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cottage ; not at ail ; ve wvould rather reinain strîctest confidence, ail tne details and full
without love in a villa. We do flot want a particulars of the amiour or amnourette."
crust with affection, wve wvould mucb rather
have a salmi of partridge or a mayonnaise There : and pretty ketties of *fish there
without. Vie have been educated to attract, would be to fry, if this method of public ad-
and we live to attract. ;v wvou.dws i- vertisement were only to corne into fashion.
whiom wve are fated to attract to be young, Rose resolved on asking Julian the deli-
good-tempered, synipathetic, artistic, and cate question that very afternoon, but did
handsome, as iveli as rich. 0f course hie not, because she found no opportunity.
must be richi to begin with. The m-ai n thing At five o'clock lie came again, but Mrs.
is the indispensable thinga. None of us Sampson wvas there and other people called.
dream of poverty, even as a possible chance At hialf.past six she wvent for a drive ivith
in life, and ivhen wve speak of marriage, wve Mrs. Sampson. They dined as a rule; at
mean an establishment comme i/faut. eight. Perhaps after dinner there wvould be

Happy Rose!ý Ail these things came to an opportunity.
bier, just as they rnigbt corne to a girl in a The Park %vas full of carrnages and people.
novel. Julian wvas bandsorne-who could elHow pale the girls looked,» thought, Rose.
doubt that? He Nvas rich, as mnen go ; M'as that because they had no Julians to
seventy thousand pounds rneans, because hie make love to them-1? And hov wvearisorne
had often told Rose, three thousand pounds their lives must be without some such strong
a year. Nowv, at Campden Hill, where arm as Julian's to lean upon. Pity is a

Ieverything spoke of boundless resources, luxury, because it implies for the most part
three thousand a year did îlot seemi rnuch, a little superiority. Vie pity the poor crea-
but Rose knew from the wvay ii wvhich hier tures who have fallen from paths of rectitude,

¶ schoolfellows looked at things that three thou- and at the same tinie we feel a littie glow of
S sand pounds means a really good income, as satisfaction in thinking that wve could flot
S inconies go; one %vhich allows of considera- possibly so fail. Rosè&s pity for the listlessS ble spending and consequent *enjoyment. and bored faces in the carniages, was,
.~Then Julian wvas young, just twenty-flve, an perhaps, flot unmnixed with that self-appro-
~J excellent age for a lover. IlHad lie ever Ibation. If their pulses were languid, her's

is alhvays that delicate question to be asked 1 ran lazily along their veins, her's ran inbe inlvaeoe"togtRs.Teews etn uladsrn;i hi lo
or suggested in the early days of courtship ; jwarm, swift current; if their cheeks wvere

* and always deceitful man, who is like the pale and their looks lang ,uid, bier own cheeks
* serp)ent iii getting round an Eve, bias to niake were bnight and hier face full of life and

unveracious statements ande explanations happiness.»
that hie might have faîîcied himself in love "lHomne, dean?'> asked Mns. Sampson.
once or tvice already, but that bie never "Ve dine at half-past seven to suit Mr.
knewv before wbat trne love meant. Vie know Goiver, Sir Jacob's secretary, who is coming.
what they are worth, those statements. The Qui te a dinner-party. indeed. Mr. Gower
question, ini order to elicit the exact truth, brings bis son, Mn. John Gower."

* ought to be put by the young lady in the "Oh, 1 know bim," said Rose; "I arn
formn of a public advertisernent. Iglad hie is coming, rny old friend John

Thus: - Gowver. He used to be pleasant to talk to,
Iwith bis rough brusque wvays. I wonden if

"WhereasJulian Cartcret, gentleman, of the hie is pleasant still. It is sevezi years since
Union Club, aged twenty-flve, bas offered his I saw him last ; hie bas been ail the tinie in
band tb Rose Escomb, of Campden Hill, the my uncle's 'vonks. I wonden wbat he is like

S said Rose Escomb, iwho wishes to accept to look at'-
S him, heneby calîs upon ail persons of lier "And Mr. Bodkin is coming too,» said

own sex, iii any ranl<, to whom the said julian Mrs. Sampson, with a littie demure dropping
b as at any tirne, or at any place, madle di- down of lier eyelids. -My fritnd, Mr.

S rectly or indîrectly overtures or confessions, Bodkin, who wvas bere this morning on busi-
pretence or prelude, of love, or iil ivhom lie ness connected with the new Society."
bas transgressed the legitiniate bounds of 1I anm glad bie is coming," said Rose,
flirtation, to commrunicate to bier, in tîe! vaguely "Julian Carteret is conîing too."
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