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one of the rose ljuds, thaL ht hiad stolcu from the
vase, lie suddenly exclaimed :

'4What tboughts are those, dear Clara, that tinge
this pure cbeck, with such a brilliant bue !-wby this
bui-sting bud looks pale beside it, and 1 could almost
fancy it pining with envy to be thus, outvied in love-
lineas. Would 1 could look iute your mind, fair
cousin, that temple of brigbt and sweet images, and
see what is now passing in its innermost recesses."'

"Ah, Charles, do not wish so ; ail that you beheld
there migbt not appear to you so pure and stainleas
R3 sbould beseem a maiden brest. Rememiber we
are yet of eartb, and even with our hoîjest affections,
our bighest and noblest aspirations, mingles a taint of
humas frailty and imperfection. But a truce to
xnoralizing, and give me back my rose bud."l

IlNay, 1 must keep this, dear Clara, it in now
.associated in my mind witb the cbck to whicb 1
compared it," and he plead s0 leloquently that al-
tbough, she said it was the prettiest in the buncb
she was attempting to copy, she suffered it to remain
in bis possession.

l"And now let us maire arrangements for this pic-
nic, Clara, since I am resolved to tic iucluded among
the children, and 1 cen answer for Miss Morley, wlxo
go loves the country and its simple pleaawea, that
she will be delighted to join us."

"lDoca she love tbem, Charles Il' asked Clara in a
somewhat doubting tone.

IlYes does she, fair sceptie, as truly and as fer-
vently as yourself," cried a gay voice, in a toue of
blpnded rebuke and playfulness, and Grace hiorley
entered through the glass door fromn the terrace, fol-
lowed by a merry troop of children, dragging forward
a buga Newfouudland dog, which they bad literally
loaded with fiuwers. But thse animal burst fromn
them, the moment he saw Clara, and trailing tbe
broken garlands after him, bounded forward and
laid bis shaggy bead, witb a irbine of joy, in ber lap.
Thse ebjîdren too, clustered around hier, each talking
with deliglst of tbe morrow, and begging, that she
and cousin Charles, would go witb them and share
tbewr 4solday.

"You include Miss Morley, aima VI said Clara.
"No, we do net," a.uswered Lucia, in a subdued

voice ; Ilshe does not like us, sister, she says we
mair e r bueaahe, and was angry, and left tbe
..arden becausle Neptune sprinkled ber dress wben hie
leaped froin the water."p

Clara could flot repreas a smile, thougb she
liastened ta silence thse little gil., lest thse objeet of
ber complaint, migbt overb.aa it and be.vexed. But
tbey prattled on up01i 501U other thease, wbile Clara
caressed snd listened to them, or seemied te listen,
thougb lier attention was in reality attraeted by miss
Morley, wbo bad tbroivn biniself listlessly mipon a
sofa and called Charles te comne and fan ber. And
tuer. lie new stood, grntly waving thse painted icatis-
crs, and speakinge as lie tient ovcr bier, iii thse soflest

andI most subdued toue, while ivitb bier radiant fac
upturned to bis, she looked, so Clara tbought, unut-
terable tbings.

She was ini truts a creature of matcbless besuty,
perfect in form, aud faultless in feature--sucb aly
one as Phidias migbt bave ebosen for the subjeet of
bis chisel. She had a dazzling complexion, a broir
like polished ivory, darir, cloquent eycs, that could
bcwitcb at will, that wcre lovely Wa tWp, and te-
siatless wben balf veiled by th& long silken fringes,
aud by those snowy lids whicb made one involunta-
rily recal that expressive liue of Sbakspeare :

"lAs sweet as were the lids of Juno's cyes."1

No woman ever understeod better than did Grace
Morley tbe management of the eye-and wbcn it
was ber pleasure se to do, shc could make it dis-
course most eloqucntly, and in a language not to, be
misunderstood-as she uow lay baîf recliniug om
tbe damask cushions. of tbe sofa, ber white drcss and
ebon hait contrasting- witb tlWr crimson bue, Clara
fancied sbe bad never before sen ber look 80 beau-
tiful-her colour was bcighteucd by exercise, and
a haîf blown rose, whicb she had gatbered in bcr
walk, was placcd with carelesu grace among tbe
saft ringlets that shadcd ber brow. "*Iow," thought
the humble Clara, Ilwhà~ viewed in camparison with
this radiant ereature, can 1 hope te retain my ems-
pire over tbe beart of one wbo so loves beauty, as
does my cousin," sud instinctively she raised'ber
eyes towards an opposite mitron-but iL reficcted
back so, lovily an image, a figure so delicate and
sylpb-like, a face of such pure and cbildlike, yet spi-
riul beauty, that sh. blusbed wltls conocious pIcs-
sure as it met ber view.

II.r brother Henry, a âine boy of ten, caught ber
eye in thse glass, aud laugbingly exclaimed :

"IDo ydu blusb, sister, because you are so prctty?
welI then 1 wilI make you blusb again, by telliug1
you what 1 tbought this morning, as 1 read of t»C
tbree goddoases who qusrrelled for the golden apple,
that if you hiait been there they would neither Of
thens have got it."1

"lBravo, Hal !" abouted ChanlesCutleton frai'
the other end of the drawing room ; "las gallalit a
speecb that, my boy, as ever knieht of, the touÉliY
wbispcred in thse car of bis lady love, and s goOY
promise it gives te the rising, fait, of your 9n

"You bave ne need te laugis, MT. CaasltOl,'
said one of thse younger boys, with the air Of a
champion; "11beesuse Henry bold Clans sWs w5s
pretty, for 1 am sureW ne one ean look at ber-t'wic'e
ivitbout knowfrmg it, though sbc sn above miking "
boast ef it beruWi" and be glanced signihfi9Y at
Miss Morley.

leAnd din good tee,"l lisped liMle ICate, eliius
ing up and tlsrwing ber arms Mond thse lI&ghi'
but confu>ed Clara; Ilshe rover frowns uPOit ti'


