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though unostentatious qualitiesbefore the brilliant
and bewitching Florence had crossed bis path,
be might have been far happier. Most of the
guesta returned from their excursion, as the mem-
bers of many a pleasure party often do, in the
Sulkiest and most discontented mood imaginable.
Lady Westover and her daughter were equally
indignant with the little attention the latter had re-
eeived; Colonel Dalrymple, in climbing a height
to enjoy the view from its summit, had unluckily
rolled down, and severely scratched bis elbow, an
accident which happened also to lord Manvers,
with the additional loss of an elegant riding whip,
tnd though the gentlemen made light of the cir-

euâastance, it did not tend in the leuat to improve
their tempers. The duke of Hastings and his
1a4y-love, Miss Clifton, had quarrelled on the
load; Percival Clinton, annoyed at the first set-
«fig out, by being thwarted in bis wish to drive

bi, had rode sulkily by himself, whilst al were
t*qnafl fatigued, il-tempered, and disgusted.
ne Magnificent collation awaing themhoweer,
the cheerful lights and sparkling wines soon
baished the ill humour of some, though it dis-
Delled not that of others. Of the latter number
a4 Plorence, who, suffering from a heart-ache
%' as severe head ache, retired almost imme-
'tely ta ber own room, but not before she had

leen the earl seat himself by Nina, smilingly de-
ng that as she had se courageously trusted

4 to the mercies of his fiery horses, and hist1o uivocal driving, ho wu bound in gratitudetri ber, et leat fr that nieht, tb. most un-
'4 devotion. Keener than the bite of anas that speech, lightly as it was spoken, to

ha eart of Florence, in which lise Westover
lready so sucessfully awakenedthe demon

'Iousye Closing the door of ber apartment,
beun bersef on an ottoman in a storm of

or ars, wose violence remained for nearly
% 011Unabated. At Iength bearing Nina's
fotsteps approaching, she hastily dried

eneI3s, and covered them with lier band,:
%4e a manner as to shield them froin observa.

better, Florence?" asked the intruder
Ybr ~xicus voice. "Iretired üarl>- te krecp
Il Q%ý pany, for you must be lonesome bere

1 1 n ight have remained where YOu wre,
quite well, and intend ta retire to reat

returned the other, in a tone ah.
t a render gentie, yes, vainly, for at

nUft Bile felt that fi-cm the deptba aof ber
ehbated Nina, nor did the novelty of ber

tartle her-the gentle Lucinda had
ber too carefully for that.

The next merning Florence awoke with a vio-
lent headache, nd ah. gladly availed beiself of
the opportunity ta remain in ber room, at lest
tilI evening, when a grand bail wa to ba give
at the castie, invitations for which bad been isvued
some time previous. The dread of meeting ber
loer, whose anger was still unappeased--the un-
certainty of the reception that awaited ber, tended
ta render an interview a tbing ta be aroided, andmore than once she had deternined to absent ber
self frei the fite under plea of illness; etill she
thought it best to defer ber decision till the lest
moment. Miss Westover failed not to visit ber,
and with remarkable generosity devoted a couple

ckour, ta wiling away the tedium of ber friend'es
Sc T ber did the latter confess her doubts

ed feare disguising however in great measure,
ber deeouringanxiety, from tbesalutary fear ofin-
curring er companion's ridicule. Miss Westover
laughed away ail ber acruples, assured ber eb@
was purnuing the right course, tbat lord St. Al-
bans wao perfectly miserable, wandering about
fro room ta room; longing for an opportunity
cf reconciliation, and Anally concluded by advis-
ing ber b>- ail means ta make her appearance inthe evening, dressed with great elegance, and tn
look, if net feel, in the highest apirits. "By
the bye, Florence," she continued, suddenly re-
suming the seat from which she bad just risen.

I had almost forgotten to tell you juat yois ave
at long and et last found a powerful, a dangerous
rAval, and that in the person of tbe meut bewiteh.
ing and accomplished Mis Aleynl"

Florence's colour angrily deepened, but she
made ne reply. ler companion went on:

t Yes, last night he remained at ber aide, till
tb. yeung lady, doubtiesa evercome by th. weigbtof ber laurels, chose to retire. If you bad seh
ber all the while looking up in his face with that
diabolical, artful, baby loo of hers, wbich so
charms your clever and seaient lord, as well as
<bat squire cf foi-bm damnes, Mr. Percirnd Clin.
ton, but which ta me isd ost disgustingly insipid
and palpably hypocriticab flow on eart do
you intend to manage ber ?"

" Manage ber," returned Florence, with a smile
of the bitterest scorn, "why, leave ber ie.
Think youjealousycould ever blind me aufficiently
te permit me te imagine, even for a moment,that my betrothed, the earl of St. Albans, could
atOOP se low as that contemptible, insignificat
nobodyr'

" Very well, my dear, I am rejoiced te see youin se blessed a state of security," returned the
fair Lucinda, who entertained some doubte on
the score of ber companion's loftily expressed
tranquillity. "I would not for the world be so


