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ness ; and at the earliest day I could leave my business

I am here to inquire in person regarding her health."

"Oh!" and Max struggled with a desire to laugh at

the change in the captain's attitude since 'Tana was a

moneyed individual instead of a little waif. Poor 'Tana

!

No wonder she looked with suspicion on late-coming

friends.

"Yes, she is better—much better," he continued, as

they walked up from the boat. "I suppose you knew that

a cousin of Mrs. Huzzard, a lady from Ohio, has been

with us—in fact, came up with our party."

"So I heard—so I heard. Nice for Mrs. Huzzard. I

was not in town, you know, when you rested at the

Ferrj'. I heard, however, that a white woman had come

up. Who is she?"

They had reached the tent, and Mrs. Huzzard, after

a frantic dive toward their very small looking glass,

appeared at the door with a smile enchanting, and a

courtesy so nicely managed that it nearly took the cap-

tain's breath away. It was the very latest of Lavina's

teachings.

"Well, now, I'm mighty—hem !—I'm extremely

pleased that you have called. Have a nice trip?"

But the society tone of Mrs. Huzzard was so unlike

the one he had been accustomed to hearing her use, that

the captain could only stare, and before he recovered

enough to reply, she turned and beckoned Miss Slocuni,

with the idea of completing the imptession made, and

showing with what grace she could present him to her

cousui.

But the lately acquired style was lost on him this time,

overtopped by the presence of Miss Lavina, who gazed

at him with a prolonged and steady stare.


