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The owner of' the dog with fite in
petuiosit y of thro anîd twenty, instantly
cornes to the rescue of beauty in dis-
tross.

Bi11! I say yo tI dr'op that, will
yoil V" he crieîs, authoritatively, and the
porter yields at once to the imperious
Maseuli ne voice what ho bas seorned to
yield to the frantic feiin. '" Don't
yon want your luggage taken on board
the tender' ?"' inquires the young Amer-
ican gentleman, for suli his accent pro-
claims him to be, lifting his hat to the
young person who stands, and appears
grently exorcised over the fate of the
black box.

" Thanks, mn onsieuir," flbe youing lady
who bas been talking French responds
in perfot English, but with a musical
accent, I this is the second tine that
stupid man lias tried to carry it off
whother or no. Oh, yes, w'o want our
Iuggage to go on board, but the captain,
our very gooi friend, lins told ns to
wait bore tntil he cormes."

"sco lim coming now," says the
second yoing laly, who bas a very
sweet voice, andi much fainter accent
than tle i first. ".Look yonder, Petite.
.Ah I le has stopped to speak to the
stout lady, but he is coming back for
us."

" Small blaclc box, large black box,
one poritmtatean, a bag, anid a bonnet-
box," says the first, rapidly and con-
cisely, taking the inventory of ber bc-
longings. "Yes, everything is hore. Ma
foi, how I wish we wore on board, and
out of this jostling, noisy throng."

" Yes, it is very 'cold," replies the
young lady called Marie, and Site draws
a largo shawl she wcars closer about
her, and shivers in the raw wind.

Tley arc dressed alike, in travelling
stits of dark gray tweed, and are ap-
parently sisters. Mr. " F. D.," resmt.
ing his oasy position againstth back of
the cab, looks at thcen critically, and on
the whole approvingly, while tlhey wait
foir their very good friend, the captain.
le can look with perfect case, for thtey
are not looking at him--have apparent-
ly forgotten his proximity and existence,

The one addressed as Marie interests
him most, for the- good reason tiat he
cannot sec eir, so thick is the mask of
black lace she wears strapped across ber
bat and face. But the voice is peculia-ly
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swet, ti braided hair under the bat is
a lovely gold bronze, and the form is so
shapely, so graceful, thiat even tho
heuvy disguisimg shawl cannot wholly
conceal it. Site stands up presently,
and ie secs that she is tall-divinely
tall, he snys te himself, and no doubt
divinely fair. In a general way ho ap-
proves of tall, fair young woenin. Tho'
other is a litto porson, about eighteen,
perhaps, wihh a dark olive face, with no
especial claim te beauty, except the
eim of two large blilliant brown cyes.
lEven if lie had net beard ber speak ho
w'old have set lier down as a French
girl-ber nationality is patent in ier
lace.

The captain, biown-faced, burly, and
genial, makes his way to where they
await bimi with somo difficulty, for
his friends besiege him on ail sides.

"Wel], ny little ladies" is Itis greot-
iig, " -Cady, are yo, and waiting ?
lore, my man 1" A porter approaches,

and totoihes bis cap. "l Bear a hanid herc
with these bags and boxes, and look
sharp. Now, young ladies "-horolho
presents an elbow to the right and left
-"I 'il take yon unîder my wing, and,

consign you to the tender mercies of the
tender,2

I. is a mikl jolke, but lie laughs at iW
and goos off with his fair freight. Tho
owner of the sweet voice never lookod
back, but the owner of the pretty darký
eyes casts one farewell glance aud
slight F'mile baokward te the gentleman..
who came to the rescue of the black box.
Mr. " F. D." lifts bis bat, secs thmin van-
ish, and busies himself for the first timo
about his dog and bis trunk.

Presently they aire ail on board the
tendir, and puffing down the stream to
vhoro, big, and quiet; and powerful, tho

Hcsperia awaits ber passoigers The
num bei is very lai'gc; There is hardly
standing room on thcJittle tender's dok.
It is routgh, ani 'aw, and cold, and su-
premely miserabl To make matters
wo'so, a drizzlitg r'ain begins to fall,
anti imbtellas ar .nfum]cd and ladies
crouch under sncb shelter as tey can
find, and overybody looks blue, and'
sea-sick by anticipation.

Tho Newfouindland and his masto'
hoist no umbr'ellas; they stand and
look, on thei whole, as if they rathei'
enjoyed the misery of those about thien,


