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enthusiasm at being again within sight of her
native land.

It was absolutely necessary for her, to talk'and it
charmed him, to listën-- - l'h, er sweetlialf-foreigti
voice. At first she had seemed to him, to be thor-
oughly French. Then he had found grafted- oii
her extreme Frenchi nessý manners and ways so
entirely English that she made at the same time
an interesting and an amusing combination to him.

They were still well out at sea when she- looked
over her shoulder and made her first salutation.

IlThere is Thrum Cap,,"she exclaimed, Ilwicked
old Thrum Cap, thrusting his bald, sandy head out

of the water, pretending to look at the -moon-
beams. What a tale. the old villaincould tell!"'

and she shook her glove so - impatieritly.at him that,'-"

hef companion - was moved to ask - what power the
barren sand duneý, had to call forth such, a display
of emotion. -

There are treàcherous lédges beneath his shim-
a ý>s )ymering wave said the girl. Shall I tell you

the tale of the - English frigate La Tribune,' that
was wrecked there in 1797 ?

If you will be' so kind he said gravely, giving,
her no hint that ý he was alreadyacqiainted with
the story of the disaster.

At the conclusion of her recital he gave her an
ok pèrceive.

inscrutable Io' ývhich she did not
You seem-ah-to know a vast deal ab-out,'


