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.After hiaif an hour's pleasant chat,
dinner was announced.

'l regret that my son's absence,'
observed my hostess-t>is was tlae
tirst allusion made to Jack-' will ne-
cessitate my callîng flpof the kindne8s
of my guest to assist me at table; but
by two such old friends,' turning to-
wards Mr. Briarton and myseif, 'I arn
sure no apology will be requireci.'

My heart sank witbin me at these
words. A pretty situation truly for
a person who had neyer bad a carving
knife in bis hand. But 1 replied that
I should be happy to make myseif of
any possible use (alas ! was I fast be-
coming an adept in the art of easy
lying 1) and that it would be a great
pleasure to me.

With a steak or a plate of chope, I
feltl migbt achieve a tolerable success;
but with anytbing requiring animal
dismemberment, my case was hopeless.

Mr. Briai-ton was placed at one end
of the table, and I at the otber. There
was a large dish before me, and with
the gloomiest forebodings 1 contern-
plated the cover that concealed the
dreadful secret wbich lay beneath.
Indeed, so disquieted had I becorne
that I did not observe a strange young,
lady in the room ; and I was only
made aware of ber presence by some-
one's saying, 'This is Cornelia; you
bave of course beard of her.'

I rose to my feet, blushing deeply,
stammered an apology, bowed towards
that person, and said :

1Oh!1 yes, indeed, I bave heard of
Cornelia- frequen tly.'

I was 1roceeding, in evident con-
fusion, of ideas, to say something about
my admiration for that noblest of Ro-
man matrons and brightest ornament
of ber sex, when the waiter, rernoving
the cover before me, revealed a pair
of roast ducks, confirming my worst
appreblensions, and effectually destroy-
ing ahl my interest in ancient history.

1 looked anxiously at Mr. Briartbn's
disb of roast beef, as I took up my
knife and fork and proceeded to mu-
tilate in the most niasterly manner
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the poor ampbibious animals wbich
bad certainly offended me in no way
that they should have been subjected
to such barbarous treatment at my
biauds. And after supplying the wants
of tbose wbo partook of my dish-Mr.
Briarton having stifiy declined duck
-1 sat dowii flusbed and exhauiste],,
for I bad laboured dreadfully over ti e
refractory an imals-whether becau.- e
the ducks were tougli or my knife dul',
I didn't know-and proceeded to sat-
isfy wbat little of my own appetite
reniained to me.

Although my hostess and ber twoo
charming, daughters exerted their ut-
inost powers in making themselves
agreeable, 1 was far from feeling en-
tirely comfortable. I wisbed flarry
would corne; but bis absence 1 could
easily account for, as be bad been un-
doubtedly detained at Toulouse; but
why Jack Morley himself sbould bave
been absent without leavinq eitber
apology or explanation, was something,
I could not understand. But as they
were plain, old-fasbioned people, this
was perbaps nothing, more than plain,
old-fashioned beliaviour on bis part
tbough even with my lirnited know-
ledge of the usagres of polite society, I
côuld not be]p feeling somewhat an-
noyed too, by Mr. Briarton's conduct;
thoxugh [ took not the slightest notice
01 im, and 1 hoped tbat Miss Morley,
lîkewise, was too intelligent and dis-
criminating a person to care anything
for sucb a puppy.

Our conversation turned cbiefiy up-
on books, andl covered a wide ra.nge of
suibjects. ' Daniel IDeronda,' ' Helen's
Babies,P 'Througb the Dark Conti-
nent,' and other popular works of the
day came under review ; upon ail of
which my two, younger entertainers
expressed the most intelligent and
correct opinions. Their intellectual
gif ts indeed seemed not one whit less
than their graces of conversation and
manner, and [ feit that 1 might, upon
the wbole, have paased a not altogether
unpleasant evening bad it not been.
for one unfortunate occurrence.
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