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9 . . BLUEBELL.
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a shadow darkened the window, and a vision of youth and fresh.
ness burst into the dingy Ettle parlour. -

A rather tall, fyll-formeq young Hebe was Theodora Leigh, of
that pure pink and white complexion that goes farther to make
a8 beauty than even regularity of feature ; her long, sleepy eyes
were just the shade of the wild hyacinth ; indeed, her English
father always called her « Bluebell” aftéra flower that does not
grow on Transatlantic soil.

But they were Irish eyes, “put in With g dirty finger,” and
varying with every mood. Gooseberry €yes may disguise more

for she flung her hat on to one crazy chair, and herself on another
with a vehemence that caused a sensible concussion.
“ My dear, how brusque you are,” saig Mrs. Leigh, Plaintively,
“ 8o’ provoking,” muttered Bluebell. :
“What’s gone wrong with the child now ? said Miss Opie,,
the elder proprietess of the domicile, o
“Why,” said Bluebell, “I met the Rollesions, ang they asked
me to their picnic at the Humber op Friday ; but how egy Igo?
Look here!” and she pointed to a pair of boots evidently re-
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quiring patching.  “ Oh, mother | could you manage another pair- _

Mrs. Leigh si hed,—« A pew pair, with side rings, would
cost three dolla:f No, Bluebell, T can’t indeed.”-sp
“I might a8 well be a nun, then, at once,” sa._id the girl with

spoiled darling,
“ Bluebell,” said Miss Opie, «if you read more and scampered
about less, your mind would be better fortified to bear these lit-
reverses,”
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