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parting, he said carelessly :
' My friend, y„„ aregoing to the casa of Mannersley to-night. I toohave the honour of the invitation. Hut you will bemy Mercury-my Leporello-you will tike of n'e

crushed, desolated, prostrate, and (labbergasted-
that I cannot arrive, for I have of that night to situp wuh the grandaunt of n.y brother-in-law, whohas aqumsy to the death. It is s;id

'

This was the first indication I had received ofM.SS Mannersley's advances. 1 was equally sur-
prised at Enriquez' refusal.

• Nonsense !

'
I said bluntly. Nothing keepsyou from going.' *'

'

'My friend,' returned Enrique., with asudden
I. ).sc ,nto langu,shment that seemed to make him
absolu ely mfirm

;
"it is everything that .shall

weak of the knee and tremble under the eye ofMees Boston. I shall precipitate myself to the

drutz ;; ',n
''"^'•. ^^' '"^ ^""'^'^ -"--arum that shall be easy.

He seemed idiotically inrte.xible, and did notgo. lutld.d I found Miss Mannersley ex
quisuely dressed and looking singularly animatedand pretty. The hunbent glow of her'nscrutable
eye as she turned towards me might have beenHattenng but for n,y uneasiness in regard to Enri-


