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centre skips over the puddles unsuppor
ted, sufticient unto herself. “"Phe whole
party are bound for the Baymouth Cro-
gret Ground, being members, one and
all. of the Buymouth Craquet Clab,

“Phis is sl very fine,” snys Miss Il
ott, wilh increased severity; “but as
you have survived the Georgian heats
for the past seventeen or cighteen years
don't you think the delicacy of your
constitution might survive them once
“more? Last night [ received o letter
from your respected maternal parent,
making four anxious epistles in all, im-
plering me in pathetic language to in-
form her truly, and at once, what it is
that holds “you spell-bounl in this dull
town. That letter, young sir, I shall
answer before 1 sleep. Frank, I conjure
you! What am 1 to say to your
mother ?”

A flush rises over Frank's sunburnt
cheek—he easts nquick glance at his
companion, but that lovely serene fiace
looks calm and more unconscious than
the summer sky, the wonderful yellow
brown eyes gaze straight before her in-
to space, and are as ncarly expression-
less as beautiful eyes ean be.

The young man sighs impatiently,
and switches the heads off wayside dai-
sies and dandelions with a - quick, petu-
lant motion. Every day the last state
of this young Georgian grows worse
than the first, every day e becomes a
greater coward in. the very intensity of
his passion. * tivery day he grows more
afraid to speale—the present is paradisa-
ical. She never scems o weary of his
presence, but also, he can see with bit-
ferness, she never seems ' to. weary of
his absence. The same sweet smile
welcomes his coming and speeds his
going. If he wont for ever, some pre-
science tolls him thatsweet placid smile
would bid him farewell the same.

1 he speaks, and the dread fiat is No,
he will be exiled from her presence,
hops will die within him, the vulture'of
despair will gnaw at his vitals. And he
is afraid to speak. To-day is good, even
inits pain—so let to-day linger. . But
he knows and she knows—and he knows

“she knows—what keeps him here; and
Miss Iariot{ knows, and all Baymouth
knows, and the whole world is weleome
to know, what detains him here, a far
too willing: captivo. ‘

- Youdo not speak,” goes on his stern
manitress, ufter a long pause, devoted to
shirking puddles:

“ My deurost, Miss Harriott have not
your own fair lips taught me many a
time and oft that speech is silver und’
silence gold 7

“ Some speech may be siver, yours,
young man, has the empty ring of hollow
brass. Your silence is golden, 1 allow
in its rarity; but at present we will
have brazen specch. What shall T say
to Mrs. Dexter?”

#Oh, anything you please!
not to fidget. The verb to fidget ex-
presses my mother's normal state,
thongh. Tell her T am all right, and
being trained by you daily in the way L
should go, and that when the yacht is
launched my first trip shall be to see her.
I'll take you along,if you like, Miss
Iester—1 promised. that, did T not, on
the Hesperia 7 Can mortal man promise
more ?”

“You will not go until' the yacht is
launched ?7

“ Can’t I give you my word? Have
to be there every day—ought to be
there at this moment. No end of a bore,
building a yacht.” o

“ Very well,” says-Miss Hariotl, re-
signedly, “ I may as well get my spare:
bed-room ready ; for the closing lines of”
your mothet’s letter, Frank, are these—
*If that wretched boy does mot leave:
Baymouth: this weel, T will be. there
next to teteh him. "

Frank laughs.

“ By George,” he says, ¢ let her come
by all means, Miss Hariott. I shall be
uncommonly glad to see the poor little
mater, and then I can take her home in
the yacht. Miss Landelle, will you not
come, too? You will enjoy the trip, I
am sure.” : :

“ Are you ?" responds Miss Landelle;
then I am not at all sure. Do you for-

Tell her

got, My, Frapk, that T am always sea-
sick, that I cannot sail down the bay in.

the calmest weather without being ill 2
Ishould like the yacht and the company,.
but not the mal de mer. Ithink you.
must ask Reine instead.” L
“ Mademoisclle  Reine i3 asked, of
course—that goes without saying. - But: .
you"—Frank's voice drops almost to &
whisper in the inteusity of his eager-

ness—¢ Miss Landelle, surely yon will =




