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Smythe was interested bas exer arisen,
his authority has never been questioned.
Yes, there can be no doubt the floor was
perfection, but the music ! Ai, the music
was sublime !

It was tender and tremulous, and seemed
to rest, with all the wearied petulance of
a tired child, till now it nust surelv have
ceased ; but no, it swells out again' upon
the scented air in wild r\ thmical pulsa-
tions, that succeed each other wave upon
wave, and then heat theiselves out into
silence against the evergreens beyond.

It xas exquisite. The ancients called
it the divine art, and perhaps it was
divine. One rubicund faced represelta-
tive of the clergy who wvas present wx as
overheard to remark that it was, and as
he was a divine linself lie certainl\ should
know.

Nox I feel sure the indulgent reader
will lax aside his conscience f'or the nonce
and agree that all this nakes quite a
pretty introduction for the heroine, but at
the same time I faicy 1 lear a remark,
that if the curtain is goinîg to rise at all it
certainly should rise as soon as the or-
chestra stops playing; aid evei now xvith
a last low note froim the oboes, and a
trenmulous tlrill f'rom the strings, that exvent
is accomplished, and we ma i turn to look
for the heroine, if xve have any. \'hlether
we have or not I leave for the reader to
judge, because if I said we liad not lie in
all probabilit w xx ould lay aside my sketch
forthwitli, and my labour xwould he wasted;
and if I said we had, the reader iiight
perhaps be disappointed, because it is
always so difficult for any two people to
hold just the same ideas about another,
and especially is thîis the case wlen that
other lives, moves, and has her being so
to speak, in whbat the fashionable xworld
calls society.

That Miss Maud Laura Ashlev niovud in
society,no one xxho reallx knew "who was
who" would doubt for one moment, and
even xwere it otherwise why the most
casual glance at the nanes pencilled upon
the quaint little card that Iung gracefully
suspended from the silver clasp of Miss
Maud's ivory fan would set every slhadow
of a suspicion at rest in a moment. In-
deed the very first name upon the list was
that of Mr. Harley Towers of the Mort-
gage Loan Company, which, though not
quite the saine as a bank, did not inter-
fère in the slightest degree with Mr.
Tower's social standing. That had been
fully assured by bis acquaintance with
poor Varren xwhbo had been obliged a

short time before to go to St. Paul on
account of his weak luîngs.

Now Warren xwas a son of Sir Harry
Warren, of Warren Castle, Blankshire,
England, and no one could nmistake hini for
any thing but thoroughly English. In
fact lie had the purest kind of an English
air about him, and as an air of this sort
is said by the élite to be exceedinglv rare in
this comparatively ieiw and unsettled
countrx one would naturally think it
would he good for any one xxith weak
lungs, but apparently it was otherwx ise in
this instance. It was scarcelv to be
xxwondered at that the mind which lavs
aside the lesser matters of this life, and
strives to be thorougly E glish should
naturally associate l'owers and Castles
togethEr, and it may possibly be owing
to this fact that Mr. Toxers so adnirably
filled poor \Varreii's place, which som'e
had gone so far as to remarkx would lever
be really filIed again. A\fter 'l'o ers caime
Bunconibe whose uicle had been xwiti
the ariny as an officer iii Egyp, and
after lii, I meain lHuînconbe, (the uncle
is dead noxxw,) caie \ddle, lo was st udx -
ing to be the son of a Suprenc Court
judge, and t hen but wli should I enu-
nerate furtlier ? Echo aisxxwers xyliv.

h'lie echo is niaturally expected wlen tle
subject is soniewhat hollow.

But I think xxe were loing for Niss
NIaud I aura .Ashley, and if we have been
so fortuuiate as to think of lie snall room
off the dressing t rooi xwe have already
founîd lier, seatedl upon a settee gazing
idl throughfi the half draxwnîî curtains into
the rapidly movxing throng of the ball
room, and frowning, xes actually frtwn-
ing. It is true thiat Miss NIauid's mamnma
xx'as late in coingi ni, and was iow keep-
ing iss MIaud waiting xwhile she hiad
returned to the dressing rooi, but thei
tliat could scarcelvcause a frowx n to cloud
over that pretty white brow, which I
confess is ionie the less pret ty because it
is frowing. No, that could not lie the
reason, for Nliss Maud was not the sort
of a girl to be allowed to sit out imiainy
dances witlh lier chaperon, and perliaps
nobody of all Miss Naud's acquaintances
xxas more thoroughly aware of that fortu-
nate fact than Miss Maud lierself. No,
that certainly was not it. Wliat thie ? I
rather incline to the belief that it was
a certain bit of gossip whiclh one of
Maud's dearest girl friends liad related to
lier that afternoon, xxitlh perhaps the
sliglhtest touch of tliat satisfaction which
Rochefoucauld has said our best friends


