AN IDYL.OF BAR HARBOR. .

Dy

#nd Talinness suggesfed and half Te-
wyealed, a power which awes and yet
charms, a sweet tide cbbing and flow-
ing between the buds of summer and
the winter’s ice, majestic and yet ten-
der—such is the Norwegian fiord, and
Such—your cyes.”

That is ivhat Jack Van Tassel would
call a “buster.”

" Xdid not smile. I have often wan-
dered since why and how my sense of
the ridiculous took wing at that mo-
ment, but it did. I was wmerely con-
scious of the fact that either Mr. Dallas
‘was 2 fool or that he thought me one.
As more complimentary to her majesty
myself, I took the former horn of the
‘dilemma. Iremarked that I thought

we were going to have rain. He
‘glanced upwarﬁ quickly, and then at
my face.

«I—I beg pardon?” he said, with a
pained, rising inflection as though my
weather interruption had bruised him.
And then, seeing that the clear, blue-
and-gray fiords were searching the
skiesinan exceedingly prosaic way, he
consented to be meteorological, too,
4nd remarked that he thought possibly
—in fact, probably that—but—here
®gain his tropical glances took a pas-
sionste plunge into the fiords—if it
shounld happen to rain, he had an um-
brella at Rodick’s and—— He said
this with as much empressement as
though as umbrella was some sacred
-wariety of shelter of which he possessed
the only specimen -extant; and as
though a cyclone was about to break
Joose, and his powerful arms were
the only things betwéen me and im-
wmeédiate' destruction.

How comes it to pass that, thought-
Jess and regardant only of superficial
thingd as we wonien are, there are
‘i’bpﬁerful moments in which, like an
‘©olden seer, we read the inmost secrets
of character, and catch a swift, sure
slimpse of our future with if, like a
seroll unfurled? All that Reginald
Pzllas was and all that I would know
him to be, stood out like a Rembrandt
in that moment, clear and vivid-as

though from solid darkness the lamp-

of the lightning had flashed upon it-
Yknew him as if I had known him
years, and I knew, too, that one wo-
man, 2t least would teach him a tiay
lesson.

Roderick’s was in a little more than
i3 usual uproar, for the City of Rich-
mond had just brought up an army of
Harvard kids, whom anxious insmmas

and sisters were tucking away in paira
somewhere up ynder the garret, and I
hid some” trouble in finding Lulu.
Finally T discovered her on the gallery
thatruns toward Sproul’s, arranging
the list with Mrs. Sackett, who wis to
be the giddy chaperon of the ““picnié,”™
as she would persist in calling it.
Lulu roge delightedly as I called to-
her, and was coming forward with the
most radiant smile, when she suddenly
saw Mr. Dallas, involuntarily stoppeil
as though some one had struck her a
blow, became almost deathly pale,but
controlled herself and came forward
to kiss me. Her lips and hand in that
brief moment’s emotion had turned to
ice, and I could see, though she spoke-
to Mr. Dallas §n 2 commonplace way
enough, all that had passed betwgen
them. Lulu is oneof the loveliest
girls I have ever known—u true, beau-
tiful nature, and refined to her finger
tips. But she and her mother have nof,
1 fancy, much of this world's goods,
and he—well, she had amused him; I
suw that at a glance—in the intervals
of his chasing the golden butterfly he
had scen her, he had idly wooed for an
hour, ora day or a week—justlong,
enough to know that her love was his,
and then—why js it that the pleasure-
of the chase is all men care for? The-
prize won, ceases to beof value. * * *

1 must take you now whoily across-
the week which followed. - You may
guess the incidents. He was madly
Eevoted—opcnly so. Even at Bar
Harbor, where the very tides murmur
of love, the birds singit, the requicm
of the express is hreathed over love's
muititutinous grave, and earth and
sea, sun and changeful sky are
but the abode and the canopy and the
Tamp and the maror of mad midsum-
mer love—even there was this adors-
tion of my interesting self almost pain-
fully conspicuous, drawing the eyes of
the dowagers and almost frightening.
mamma, although I know—uear, in~
tuitive soul that she is—she saw exact--
ly how matters stood.

‘We had done Anemone Cave,Schoon--
er Head and Somesville together; we
had clambered Newport ?Monntain;
we had threaded the maze of Duck
Brook and sat by the cool plashing of
that dainty cascade; on Eagle Imke-
we had drifted hither and thither, the
idle wind and my parasol our guidiag
swans, just near enough to-our chape-
erones, just delicipusly far enqug
away. - Well, the end: was conting and



