason its guard, and Providence its guide.
And what lias it now? Nothing. 

What is it now? The aforesaid Theo- 
dora'Johnston, aged twenty-live.

Moralists tell us, self- examination is 
a great virtup, an indispensable duty. I 
don’t believe it. Generally, it is utterly 
useleu, hopeless, and unprofitable. 
Much of it springs from the very egotism

| I blush to set it down. I blush 
most no have such a thought, and con
cerning my own sister: and yet it is so, 
and I have seen the like often and often. 
Surely it must be wrong; such sacred 

«things as women’s beauty and women’s 
love were not made to set men mad at 
one another like brute beasts. Surely 
the woman could help it if she chose. 
Men may be jealous and cross, and 
wretched; but they do not absolutely 
bate one another on a woman’s account 
unless she has been in some degree to 
blame. While free, and showing no 
preference, no one can well fight about 
her, for all have an equal chance; when 
she has a preference, though she might 
not openly show it toward its object, 
she certainly would never think of 
showing it*1 toward anybody else. At 
least, that is my theory.

However, I am taking the thing too

ship and a
It has n 

he cannot
Penelope yesterday if 
papa and his first wife, 
mamma, married upon? 
come, I believe, than Francis haa 
but my sister «id I did not 
“The cases were widely different," 
bably.

She is very fond of Francis, 
week, preparing for him, she looked 
quite a different woman; quite young and 
rosy again; and though it did not 
though he wu really come, she 
sharp and cross often, to us, never to 
him, of course; she much enjoys his 
being here. They do not make so much 
fius over one another as they did ten 
years ago, wjlich indeed would be ridicul
ous in lovers over thirty. Still, I should 
hardly like my lover, at any age, to sit 
reading a novel half the evening, and 
spend the other half in the sweet com
pany of his cigar. Not that he need be 
always hankering after me, and “paying 
me attention." I should hate that. 
For what is the good of people being 
fond of one another, if they cannot be 
content simply in one another's company, 
or, without it even, in one another’s love? 
letting each go on their own several ways 
and do their several work, in the best 
manner they can. Good sooth ! I should 
be the most convenient and least trouble
some sweetheart that ever a young was 
ever blessed with: fur I am sure I should 
sit all evening quite liappy—he at one 
end of the room, and I at the other, if 
only I knew he was happy, and caught 
now and then a look and a smile—pro
vided the look and the smile were my 
own personal property, nobody else’s.

What nonsense am I writing? And 
not a word about the dinner-party. 
Has it left so little impression on my 
mind?

No wonder! It was just the usual 
thing. Papa « host, grave, clerical, and 
slightly wearying of it all. Penelope 
hostess. Francis playing “friend of the 
family,” as handsome and well dressed 
« ever—what an exquisitely embroidered 
shirt-front, and what an aerial cambric 
kerchief! which must hw taken him 
half an hour to tie! Lisabel—but I have 
told about her; and myself. Everybody 
else looking as everybody hereabouts al 
ways does at dinner-parties—-ejr «no ditee 
omnes—to muster a bit of the Latin 
for which, in old times, Francis used to 
call me “a juvenile prig.”

Was there, in the whole evening, any
thing worth remembering? Yes, thanks 
to his fit of jealousy, I did get a little 
sensible cunverrotion out of Captain 
Treheme. He looked so dull, so annoy
ed, that I felt sorry for the youth, and 
tried to make hun talk ; so, lighting on 
the first subject at hand, asked him if he 
had seen his friend, Doctor Urquhart, 
lately?

“Eh, who? I beg your pardon. ”
His eyes had wandered where Lirobel, 

with one of her white elbows on the table, 
tot coquetting with a bunch of grapes, 
listening with downcast eyes to “my 
Colin.”

“Dr. Urquhart, whom I met at the 
Cedars last week. You «id he was a 
friend of yours."

“So he is—the best I ever had,” and it 
was refreshing to see how the young fel
low brightened up. “He saved my life. 
But for him I should assuredly be lying 
with a cross over my head inside that 
melancholy stone wall around the top of 
Cathcart’s Hill.”

You mean the cemetery there. What 
sort of a place is it?”

‘Just as I described—the bare top of 
a hill, with a wall around it, and stones 
of various sorts, crosses, monuments, and. _ 
so on. All our officers -were buried 
there. ”

“And the men?”
“Oh, anywhere. It didn’t matter.”
It did not, I thought; but not exactly 

from Captain Treheme’s jtiint of view. 
However, he was scarcely the man with 
whom to have started an abstract argu
ment. I might, had it been Dr. Urqu
hart.

Was Dr. Urquhart in the Crimea the 
whole time?"

“To be sure. He went through all 
the campaign, from Varna to Sebastopol;

ap- 
me

I ought not to use it.” 
uh it at all, you 
society.” 

looked pooled, 
then, Mi* Dora, he really is a 
trwà, since you know what 

that irons though an odd sort of fel
low, too ; a tough customer to deal with; 
never lata Jgo (the rein*; hold one in « 
tight aa if he were one’s father. I «y, 
Charter», did you ever hear the gover
nor «peak of Dr. Urquhart, of ours ?"

If Sir William had named such a per
son, Mr. Charter» had, unfortunately, 
quite forgotten it Stay, he fancied he 
had heard the name at his club, but it 
was ready impossible to remember' all' 
the names one knew, or the men.

“ You wouldn’t have forgotten that 
man in a hurry, Mi* Dora, I assure you. 
He’s worth a down of—but I beg your 
pardon.”

If it waa for the look which he cast 
upon his cousin, I wu not implacable. 
Francis always annoys me when lie as
sumes that languid manner. For some 
things, I prefer Captain Treheme’s o|»en 
silliness—nothing being in his head, 
nothing can come out of it— to the lazy 
superciliousnero of Francis Charter», 
who we know, haa a great deal more in 
him than he ever condescends to let out, 
at least for our benefit. I should like to 
see if he behaves any better at his afore- 
said club, or at Lady This’s and the 
Counte« of That’s, of whom I heard him 
speak to Miss Emery.

I was thinking thus, vaguely contrast
ing his smooth handsome face with that 
one of Penelope’s—how much faster she 
grows old than he does, though they are 
exactly of an age!—when the ladies rose.

Captain Traherne and Colin rushed to 
open the door—Francis did not take the 
trouble— and Lirobel, leasing, smiled 
equally on both her adorers. Colin made 
some stupid compliments; and the other, 
silent, looked her full in the face. If any 
man so dared to look at me, I would like 
to grind him to powder.

Oh, I’m sick of love and lovers—or 
the mockery of them—sick to the core of 
my heart!

In the drawing-room I curled myself 
up in a comer beside Mrs. Granton, 
whom it is always pleasant to talk to. 
We revived the great blanket, beef, and 
anti-beer question, in which she «id she 
had found an unexpected ally.

“One who argues, even more strongly 
than your father and I, my dear—as I 
was telling Mr. Johnston to-day at din
ner, and wishing they were acquainted 
—argues agaiiut the beer."

This was a question of whether or not 
our poor people should have beer with 
their Christmas dinner. Pa[ia who holds 
strong opinions against the use of intoxi
cating drinks, and never tastes them him
self, being every year rather in ill odor 
on the subject , I asked who was this 
valuable ally.

1 ‘None of our neighbors, you may be 
sure. A gentleman from the camp—you 
have met him at my house—a Dr. Urqu
hart.’’

I could not help smiling, and said it 
was curious how I was perpetually hear
ing of Dr. Urquhart.

‘ ‘Even in our quiet neighborhood such 
a mail is sure to be talked about. Not 
in society, perhaps—it was quite a mar
vel for Colin to get him to our bill— 
but because he does so many things while 
we humdrum folk are only thinking 
about them ”

I asked what sort of things ? In his 
profession ?

“ Chiefly, but he makes professional 
business include so much. Imagine his 
coming to Colin as ground-land-lord of 
Bourne hamlet, to beg him to see to the 

of- the village pool, or writing to 
the lOrffof the manor, saying that twenty

it pretends to cure. There are not more seriously, and it is no affair of mine I

at first unattached, and then was 
pointed to our regiment. Well for 
that ! What a three months I had after 
Inkennan ! Shall I ever forget the [day 
I first crawled out aud rot on the benches 
in front of the hospital on Balaclava 
Heights, looking down on the Black 
Sea 1U

I had never seen him serions before. 
My heart even inclined to Captais Tre
heme

new cottages built on the moor would do 
more moral good tlian the new county 
reformatory. He is one of the very few 
men who are not ashamed to say what 
they think, and makes people listen to it, 
too, as they rarely do to those not long 
settled in the neighborhood, and about 
whom.they know little or nothing.”

I staked if nothing were known about 
Dr. Urquhart ! Had he any relations ? 
Was lie married ?

“ Oh, no, surely not married. I never 
inquired, Ityk took it for granted. How* 
ever, probably my son knows. Shall I 
find out, and speak a good word for you, 
Miss Dora ?”
“No, thank you," «id I, laughing. 

“ You know I hate soldiers. "
Tis Mrs. Gran ton’s only fault—her 

annoying jests after this fashion Other
wise, I would like to hare asked a few 
more questions about Dr. Urquhart I 
wonder if I shall ever meet him again ? 
The regiments rarely stay long at the 
camp, iso that it u not probable

at least. He has a splendid property 
and only that oile son. You have been 
to Treheme Court, Miss Johnston?”

Penelope abruptly answered “No;” 
and Lirobel added amiably that we 
seldom went from home—papa liked to 
have us at Roekmount all the year 
round.

I said willfully, .willfully, maybe, lest 
Miss Emery’s long tongue should carry 
back to London what by implication 
was not true—that we did not even know 
where Treheme Court was, and that we 
had only met Captain Treheme accident
ally among the camp-officers who visited 
at the Cedin'.

Lisa pinched me ; Penelope hMiked 
annoyed. Was it a highly virtuous act 
thus to have vexed both my .sisters ? 
Alack ! I feel myself growing more un- 
amiable every day. What will be the 
end of it ?

“First come, first served," must iiave 
been LIsabel's motto for the evening, 
since, Captain Treheme vc-appeanng, 
scarlet lieat plain black clear out of the 
field. I was again obliged to follow as 
Charity, pouring the oil and wine of my 
agreeable conversation into the wounds 
made by my sister's bright eyes, and re
ceiving as gratitude such an amount of 
information on tumqie, moorlands and 
the true art qf sheep-feeding, as will 
make me look with resjiect and hesita
tion on every log of mutton that comes 
to our table for the next six months.
Oh, Cohn, dear Colin, my Colin, my dear.
Who wont the wild mountains to trace with

out fear ; » "
Oh. w here are thy flocks that so quickly re- 

bound.
And fly o’er the earth without touching the 

groundt
A remarkable fact in natural history, 

which much iinpresed me in my child
hood. What is the rest ?
Where the birch-tree hangs weeping o'er 

fountain so clear.
At noon I shall meet him. my Colin, my dear.

What a allante to Laugh at Mrs. Grant 
of Laggan’a nice old song—at the pretty 
Highland tune which ere now I have 
hummed over the moor for miles ! Since, 
when we were children, I myself was in 
love with Colin ! a love which found vent 
in much petting of his, and in shy pre
sents to himself of nuts and blackberries : 
until,, stung by indifference, my affect 
ion

"Shrunk
Into itself, and was missing ever after.'

Do we forget our fchildish loves? I 
think not. The objects change, of 
course, but the feeling, when it has been 
true and unselfish keeps its character 
still, and is always pleasant to remember. 
It was very silly, no doubt, but I ques
tion if now I could love anybody in 
fonder, humbler faithfuleV way titan I 
adored that great, merry, giMMltnaturad 
schoolboy. And though I know he has 
not an ounce of brains, is the exact op- 
posite of anybody I could fall in love 
with now—still, to this day, I look kind
ly on the round, rosy face of “Colin my 
dear. ”

I wonder if he" ever will marry our 
Lisa. As far as I notice, people do -not 
often marry their childish companidns; 
they much prefer strangers. Possibly, 
front mere novelty and variety, or else 
from the fact tliat as kin arc sometimes 
“less than kind,” so one’s familiar asso
ciates are often the farthest from one’s 
sympathies, interests, or heart.

With this highly moral and amiable 
sentiment—a fit conclusion for a social 
evening— I will lock my desk.

Lucky I did ! What if Isabel had 
found me writing at —one in the morning ] 
How she would have teased me—even 
under the circumstances of last night, 
which seemed to have affected her mighty 
little, considering.

I heard her at my door, from without^ 
grumble at it being bolted. She came in 
and sat down by my fire. Quite a 'pic
ture, in a blue flannel dressing-gown, 
with her light hair dropping down in two 
wavy streams, and her eyes as bright 
as if it wofe any hour rather than 1.30 
a. m., as I showed her by my watch.

“Nonsense ! I shall not go to bed 
yet. I want to talk a bit, Dora ; you 
ought to be flattered by my coming to
tell you, first of anybody. Guess now_
what has happened ?”

Nothing ill, certainly—for she held 
her head up laughing a little, looking 
very handsome and pleased.

“ You never will guess, for you never 
believed jt would come to paw, but it 
has. Treferne proposed to me to-night.”

The news quite took my breath away, 
and then I questioned its accuracy. “ He 
has only been giving you a few more of 
his silly speeches ; he means nothing. 
Why don’t you put a stop to it all ?”

Isabel was not vexed—she never is-Mt 
she only laughed.

1 tell you. Dora, it is perfectly true.
V

he grew quite furious, anfl aid it would 
drive him ntad if I ever married any 
man but him. Then he ge# hold of my 
hand, and—the usual thiag, you know." 
She blrohed a little. “It ended by my 
telling hint he had better qpeak to papa, 
and he said he should to-eerrow. That’s 
all.”

“All!"
“ Well ?” said IrobeUerpectantly.
It certainly was a singular way in whieh 

to receive one’s sister’s announcement of 
her intended marriage ; but, Aur world’s,
I could not have spoken a syllable. I 
felt a weight on my cheat ; a sense of hot 
indignation which settled down into in
conceivable melancholy.

Was this, indeed all t A silly flirtation ; 
a young lad’s passion ; a young girl's cool • 
business-like reception of the same ; the 
formal “ speaking to papa," and the 
thing was over ! Was that love t

“ Haven’t you a word to say, Dora 1 I 
had better have told Penelope ; but she 
was tired, and scolded nte out of her 
room. Besides, she might not exactly 
like this, for some reasons. It’s rather 
hard, such an important thing to happen, 
and not a soul to congratulate one upon 
it.”

I asked why might Penelope dislike it t 
’“Can't you aee ? Captain Treheme 

roving about the world, and Captain Tre
heme married and settled at home, might 
makes considerable difference to Francis's 
prospects. No, I don’t mean anything 
mean or murderous—you need not look 
so shocked—it is merely my practical 
way of regarding things. But what 
harm ? If I did not have Treheme, 
somebody else would, and it would be 
none the better for Francis and Pene
lope. ”

“ You are very prudent and far-sight
ed ; such an ides wquld never have en
tered my mind. ”

“ I dare say not. Just give me that 
brush, will you, child ?”

She proceeded methodically to damp 
her short hair, and plait it up in those 
countie* tails which gave Mias Lisabel 
Johnson’s locks such a beautiful wave. 
Passing the glass, she looked into it, 
smiled, sighed. «,

“ Poor fellow. I do believe he is very 
fond of me. ”

“ And you ?"
“ Oh, I like him—like him excessively. 

If I didn’t, what should I marry him
for ?”

“ What indeed !”
“ There is one objection ps|is may 

have ; his being younger than I, I forgot 
how much, but it is very little. How 
surprised i»[ia will be when he gets the 
letter to-morrow.”

“ Does Sir William know ?”
“ Not yet, but that will be soon settled, 

ho tells me. He can persuade his moth
er, and she his father. Besides, they 
can have no possible objection to me. ” 

She looked again in the mirror aa she 
said this. Yes, that “ me ’’ was not a 
daughter-in-law likely to be objected to, 
even at the Treheme court.

“ I hope it will not vex Penelope," she 
continued. “It may be all the .better 
for her, since, when I am, married, I 
shall have so much influence. We may 
make the old gentleman do something 
handsome for Francis, and get a richer 
living for papa, if he. will consent to 
leave Roekmount. And I’d find a nice 
husband for you, eh, Dora ?”

“Thank you, I donit want one. I 
hate the very mention of the thing. I 
wish, instead of marrying, we could all 
be dead and buried. ”

And, whether front weariness or ex
citement, or a sudden, unutterable pang 
at seeing my sister, ray play-fellow, my 
handsome Lisa, sitting there, talking as 
she talked, and acting as she acted, I 
could bear sip no longer. ’ I burst out 
sobbing. „ . «

She was very much astonished, and 
somewhat touched, I supposé, for she 
cried too a little, and we kissed one 
another several times, which we arc not 
much in the habit of doing. Till, sud
denly I recollected Treheme, the orange- 
tree, and ‘ the usual thing.’ Her lips 
seemed to bum me.”

“ Oh, Lisa, I wish you wouldn’t. I do 
wish you wouldn’t.”

“ Wouldn't what ? Don’t you want 
me to be engaged and married, child ?”f— 

“ Not in that way. ”
“ In what way, then ?”
I could not tell. I did not £now.
“ After the fashion of Francis and 

Penelope, perhaps ? Falling in love like 
a couple of babies, before they knew 
their own minds, and then being tied to
gether, and keeping the thing on in a 
stupid, meaningless, tiresome way, till 
h e is growing into an elderly woman,
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