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: ‘m 3 The girls have called me down to ad- | of them wers very young Dora Johuston,” whought 1, 30 ot | scwothing Snc sud manly in s seguler
‘m » &5 mire them. Yes, they looked extremely | wore their short hai cut— | be a simpleton. De you comsider your- | Oriental Leard.
PN well ; Lisabel, majestic, slow, and fair ; | exceedingly ), and did not seem |self 5o much better than your fellow-| Dr. Urquhart spoke at last.
BY MISS MULOCK. I doubt if anything in this world would | quite comfortable in their clothes. mh;«'hﬂ&u returning| ‘‘So, as I overheard you say to l'n.
disturb the squanimity of her sleepy blue| *‘Militia, of coures,” I overheard ¢ lady | civil answer to & civil remark—mesnt | Granton, you ‘hate soldiers.’ ‘Hate’ is
- "&ﬂ.‘j‘ﬂaw mouth—a large, | observe, who apparently kmew all kindly, too—because you, forsooth, like | a strong word—for a Christian woman " plaid,
is lawtal miild, besutiful snimal, like a white|it. ‘‘None of our officers wear the French gentleman who was entreated| My own weapons turned upon ute.

not to call the righteous, but sin- | Brahma cow. Very much admpired is our | when they can avoid it.” :
isabel, and 3. wonder. That white ) s0e
barege will kill half the officers in the monly proud of theirs, and m-ﬂ

mrrn_ L
HER STORY.
Yes, I hate soldiers.
Yean't help writing it—it relioves my
mind. AN moming have we been duiw-

our beautiful, desclate moor has Theen
tranamogrified ; pound and round ; wp

at the north camp ; directed hither and
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camp. h‘“‘op‘ﬁﬂ“]ﬂﬂk
one, but I.anggested how ill pink would
.against searlet, and so, after a series

She is evidently bent upon looking her

best to-night. !
Pypelope, also ; but I wish Penelope

such & quantity of artificial flowers, while

and dowa ; hdh»ﬁwde“ldM wear such airy dresses, and

thither by muddle-headed privates ; star-
@d at by puppyish young officers ; cheked
with chimneysmoke ; jolted over roads
laid with ashes—or ne roads at all—and
pestered everywhere with the sight of
unging, lazy red groups—that color is
becoming to se s perfect eye-sore ! What
& treat it is to get home and lock mynelf
in my own seom—the tiniest and'safest
wook in all Reckmount—and spurt out
my wrath in the blackest of ink with she
boldest of pens. Bleas you (query, whe

ean I be blessing, for nobody will ever:
read this), what does it matter ! And

after all, I repeat, it relieves my mind.

1 do hate seldiers. 1 always did from
my youth up, 4ill the war of the East
startled everyhody #ike s thunder-clap.
What a time it was—this time two years
ago? How the actmal pemance of each
day, as set down in the newspapers, made
my old romance nesd like mere balder-
dash ; how the present, in its infinite
piteousness, its tangible horror, and the
awfulness of what they called its “‘glory,”
cast the tame past altogether into shade 1
Who read anything but that fearful
**Times 7"

‘And now it is all gone by; we have
peace again ; and this 20th of September,
1856, I begin with my birthday a new
journal (capital one, too, with a firstrate
lock and key, saved out of my summer
bonnet, which I didn’t buy). Nor need
1 spoil the day—as once—by crying over
those, who, two years since,

Red Alma's heights : x—#

Consciemce, tender over desd heroes,
feels not the smallest compunction in
writing the angry initiatory lines, when
she thinks of that odious camp which has
been established near us, for the educa-
gion of the military mind, and the hard-
ening of the military body, Whence
wei-coats swarm out over the pretty
meighborhood like lady-birds over the
hop =harmless, it is true, yet
foréver flying in one's face in the most
mnpleasant manner, and making inroads
through one’s parlor windows, and crawl-
ing over one's tea-table. Wretshed red
insects ! except that the act would be

murder, I often wish I could put half &
dozen of them, swords, epaulets, mus-
taches, and all, under the heel of my
shoe.

Perhaps this is obstinacy, or the loye
of contradiction. No wonder. Do I
hear of anything but soldiers from morn-
ing till night ? At visits or dinner-parties
can I speak to a soul—and ’tis not much
T do speak to anybody—but that she (I
use the pronoun advisedly) is sure to
bring in with her second sentence some-
thing about ‘‘the camp !"

T'm sick of the camp. Would that my
sisters were ! For Lisabel, young and
handsome, there is some excuse, but
Penelope—she ought to know better.

Papa is determined to go with us to the
Grantons’ ball to-night. I wish there
were no necessity for it; and have sug-
gested, as strongly as I could, that we
should stay at home. But what of that?
Nobody ever did that I ever remember.
So poor papa is to be dragged out from
His cozy arm-chair, jogged and tumbled
across these wintery moors, and stuck up
solemn in a corner fof the drawing-room
—being kept carefully out of the card-
room because he happens to be a clergy-
man. And all the while he will wear his
politest and most immovable of smiles,
just as if he liked it. Oh, why cannot
people say what they mean, and do as
they wish? Why must they be tied and
bound with horrible chains of etiquette
even at the age of seventy ! Why can-
not he say, ‘‘young ladies”), “‘I had far
rather stay at home ; go you and enjoy

yourselves,” or better still, ‘‘go, two of
you, but I want Dora.”

No, he never will say that. He never
did want any of us much ; me less than
any. Iam neither eldest nor youngest,
neither Miss Johnson nor Miss Lisabel,

her ourls are so thin and her teeth so
sharp. “8he msed to have very pretty
Bair fen years ago. I remember being
.exceeding shockedly and fierce about a
. eurl of hers ¢hat I saw stolen in the sum-
we found .out that they were engaged.
She rather expected him to-night, 1
fancy. Mm. Granton was sure to have
invited him with us ; but of course, he
hes nat come. He never did come, in
my recallection, when he said he would.

Ionghthpmddmn;butlando
it in ten minmtes, and it is not worth
wihile wasting more time. Those two
girle—what » capital foil each makes to
the other!—little, dark, lively—not to
eay satirical ; large, amiable, and fair.
Papa ought to be prond of them—I sup-
pease he is.
Heigho ! 'Tis a good thing to be good-
looking. And mext best, perhaps is
dewnright ugliness—niee, interesting, at-
tractive ugliness—such as I have seen in
some women ; nay, I have somewhere
read that wgly women have often been
lowed best.
But to be just ordinary ; of ordinary
height, ordinary figure, and, oh me ; let
me lift up my ead from the desk to the
Jooking-glass, and take a good stare at an
undeniably ordinary fave. 'Tis not pleas-
ant. Well ; Iam as I was made; let me
not undervalue myself, if only out of re-
versnce for Him who made me.
Surely—Captain Treherne's voice be-
low. Does that young man expect to be
taken to the ball in our fly? Truly, he
is making himself one of the family al-
ready. And there is papa calling us.
What will paps say ?
Why, he said nothing ; and Lisabel, as
she swept slowly down the staircase with
a little silver lamp in her right hand,
likewise said mothing ; but she looked—
“Byerybody is lovely to somebody,”
says the proverh. Query, if somebody I
eould name should live to the age of
Methuselah, will she ever be lovely to
anybody ?

What nonsense ! Bravo! thou wert
in the right of it, jolly miller of Dee !

*I care for nobody, no, not I;
And nobody cares for me.”

8o Jet me lock up my desk and dress for
the ball. Really, not a bad ball ; even
now—when looked at in the light of next
day's quitt—with the leaves stirring lazily
in the fir-trees by my window, and the
broad sunshine brightening the moor-
lands far away.

Not a bad hall, even to me, who usu-
ally am stoically contemptuous of such
senseless amusements ; doubtless from
the mean motive that I like dancing, and
am rarely asked to dance; that I am
just five-and-twenty, and get no more at-
tention than if I were five-and-forty. Of
course, I protest continually that I don’t
care a pin for this fact(mem. mean again).
For I do care—at the very bottom of my
heart, I do. Many a time have I leaned
my head hem—-good/old desk, you will
tell no tales ! and cried, actually cried—
with the pain of being neither pretty,
agreeable, nor young.

Moralists say, it is every woman’s
power to be in a measure all three ; that
when she is not liked or admired—by
some few at least—it is a sign that she is
neither likeable nor admirable. There-
fore, I suppose I am neither. Probably
very disagreeable. Penelope often says
80, in her sharp, and Lisabel in her lazy
way. Lis would apply the same expres-
sion to a gnat on her waist, or a dagger
pointed at her heart. A ‘‘thoroughly
amiable woman !” Now, I never was—
never shall be—an amiable woman.

To return to the ball—and really I
would not mind returning to it and hav-
ing it all over again, which is more than
one can say of many hours of our lives,
especially of those which roll on rapidly
as hours seem to roll after five-and-
twenty. It was exceedingly amusing.
Large, well-lit rooms. filled with well-

their the shape of some fair

of ditters, Miss Liss took my advice. | partner; when they immediately relapasd fpe:

into shyness and awkwardness—nay, ¥
might add—stupidity ;

and did not their noble swords lie idle at
this moment on the safast resting-place—
Mrs. Granton’s billiard-table ? .

I watched the scsne out of my corner
in a state of dreamy amusement ; ming-
led with a vague curiosity as to how long
I should be left to sit sdlitary thers, and
whether it weuld be very dull, if “‘with

Mrs. Granton came bustling up.

‘““My dear girl—are you not dancing 1"
“Apparently not,” said I, laughing,
and trying to catch her, and make room
for her. Vain attempt ! Mrs. Grantosi
never will sit down while there is any-
thing that she thinks ¢an be -done for
anybody. In a moment she would have
been buzzing all round ‘the room like an
amiable bee in search of some unfortu:
nate youth upon whom d0 inflict me as a
partner—but not eyen my desire of danc-
ing would allow me to sink so® low as
that.

For safety I ran after, and attacked the
good old lady on one of her weak points.
Luckily she caught the bait, and we were
soon safely landed on the great blanket,
beef, and anti-beer distribution question,
now shaking our parish to its very foun-
dations. I am ashamed to say, though
the rector’'s daughter, it is very little I
know about our parish. And though at
first I rather repented of my ruse. seeing
that Mrs, Granton’s deafness made both
her remarks and my answers most un-
pleasantly public, gradually I became so
interested in what she was telling me,
that we must have kept on talking nearly
twenty minutes, when some one called
the old lady way.

“‘Sorry to leave you, Miss Dors, but I
leave you in good company,” she said,
nodding and smiling to some people be-
hind the sofa, with whom she probably
thought I was acquainted ; but I was not,
nor had the slightest ambition for that
honor. Strangers at a ball have rarely
anything to say worth saying or hearing.
So I never turned my head, and let Mrs.
Granton trot away. B

shall have half the activity, or cheerful-
ness, or kindlinesa, of her dear old self.

No one broke it upon my meditatious.
Papa’s white head was visible in a dis-
tant doorway ; for the girls, they had

rose-clouds of tartletan, her pale face,
and ever smiling white teeth, that con-

my eldest sister at parties. And now and
then Lisabel came floating, moonlike,
through the room, almost obscuring
young, slender Captain Treherne, who
yet appeared quite content in his occulta-
tion. He also seemed t0.be of my opin-
ion that scarlet and white were the best
of colors, for I did not see him make the
slightest attempt to dance with any1 ad,

but Lisabel. -

Several people, I noticed, looked at
them and smiled; and one lady whis-
pered something about ‘‘poor clergy-
man’s daughter” and “‘Sir William Tre-
herne.”

I felt hot to my very temples, Oh, if
we were all in Paradise, or a nunnery, or
some place where there was neither
thinking nor making: of marriages !*

I determined to catch Lisa when the
waltz was done. She waltzes well, even
gracefully, for a tall woman—but I
wished, I wished—my wish was cut short
by a collision which made me start up
with an idea of rushing to the rescue;
however, the next moment Treherne and
she had recovered their balance and
were spinning on again. Of course I sat
down immediately.

But n# looks must be terrible tell-
tales, since some one behind me said, as
plain as if in answer to my thoughts:
‘‘Pray be satisfied; the lady could not
have been in the least hurt.”

I was surprised; for, though the voice

only Miss Dora—Theodora—‘the gift of | dressed peaple ; we do not often make | was polite, even kind, people do not, at

God,” as my little bit of Greek taught

such a goodly show in oyr country enter-

least in our country society, address a

me. A gift—what for and to whom? I |tainments; but then the Grantons know lady without an introduction. I an-
declare, since I was a baby, since I was | everybody. Nobody would do that but | gwered civilly, of course, but ‘it must

a little solitary ugly child, wondering if | dear old Mra. Granton, and ““my Colin,” | have been with some stiffness of manner, | command, ‘Thou shalt not kill, military |8 no judgments so harsh as those of

T ever had a mother like other children, | Who, if he has not three pennyworth of | for the gentleman said:

since even I have been a woman grown,
I never have been able to find out.

Well, T suppose it ‘is no use to try to
alter things. Papa will go his own way,
and the girls theirs, They think the

brains, has the kindest heart and the
heaviest purse in the whole neighbor-
hood.

I am sure Mrs. Granton must have felt
proud of her handsome suite of rooms,

“‘Pardon me; I coneuded it was your
sister who slipped, and that you were

ately moved away.

My mind and eyes followed her with a
half sigh, considering whether at sixty I

long since vanished im the whirligig. I
caught at times a glimpse of Penelope’s

trast ill with her restless black eyes ; it
is always rather painful to me to watch

wtcial : < i, SONTRONG
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%0 save another gentleman from drown-

ing—‘should have been most happy, but

< > ’- L . .. n“
had a good face, brown and dark; a thin,
spere, ni:;ﬁm;'ﬂ- Sir
without  lurking spitit of humor, which

scemed to have clearly penetrated and
beeth futher asused by sy foolish sm-

gazing fed”—including a trifle of supper | barressment and ridioulows  indecisivn. | herne, looking as I never saw Lisabel
—1 thus had tospend the entive evening. | This vexed me for the moment; then: T | look before. It suddenly rushed across

smiled—we both smiled, and began to
” f

Ofoolllt.iimnllhnhu different
had he been a young mian, ‘but he ‘was

up, with her usual pleased look when she
thinks other pecple are pleased with one
another, and said, in that friendly mann-
eor that makes everybody else feel friend-
' also: ;

“A partner, I see. That's right, Mise
Dora. You shall have s quadrille in &
minute, doctor.”

Doctor! 1 felt relieved. He might
have been worse—perhaps, from ‘his
beard, even a camp officer.

““Our friend takes things too much for
granted,” he seid, smiling. *‘I believe I
must introduce myself. Ny name is Ur-
qmi,

“Dr. Urquhart ¢”

“Yﬂ."

Here the quadrille began to form, and
1 to button my gloves not discontentedly.
He said:

¢ fear ] am assuming a right on false
pretenses, for I never danced in my life.
Youdo, Isce. I must not detain you
fromi another partner.” And, omoce
again, my unknown fresend, who seemed
to have such extreme penetrations into
my motives and*ingentions, moved aside.

Of course I got no partner—I mnever
do. When the doctor reappeared, I was
unfeignedly glad to see him. He took
no notice whatever of my humilisting
state of solitude, but sat down in one of
the dancers’ vacated pimces, and re-
sumed the thread of our conversation as
if it had vever been broken.

Often, in a crowd, two people not
much interested therein, fall upon sub-
jects perfectly extraneous, which at once
make them feel interested in these and
in each other, Thus, it seems quite odd
these morning to think of the multipli-
city of heterogeneoas topics which Dr.
Urquhart discussed last night. I gained
from him much various information.
He must have been a great traveller, and
observer too; and for me, I marvel now
to recollect how freely I spoke my mind
on many things which ¥ usually keep to
myself, partly from shyness, partly be-
cause nobody heré at home cares one
straw about them. Among others came
the universal theme—the war.

I said I thought the three much-
laughed at Quakers, who went to the
Czar Nicholas, were much nearer the
truth than many of their mockers. War
seemed to me so utterly opposed to
Christianity that I did not see how any
Christian man could ever become a sol-
dier. | A g bl

At this Pr. Urquhart leaned his elbow
on-the'axma of the sofa and looked me
steadily in the face.

‘Do you mean that a Christian man
is not to defend his own life or liberty,
that of others, under any circumstances?
orishe to. wear a.red coat peacefully
while peace lasts, and at his first battle
throw down his musket, shoulder his
Testament and walk away?”’

These words, though of a freer tone
than I was used to, were not. spoken in
any irreverence. They puzzled me. I
felt asif I had been playing the oracle
upou a subject whereon I had not the
least grounds to form an opinion at all
Yet I would not yield.

“Dr. Urquhart, if you recollect, I said
‘become & woldier.” How, being already
a soldier, a Christian man should act, I
am not wise enough to judge. But I do
think, other professions beéing open,_ for
him to choose voluntarily the profession
of arms, and to receive wages for taking
away life, is at best a monstrous anomaly.
Nay, however it may be glossed over and
refined away, surely, in face of the plain

glory seems little bettter than a pictur-
esque form of murder.”

I spoke strongly—more strongly, per-

ons are more instincts and emotions than

I felt uncomfortable; uncertain wheth- | mature principles, ought to speak. If so | pearcd.

wnf:uwdmmm

4 q.lh‘llddimm-yblin-

ciles, instinots, observations, confirm

“Do 17" with a alight smile.
1 grew more ang; y.
“In truth had I ever had & vpark

me what might happen—perhaps had
happened. - Suppose, in thus passion-
ately venting my prejudices, I should be
tacitly condemning my—what an odd
brother-in-law? . Pride, if no

Dr. Urouhart mid, quietly enough,
“f should tell you—indeed T ought to
bave told you before—that I am myself
in the army.”

I'dam sure T looked—as I felt—like a
downright fool. This comes, 1 thought,
of spesking one’s mind, especially to
strangers. Oh! should I ever learn te
hold my tongue, or gabble pretty harmless
nonsense as other girls ! Why should I
have talked seriously to this man at all ?
I knew nothing of him, and had no busi-
ness to be interested in him, or evem
to have listened to him—my sister would
say—until he had been properly “‘intro-.
duced;” until I knew where he lived,
and who were his father and mother,
and what was his profession, and how
much income he had a year.

Still, I did feel interested, and could
not help it. Something it seemed that
I was bound tosay : I wished it to be
civil if possible.

“But you are Dr. Urquhart. An
army-sergeon is scarcely like a soldier;
his business is to save life rather than to
destroy it. - Surely you never could have
killed anybody 1"

The moment 1 had put the question I
how childish and umcalled for, in fact,
how actually impertinent it was. Cover-
ed with confusion, I drew back, and
looked another way, It was the greatest
relief imaginable when just then Lisabel
saw me, and came up with Captain Tre-
herne, all smiles, to say, was it not the
pleasantest party imaginable ! and who
had I been dancing with ?

“ Nobody.”

““Nay, I saw you myself talking to

A rather odd-looking person, and—"

‘“Hush, please. It was a Dr. Ur-
qu' "

¢ Urquhart of ours ?” cried young Tre-
herne. ‘‘ Why, he told me he should
not come, or should not stay ten minutes
if he came. Much too solid for this
kind of thing—eh, you see? Yet a capi-
tal fellow. The best fellow in all. the
world. Where is he 7’

But the ‘“ best fellow in all the world”
had entirely disappeared.

I enjoyed the rest of the evening ex-
tremely—that is, pretty well. Not alto-
gether, now I come to think of it, for
though I danced to my heart’s content,
Captain Treherne seemed eager to bring
up his whole regiment, successively, for
for my patronage and Penelope’s and

a distant glimpse of Dr. Urquhart's
brown beard, eonscience stung me for my
folly and want of tact. Dear me ! What
a thing it is that one can so'seldom utter
an honest opinion without offending
somebody.

Was he really offended ? He must
have seen that I did not mean any harm;
nor does he look like one of those touchy
people who are always wincing as if they
trod on tails of imaginary adders. Yet
he made no attempt to come and talk to
me again; for which ¥ was sorry; partly
because I woul * have liked to make him
some amends, and partly because he
seemed the only man present worth talk-
ing to.

I do wonder more and more what my
sisters can-find in the young men they
dance and chatter with. To me they are
insane, conct ited, abfolvtely unendurable.

Yet there may be good in some of them-

May ? Ny, "there must be good in every
huinan being. Alas, me! Well might

Dr. Urquhart say last night that there

some strange gentleman. Who was he ®

(N. B. not Lisabel’s,) whenever I caught | f

| And with & grave profosienni air my
medical friend wrapped me close .up in
my shawl, ;

A plaid, I seo. That ‘is 'wensible
There is nothing for warmth like a good
" he said, with s smile, which,
even had it not been for his ame, and
a alight strengthening and bro#ening of

a8 HIMM‘ M‘- ‘-.“. enough

for one night.

Just then was shouted out, ‘‘Mr.

of | Johnson's”"~(oh dear ! shall we ever get
military ardor, jit" would ..ave been ;hub‘omﬁo!hbo.-rphunmﬂ))
quenched within the last yeer. I never|— ¢ Mr Johmson's earriage. and I was
see a thing—we'll not say & man—with a | hursied into the fly. Mot by the doctor,
red cost on, who does ot make himself | though; he stood like a bear on the door-

thoroughly contempt— step, and never attempied to stir.
The word stuck in the middle. For| That'sall.
Jo! there passed slowly by my sister Liss- AL
HIS FTORY..

Hospital Memovanda, Sept. 21st.—
Private William Carter, st. 24; admitted
a week to-day. Gastrie fever—typhoid
form—alight delirium—bad case. Asked
me to write to his mother; did net sy
where. ' Mem.: to inquire ameng his di-
vision if anything is knowm abeut his
friende.

in the Crinies, when he was a perfectly
sober fellow, with constitution of iron.
““Trench work did it,” he says, ‘‘and last

i Mem.: to send for

and see what can be done; also to see
that decent w, his 'if.p after my
rounds to-morrow.

M. U.—-Max Urquhart, M. D, M R
0. 8

Who keeps scribbling his aame up and
down this page like a silly achool-boy,
just for want of something to do.
Something to do! never for these
twenty years and more have I been o0
totally without occupation.

What a place this camp is! Worse
than ours in the Crimes, by far. To-
day especially. Rain pouring, wind
howling, mud ankle-deep; nothing on l
earth for me to be, o do, or to suffer,
except—yes ! there is something to suffer
—Treherne's eternal flute.

Faith, I must be very hard up for oce-
cupation when I thus continue this jour-
nal of my cases into the personal diary
of the worst patient I have to deal with
~the most thankless, unsatisfactory, and
unkindly. Physician, heal thyself ! But
how?

I shall tear out this page—or stay, I'll
keep it as & remarkable literary and psy-
chological fact—and go on with my

ticle on Gunshot Wounds. - r

In the which, two hours after I find I
have written exactly tem lines.

These must be the sort of circumstan-
ces under which people commit journals.
For some do—and heartily as I have al-
ways contemned the proceeding, as we
are prone to contemn peculiarities and
idiosyncrasies quite foreign to our own, I
begin to-day dimly to understand the
state of mind in which such a thingy
might be possible.

‘‘ Diary of a Physician,” shall I call it?
Did not some one write a book\with that
title ? I picked it up on ship-board—a
story-book, or some such thing—but I
scarcely ever read what is called ‘‘light
literature.” I never had time. - Be-
sides, all fictions grow tame compared to
the realities of daily life, the horrible
episodes of crime, the pitiful bits of hope-
less misery that T meet with in my pro-
i Talk of romance !

I ever romantic? Once, per-
haps. |Or at least I might have been.

My profession, truly there is nothing
like if/for me. Therein I find incessant
, interest, hope. Daily do' I thank
-heaven that I had courage to seize on it
and go through with it, in order—accord-
ing to the phrase I heard used last night
—*“ to save life instead of destroying it."”
Poor little girl—she meant nothing—
she had no idea what she was saying.

Is it that which makes me 80 unsettled
to-day 7

Perhaps it would be wiser never to go
into society. A hospital ward is far more
natural to me than a ball-room. There,
is work to be done, pain to be alleviated,
evil of all kinds to be met and overcome
—here, nothing but pleasure, nothing to
do but to enjoy.

Yet some people can enjoy, and actu-
ally do so; Iam sure that girkdid. Seve-
ral times during the evening she looked
quite happy. I do not often see people
looking happy.

the erring; the inevperienced, and the
young.

T ought to add that,” when we ‘were

uneasy about her,” bowed, and immedi- | haps, than a young woman, whose opini. | wearily waiting for our fly to Iraw up to

the hall door, Dr. Urquhart suddenly ap-
Papa had Penelope on his

grand climax of existence is “‘society;” he | Quite a perambulatory parterre, boasting | or {0 take any notice of him or not; won- [ Dr. Urquhart gate me a fitting rebuke | arm; Lisabel was whisperiug with Cap-

thinks the same, at least for young wo- |all the hues of the rainbow, subdued by dering who it was that had used the un- | by his total silence.

men, properly introduced, escorted, and |the proper complement of inevitable | wonted liberty of speaking to me—a

protected there. So, as the three Misses
Johnson—sweet, fluttering doves'! have

black. By-and-by, as the evening ad-
vanced, dot after dot of the adored scar-

a martyr of himsslf on the shrine of pa- | completed the coloring of the scene.

ternal duty, alias respectability, and goes.

They were most effective when viewed

Iat a distance—these scarlet dots. Some ' or

you.”

ourly beard. Certainly, though a mus-

At last common sense settled the matt- | tache it mean, puppyish, intolerable, | y
and whiskers not much better, there is enough of your health

tain Treherne.
Nor did he for some time, even so |that young man will be my brother-in-
ol Sl it /w6uld have | much as look at me, but bent his head |law. T stood by myself in the doorway,
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