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I fear, Miss Huntingdon finds your remarks
ther personal, Sir George," rejoined lady Hun-

don, in a tone whose haughtiness there was no
terpreting. Sir George glanced curiously at

crimsoning face, and nuttering something
"unintentional offence," sprang from his

t and walked towards the window. After
tudying the prospect from it for. some time, he
ure d again to lady Huntingdon, and addressed

Conveersation exclusively to her, bestowing no
ore notice or attention on Eva than if she were

&statue. Keenly did the latter feel-this neglect,
%*î5tmed as she was to the high-bred polite-

-of Mr. Arlingford, who kind and attentive at
res, was, if possible, doublycourteous in her

presence. Comparisons most unfavoura-
t te Sir George, did she mentally institute be.-

ithe, and equally did he suffer when
d m the balance with her other friend, the

gay and chivalrous unknown. After a tedious
hur, the Baronet took his leave, and lady

lIwlt4 don tuining to her companion, languidly

f ahe admired Sir Georget"
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sight, and then with a smiling lip pursued his
path. His end was gained. Eva knew, recog-
nized him, and already a secret understanding,
an understanding of which no one was cognizant,
which no one could chide, was established between
then. The remainder of the drive passed to
Eva with the rapidity of lightning, so cheerful,
se confusedly happy, were ber thoughts; and even
her own apartment, the apartment whose dull-
ness she had so often reprobated, seemed bright
and pleasant on her entrance. Te add the climax
te her happiness, the first object that met her
view on approaching her table was a letter, the
address of which she instantly recognized as the
bandwriting of Mr. Arlingford.

"Oh ! this is to much happiness i she mur-
mured, pressing it te ber lips. " Remembered,
befriended by both. Surely, I am too blessed, tee
fortunatel"

With joyful impatience she broke the seal, and
more than once did she pause to dash from her
eyes the glittering tears that constantly gushed
to them. The letter was no elaborate master'
piece of eloquonce, intended merely by the writer
to display his epistolary talents, but written with
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Miss Huntingdon, Sir George Lelanud. Be- "No," murmured Eva.
lieve nie, Sir George ,notlinîg short of the friendly " Well, neither do 1, but be polite to him-he
regard we entertainî for you, and the grent anxicty is your father's ward. You had botter return to
you have expressed to become personaly ac- your studios now. They must nover on any
quainted with my daugliter, would have induced account be neglected."
mne to depart from the rigid rule I have hitherto Eva willingly obeyed, brenthing a secret wish
Ciforced, that she should be introduced to no that lier first interview with Sir George might be
strangers during lier sojouni this scason in Lon- also lier last. With a satisfaction very different
don." to the listlessness with which she had listened te

In Sir George, Eva recognized the gallant the intimation a few days previous, Eva received
Young gentleman, whom she had perceived a Mrs. Wentworth's next mandate to prepare for a
mmient before in the porch, and the opinion she drive, nor was lier satisfaction undiminished when
had formed of him then, was not altered by his she heard the orders given, " to the Park," though
subsequent conduct. With a slight bow to the sthe had no expectation of meeting the stranger
niew corner, lie turned to his hostess, exclainiing: there again. . She was agreeably disappointed,

"She looks a little like 'Gustus.-Does Ahe i however, for almost the first individual on whom
not!" her glance rested was the latter, and the instant

"I sec no resemblance whatever," wns theic iy ho perceived the carriage, ho turned out of bisrePly. " Augustus has dark hair and eyes- former path and advanced slowly towards them.
11iLS H1untingdon is a docided blonde." How tumultuously did lier heart suddenly beat,

Blonde or not," persisted Sir George, " the how rapidly did her colour vary, as a second
Style of feature is the same." glance towards him, revealed to ber, placed con-

Idy Huntingdon's pencilled brows contracted, é spicuously on his breast, a faded yellow flower-
but she betrayed no frtier signs of displeasure. the flower she had cast away, and which he had

of course she sings and plays î" he asked af- kept and cherished till then. One moment their
fer &Oflfhcr Pause.t peyes met. His were full ofr eager joy, of respectful

Miss Huntingdon neither sings nor plays," re- devotion, bers spoke consciousness !-con-Joined ber ladyship, laying particular stress on sciousness, plainly revealed, tee, in ber varying
ler daughter's title. colour, in the nervous precipitation with which-

"No! Why I thought that all young ladies she instantly averted ber glance. The atranger
kWKdayst, both sang and pblayed. She is quite Aze afte the carria till it. 1 r


