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and know ber thoroughly? 0f course she
was nothing to him personally; a mere
child, aibeit a most charmiiîg onîe. She had
flot the sweet gentleness of that other ivo-
man who was the love of bis liCe, and who
ivas dead ; but after ail that did not matter
to him, for of course she was nothing, neyer
could be anything to him of that kind : ail
that sort of thing wvas over and done îvith for
bimnfor ever. He wvas lier guardian ; simrply
and solely ber guardian, and she his ivard,
bis cbild almost. And surely it was most
proper and most right that lie should try
and ivin ber affection and confidence, in
order that he migbt obtain that influenîce
over ber which ber poor father would cer-
tainly bave wisbed hlm to exercise.

Just at this point of bis reflections there
came sbambling across the lawn towards
Miss Blair a tait, loosely built young feilow
about tbree-and-twenty. He bad fair,
straight bair, and blue eyes, in one of wbich
ivas stuck an eye.glass, and a pale but flov
bad-looking face, witb fairly good features
set in a littie straw-coloured frame of young
wvhiskers.

He came and stood behind Juliet as she
bent over ber rose bushes, lookcing very
nervous and shy, and didn't seem to knoiv
quite wbat to do wvitb bis arms and legs.

IHallo, Gis 1' s -he said, turning round
suddeuly upon bim ; ciI didn't see you.
How are you?'>' And she put out two fingers
to him.

Cecil Travers took the fingers, pressed
tbemn adoringty between both bis bands,' and
bent over them in speechless worship.

"lHome for your holidays, Gis ?" said
Juliet, uncoucemnedly snippîng off a rose
with ber disengaged band, and flot looking
at him ias she spokze.

-Holidays 1 You mean vacation t
answered the youth rather indignantly;
"4wby, wbat are you tbiriking of, Juliet ?
Don't you kuow tbat I bave teft Oxford for
good nowv? I bave been in Scotland shoot-
ing Iately," he added rather graudly.

ci Oh, ah! yes, I forgot," said Juliet, cool-
ly going on with ber snipping and clipping.

He stood by ber for.a minute or two in
silence, watching ber.

".Have you nothing to say to me at ail,
Juliet ? Here bave I been away two montbs,
and I tbought you would be glad to see me
back, and you don't speak to me-you don't
even look at me!1"

I am ~esorry, Gis ; I arn sure I don't
mean to be unkind to you; wbat shall I
say to you? I hope you bave enjoyed
yourseif. How is your fatiier? and Lave you
brought any message from Georgie ? and-
wby, Cis 1" turning upon bim and looking
at him for the first time fuit in the face,
civbhy, /iow your wbiskers have grown !

Now, if there is anytbing a young man of
three.and-twventy, wbo lias left coitege and
considers himself in every way a man, bates,
loathes, and detests, it is to bave remarks
miade upon bis imîlroved looks, beigbt, or
hirsute ad )rumeuts, especiaiiy when, as in
this case, the remark is made laughingly by
the object of hs affections, whom be
îvorships and adores, and to whom, be bas
been iii the habit of writing the most pas-
sionate and despairing love sonnets, sitting
up late every night composing themn for the
last two years, and then burning thern ini the
candie before getting into bed.

juliet,' fair ohject of ail rny hopes and fears,
For w1llioin 1 nightly shed these bitter tears,
Low bowed bencath thy feet 1 lie,
Smile once upon me, or I die-

ran tbe last of these productions. Luckily,
J uliet had neyer seen any of them, or bow
sbe would bave laughed!1

And now this divinity for wbomn he said
he shed tears nightly, aud under whose feet
he ivas supposed to be stretcbed at fuit
tengtb occasionatly, Iooked at hii îvitb
those great deep eyes of bers, wbîcb in an-
other epic poemn he bad compared to the
stars of heaven, and told him deliberately
that bis wbiskers bad grown !

IlIf you can't find anytbing better than
that to sa>', I'd better go," be said, tumning
away with a very red face.

IlMy dear Gis, don't be so sut>'; and
she lield out ber band to him, wvhicb, of
course, he seized upon, and came back close
to lier at once.

IlIf you won't stare at me in tbat lacka-
daisacal way, I shall have pient>' to say to
you, and of course I arn delighted to, see
you back. Here ! botd my basket for me,
aud then I can go on with my roses and
talk at the same time. Now, let me see ;
wbat news have I? Oh, you know my
guardian is here? "

IlSo I beard. Wbat a nuisance! said
Gis, quite restored to, fehicit>', and folloîying
ber about with the basket in both bauds.
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