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THE CRITIO.

MOUBSIE.

CHAPTER L

%Y could not have fou'id a bettor namo for hor!’ Bronda Lislo protes-
ted, 08, 1n hor dainty evening drese, sho sat under the veranda outside the
drawing-room windows, Sho wae leaning her head ogainst the heavy trails
of passiflora climbing up and around ono of the columns; sometimes lifting
ber dreamy gaze to the scarlet flowers drooping from atove till they touched
tho masses of her raven hair ; sometimos looking up into the thoughtfnl face
of Sir Damer Wentbury, the young Baronet lounging besido her.

Claudo Esiilton, the Raronet's dearest friend, albeit only o struggliog
artist, surreptitiously drow forth poveil and sketch-book ; for where could

be have found n moro charming subject for his poneil than Bronda Lizle, with
hor striking feco and unstudied attitudes?

Yet ho sighed o8 ho dashed in his vigorous outlines, and could scarcely.|’

refrain from onvying the Baronet, who might talk to her, walk with ber, or
keep his post beside her a8 long as he pleased, aware that with his fino ront-
roll he was an eligible parti for wealthior maidens than Mrs, Lisle's pretty
daughter ; whilst ho, Claude, had to climb to the top of the ladder bofore
he must think of a wife at all,

¢ I could not have found a botter name for hor !” Brenda repeated. “The
bright brown eyes, her sleek, satiny hair, and shy, quick movements, remind
mo 1rresistibly of & pet mouse Tom and Trot had in their nursery at Caloutta.
And she is o sBinging mousie too, for sho has tho sweetest of voices—not
powerful, yet fresh and joyous as a lark’s.

“ But how puzzled you look !" she added, laughing saucily st her silent
companton, * Ie it possible thut yuu do uot know whom I am alluding to ?"

“ Not the young lady who dined here yesterday

* And who talked you into a headache? No, no ! my Mousie hasnoth
ing in common with handsome, self sufficient Sarah Bellaira. Sho is not
even beautiful sccording to the pink and white, bluo-orbed, languishing
beauty your sex always appreciates ”

*There are exceptions to every rule, Mias Lisle,
belles 1"

“1n the presence of u brunette,” added Brenda, demurely. * Of course
you could not be so rude 8s to disparage my few charms in oy hearing, But
Mousio is neither the one nor tho other ; she is mot pretty epoughto bo
peinted,” and-her glanco ot Claude Essilton proved that sho had detected
bis occupation, * nor attractive enough to win a train of adorers ; but sho
is just Mousioe ; shy, swect, and lovoible ; and I am delighted with her !

* And who is Mourie 7" the young Baronet queried.

¢ Sho has been here three days and yet you ask me that ! She is a dear
Jittlo cousin of mino of whose very existonce I was ignorant till a fortnight
ago. That is the worst of holding a colonial appuintment—you grow up o
stranger to your nesrest and dearest ties !”

*The warst or the bestt" emiled Sir Damer. * To own a host of rola-
tives, who inflict themselves upon you at unsoasonable times—foel affronted
if you do not help them, and ungrateful if you do—does not always prove
agroeable.”

I suppose not ! but,” and Brenda's voico took a lower, sadder tone,
* yet, sinca our coming home it has cost napa a goed many pangs—of course
it was of him I was thipking, not mysolf—~to learn how many old friends
and valued connections bave dropped into the grave or out of sight during
tho twelve »ears ho has spent in India. o was very much attached to the
sisters of my own mamma ! (Sir Damer know alresdy that Brenda wus not
the daughter of the pretty, delicate, insipid little lady who sat at the head
of Mr. Lisle’s tablo, and did her best to spoil Brenda’s frolicsome half-broth-
c1s); ** of these sistess ope iz dead, tho other has becomo—peculiar. A girl
—my namesake, and the image, papa tays, of bor sweet, young mother—is
alt that remains of en ill-starred marriago, and Mousie was pining under the

tyranny of her spinster aunt, when papa swooped down upon the fortress
and emancipated her.”

Again Brenda laughed provokingly.

«Sho sat opposite to you at dioner. Ob, Sir Damer, witty snd wise
though the world acknosledges you to be, you are not keon-eyed enough to
discover a woman’s perfections unless they are pointed out to you I”

¢ I havo no partiality for perfect women,” was the gay roply ; I prefer
one who lectures me or deserves to be scolded herself twice or thrico in every
hour of tho day. I cortainly did catch a glimpso betwoon tho flowers in tho
epergne of my vis-d-vis, but I thought she was the governess.”

* Because she lots Tom and Trot mopopolize her 7 Unfortunately for
berself sho pormitted those urchins to discover that she has stored in her
memory all the fairy tales and wonderful adventures sho has evor read, and
they are always asking for moro.

* There they aro now !’ cried Brends, pashing aside tho passion-flowers
to glimpso at a figure in white flitting scross the lawn with two rosy, shout
ing childron in pursuit. *It is cooler out there than hore.  Sir Damer—
Mr. Essiilon—shall we go and resecue my cousin from her persecutors !

* Don't call the darlingssuch frightful .nsmes, Brenda,” Mrs, Lislo feably
remonstiated, but no one noticed her.

Nothing loth, both gentlomen sauntered with the yourg lady across tho
sw.z;’fd}; epjoying the soft southorn broeze springing up with the approach of
twilight.

But long befors they reached the epot where Brenda had seon hor cousin
pauso and glanco back at the house—porhaps to admire its prottinoss, por-
haps to wonder why no ono craved her socioty but the children-—Mousie
and tho boys had disappeared. .

* They would not have thanked us for finding thom,” the artist obsorved;
¢ Mies Menvyn confessed to mo yostordsy morning that she is so unused to
socioty that it is a rolief to steal away with the littlo laddics.”

1 do 2ot admire blonde

s

““ Thon you know my cousin, if Sir Damdr docs,noi," oxolaimo;i Brenda,
with tho smallest possible soupcon of zeslous displensure,
“Yes ; she coaxed Trot to sit still while I painted at the portrait of the

child 3]}{“} Lisle is 80 anxious to have. It was a-happy hour, for wo talked—"
“ Yos p"

« Of you.”

Bronds, with avortod faco, walked away to where Sir Damer was parting
tho boughs of a tree toghow hor the dosoerted nest of 8 wood-pigeon, Whether
sho was augry.or not Claude Essilton was not allowed to know, for while
peoping at tho vest sho had cacght the murmar of voices. Mousie was sing-
ing somo curious but musical old ballad to her little companions, aud guided
by the sounds, Bronda made her way to the bank on which they werd scatod,

Was Mousie as charming as hor brightor, more fortunately-placed cousin
depicted her1
To tho casunl obsorver she was a bashful, silont, common-place little
creature, who camo and went 8o noiseleasly that nobody noticed her coming,
nor missed her when sho stole away.

Yot othors might have discerned how the lovely bloom on her cheeks
deopened or faded with every fresh emotion ; how eagerly she listened when
the conversation took an intoresting turn ; and with what prompt good-
paturo sho submitted to the teasing of the children ; or waited on Mrs.
Lisle; or flow hither and thithor to fulfil any wishes of Brends, whom she
admired with gonuine, unaffected sincerity.

Bronda signed to the young men to establish themselves on a rustic bench
near the bank, on which sho seated herself baside her cousin.

“QOh yes! oh yes! oh yes! silenco, messiours I sho cried, gaily.
't Mousio is going to sing for us. ¢ Musiv counds the sweetest, eto,, etc.
Run away, children ; you kave had the monopoly of the minstrel long
enough, To bed with you—to bed 1”

But Mousie could be firm, in spite of her timidity. She had promised
Mrs. Lislo that the little boys should return to the buuse at a certain hour,
and must keep hor word. Left to themselves they might loiter, and Trot’s
chest was delicate enough to cause much anxiety already.

Brends was vexed ; but she yielded the point gracefully.

* Wo will all go in, and when peace reigns in the househol@ Mousie shall
charm us in the veranda.”

¢ I wish I could be sure that you do pot say this simply from polite-
ness!" Mousie surprised her companious by exclaiming, in the tremulous
tones of great earnestness. It is so little X can do to give pleasure that it
would make me very glad if I could feel sure I amuso you with my singing!”

* My doar, eimplo-minded coz, you are the quaintest little puritan that
over lived | Don’t you know that the chief ond and aim of woman is to
pleaso herself "
But though Brenda had laughed at her cousin she shielded her from
observation $ill the toars that glittered on her eyelashes had been wiped
away. Mousis had been 5o soverely repressed by her strange-tompered
aunt, so frequontly assured that shg was neither useful nor ornamental, that
tho milder regime at Mr. Lisle’s handsome house and the petting of Brends
affected her strangely. . X

Sitting oo a stool at her consin’s fost, with the moonlight streaming down
upon her emall pensive face, she sang her bist.  Mer sweet fresh voice and
old-world songs cerried Mr. Lisle back to the happy days of his youth.
Even Mrs, Lisle ventured forth to listen ; the artist dreamed happy dreams;
and Brenda sometimes sighed —sometimes smiled.

Everyone thanked the singer with eifusion when she stopped—everyone
but Sir Dawmer, who did not speak till he lighted her candle for her as she
was ratiring.

“You have done somothing more than amuse us, Mies Menvyn. Such
singing as yours awakens feelings we are but too apt to forget.”

* Thank you,” responded Mousie, simply, * I shall prizs my gift now ;
and when I go back to aunt Ursula, who doea not like me to sing, X shall
often recall the kind things you bave all said to me to-night.”

* Is this aunt of hors & tyrant{” Sir Damer-hotly demanded, when she
had gone out of hearing, .

 Something like it,” Mr, Lisle replied. Sheis trying to imbue her
sister’s orphan with her own ascolic tastes ; and would have her believo that
to be young and cheerfulare bad kabits, that should be shaken off as quickly
as possible I”

¢ And she roturns to such a womsn " exclaimed Claude Essillon.
¢ Must it bo 1"

* Yos, I suppose sho will have to do s0,” responded Mr. Lisle, rather
dubiously. I had great trouble in getting her hore for a fow woeks. Het
sunt feara that wo shall arouse ia hor that love of the world she is striving
to subdue ; and if she had seen this flighty daughter of mine, I don’t sup-
poso she would have trusted me with the caro of Mousie at all.” :

Everyone smiled as Brouds swept: hor father a mocking curlosoy, and
danced away, reminded by Mrs. Lisle, as sho wont, that the dressmaker
would call carly on the morrow to take directions for the costumes to bs.
worn at a faney ball in the ensuing week.

Yet Brenda's face was grave enough when -sho reached hor own room,:
and sat down before her glass to brush her hair. .

“ So I havo raised myself a rival | This little inoxperienced Mousio has.
a witchery about her that will wia all hearts, and I must stsnd by and swils
at her conquosts.” :
# Am I unselfish enough to do this$” ehe asked herself presently. “To
givo up the hopes I was boginning to-cherish, and know all the whilo thst
it was my own hand that knocked down my airy castles 3" '
% No, I noed not mako such, sacrifices, and I will not. I like you, my
littlo cousin ; and T will be your very good friond all my life long; butyou

shall not stay hore to rob me of my dearest treasare—the hopo of becoming
his lady and queon I .




