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arly,” she excliimed, somewhat surprised, for

the latter rarcly made her appearauce before
oo,

“T have risen earlier, because I wished, dear
ium, to make my peace with you,” said the
;;;lnyg girl, as she seated herself beside her

“1“"9- “Is my past offence pardoned?” she
Tontinued, taking Miss Murray’s hand. * You

now I wag very proveking yesterday.”

““ Oh! it s ql] forgotten, long since,” was the

"‘Xd replys «but, had you a plezsant evening?”
i * Delightful!” and Florence relapsed into si-
ence, .

Miss Mumy. who had previcusly called up
a':'Olﬂitience to hear, as usual, a long saveastic
near;mt of th? et‘xtf-rtainment, with criticisms on
Priseg every.mdmdunl present, was much sur-

ave h ?t th‘xs unusual forbearance, and would
o comled 3: as a good ofnen, only, gl?ncing at
balg c‘;"P‘f;mon: she percelyed he'r evelids were
che waie f: whilst her wearied attitude betokened
fag; ar from recovered, as yet, from the

.BUe of the preceding night.
tance :‘:9 You introduced to any mew acquain-

o 0” she at length asked.
ening}:,! ¥ 95‘,‘” retume(! Florence, instantly bright-
A VQWI;- An Esquzre, a Baronet, and an Earl.
the ¥, u‘;spectable trio for one night; however,
not ta“‘;i ::dciuld not dance, the Baronet could
thPOugh‘ b the Earl, though he could do both,
Wes the .\maccountab.]e shyness or reserve,

«vor Stupidest companion of the three.”

Migg M:'r v:;s the name of the latter ?” inquired

« .
ﬁwf:‘;‘i&:‘rl of St. Albans. He asked permis-

“

“ ;:':)e” do you expect him ?”
town,» an’:;t :xactly know‘; he is going out of
aveig ﬁlr'lhe: e tn.rne.d quickly away, as if to

med questioning,

Occasiong] 5‘; s:i(‘::;.-, t]i."lorence, who was seized with
n Seating hee ll;l ustry, escz;\ped to the saloon,
P 610 Teate in her f‘avontc easy chair, took
and ntereg - vlvork which she was translating,
p“5=i0namy foefl ously on her task. She was
the only pursuiny, of the language ; in fact, it was
. she followed with any degree of

2pplie:
t"apsez“:'-n' &nd though only & short prriod had
Was gy "ice she had embraced
beamyrz?smgly rapid. Struck by the peculiar
SQiOusly o x: Passage in the poem, she uncon-
Veice menced reading it aloud, when the
arl o St.e ;‘;”ﬂﬂt’. who announced, “The
a rupt b&ns:,’ brought her specch to
bacy the g conclusion, Gracefully shaking
shagy, o 1K tresses which had cowpletely overs
¢ volume, Florence, with a heighf-
it o

it, her progress

.
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ened colour, rose to receive her guest, who, after
a low, but cold bow, seated himself on o distant
ottoman. Ile was strikingly handsome; dark,
deep blue eyes, and masses of wavy, auburn hair,
shading a brow of lofty height, but girlish fair-
ness. Indeed, there was sumething almost par-
taking of feminine timidity in his whole bearing,
in the Jow, quiet voice, the shy, distant manners,
and the rich colour which mounted with every
word into his cheek. And yet, few had better
foundation for self-confidence than Sydney, Earl
of St. Albans; of high and honoured lineage,
the possessor of princely wealth, and eminently
gifted as he was, in mind and person. His many
claims to consideration, however, seemed but to
increase his diffidence, and few school boys, but
just emancipated from Virgil and Horace, could
have felt less self-reliance or confidence in their
own powers. Indeed, Florence was sadly puzzled
how to entertain her guest. He possessed none
of that convenient flow of small talk which fre-
quently passes away an hour as well as the most
interesting, profound subject, and in reply to her

lively sallies, her animated remarks, she received -

but monosyllabic replies. Al things, however,
must have an end, and at length, even her store
of jests and sayings was exhausted. An awfu]

. pause ensued.

“Does he ever intend to go ?” was Florenoe's
inward thought. The Earl, however, displayed
no such intertion, but fixed his eyes on & small
rug at his feet, as if he had just discovered some-
thing very fascinating in the representation of
young cat traced upon it. :

“Were you at the last Opera ?” she at length
asked, in sheer desperation.

“ No, I was out of town.”

% Do you like our new Prima Douna ?”

“ Yes.”

% Are you fond of music ?”

“ Very.”

This was too much, and out of all patience,
Florence sprang from her seat with an abrupt-
ness which startled her companion, approached
the piano, and after a brilliant prelude, ran over
some new and popular eir, Ier movement
scemed to have inspired the Earl with & little
courage, for after a short time he left his distant
corner, and seated himsclf beside the table, near
the chair she had just vacated. Florence, how-
ever, tovk no heed of the change, and more com-
pletely tired of her guest than she had ever been
with any morning visiter in her life, she con-
tinued almost mechanically to run through the
brilliant piece she had commenced. With the
same lightning rapidity with which her fingers
flew over the keys, did her thoughts vary, now
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