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CHAPTER VII.

I see no beauty in this weaithy dame;
'Neath the dark lashes of her downcast eyes,
A weeping spirit lurks. &And when she smiles-
'Tis but the sunbeams an April day
Piercing a watery cloud
" Oh, she is fair I
To me, most beautiful!

«So Colonel Hurdlestone's son and nephew have
arrived at the Hall. Reach me down Juliet's port-
folio, Dorothy ; I must write the good Colonel a
congratulatôiy note,"5 said Captain Whitmore, ta
his sole~in raced sisiei-.

The Captain was a weatier beaten, stout ôld
gentleman, who had seen soine hard service during
the waf, and wht with wounds, hard drinking, and
the gout, had been forced to reliquish the sea, and
anchof for lite in the pleasant village of N- ,
in thé neighbourhood of which he held property to
a considerable amount. His wife had been dead
for some years, and his only daughter, whom he
scarcely suffered out of his sight, was eduëated by
her aunt, who professed to be the moit accom.
plished', as she tertainl was titd inosi disagreeable
woman in thb wofid.

" I think you bad better defer your congratula-
tions, Captain Whitmore, until you know what sort
of persons these young men are. Mrs. Grunt
assured me yesterddy, that one of these gentlemen
is very wild-:luite a profligate."

"Fiddlesticks !" said the jolly Captain, snap-
ping his fingers; "a gay dashing lad, I suppose,
whose hot blood and youthful frolics, old maiden
ladies construe into the most awful crimes."

"Old maids, sir ! Pray whom do you metin to
insult by that gross appellation ?"

" Gros-I always thought that maiden was a
term that implied innocence and purity, whether
addressed to the young virgifrr or the antiquated
spinster,"' said the Captain, witha knowing glanée.

ci hate your vulgar insinuations," said Miss
Dorothy, ber sharp nose flushing to a deep red;
<gbut how can one expect politeness from a sea
brute 't"

"Ha! ha ! ha!'e sh'outed the provoking Captairu;.
" never mind, Dolly; don't give way to temper, and
curl up that bow-sprit of' yoiis, with such a con-
founded ugly twist, and there may be a chance yet

for you. Let me see- I don't think you are dfty-
four yet. My nurse, Betty Holt, was called an old
maid for thirty years, ahd Ohaeried at last.1'

"I wonder, brother, that you are not ashamed of
naming me, and that low born person in the sane
breath. As to rnatrimony, 1 despise the male sex
Loo much to degrade myself by entering upon it."

" It would have sweetened your temper amaz-
ingly," said the Captain, calmly filling bis pipe;

I believe, Dolly, you were never put to the trial.'"
"IHow can you, Captain Whitmore, ait there, and

traduce your virtuous sister 1 You know that I
refused at least a dozen good offers."

"Whew ! I never heaid a wôrd a5oufi that
before."

"I always had too much delicacy to reveal
secrets," said Miss Dorothea, drawing herself up
with great dignity, although she knew that she was
utteririg a great fib. 'You were at sea, sir."

" I suppose," said the Captain, drawing a long
whiff from his pipe, "I must have been a great
way off, and these tliings must have happened a
long time ago."

"I could marry yet, if I plé6bed," cfied thè
indignant spinster.

"Indeed ! pray who is thé happy mari
"Don't think that I mean to subject nfyseif de

him, ta Your vulgar ridicule, Captain WIfirore."
'i wish himù luck," said' tfih Caetdin, tuining

over tfie leaves of fuliet's portfolio. " Wiiat thé
deuce does the girl mean 1 she ha's séribiled over
afi the 5aper. I hope shfe don't ainiuse herself by
writing Woe letters.11

4 1 should take good care ta prefent iny niece
from spending her time in àuch an' impoper nian-
ner. But, fndeed, brothbr, I wish you wôuld speak
to Juliet, (for she doea not mihd me,) on this
subject."

" On what subject-writing loe fiters l"
'<No, si ;' something almost aà bad.')
"s Weil V"
"i She has the folly to write verses."
9- i that ail '"

" Al ! Only consider the sea'ntai that it wili
bring upon nie. r shafl be dalied a blue-atocking."

"You ! I thought it was the author to whom
persans ga'e that appellation."

"True, Captain Whitmore ; but as I instruet the


