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MOTH AND RUST
ability, or only the dulness of an uneducated mind,

of powers unused, still dormant ?

Without her transcendent beauty she would

have appeared uninteresting and commonplace.

"Lay not up for yourselves treasures upon

earth."

The Vicar had a habit of repeating his text

several times in the course of his sermon. Janet

heard it the third time, and it forced the entrance

of her mind.

Her treasure was certainly on earth. It con-

sisted of the heavy, sleek-haired young man witi'

the sunburnt complexion and the reddish mous-

tache at the end of the pew,—in short, "the

Squire."

After a short and ardent courtship she had

accepted him, and then she herself had been ac-

cepted, not without groans, by his family. The
groans had not been audible ; but she was vaguely

aware that she was not received with enthusiasm

by the family of her hero, her wonderful fairy

prince who had ridden into her life on a golden

chestnut. George Trefusis was heavily built, but

in Janet's eyes he was slender. His taciturn dul-

ness was in her eyes a most dignified and becom-
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