
happiness should depend on you-and if I were your admirer, is
the admiration which results solely froncthe powcr of pesonal
attractîon-wout esteem, without respect-is it; indeed,
worththat smile:? your beauty no one can be insensible to : but
your heart oh, very cold and sèlfish musi that hearf be, which
could. prize any triumph at a moment dic this, when you have
made the misery of one ma, :mnd are about, in a]l human pro-
bability, .to destroy the hauipiness of another. Beware, Bessie,
beware! the day shall cone wlhen the triumph of coquetry shall
have no power to comfort your agony. Good nigh t.."He turned
and left the room. Mechanically, Miss Ashton followed ; and
mechanically, she sought her own room,.and flung herself into a
chair. George Ashton's ivords rang in lier car ; er heart bent
violentiy; the'chokigwicih precedes weepimg rose in her
throat, griéf, pride, resentment, and mortification, strove for
mastery in her mind, and the triumplhant beauty gave vay to an
hysterical burst of tears. Her passionate sobbidg avoke the
weary attendant, who had been sitting u for her. Dea Miss
said she," don't fret so. ;we must al] leave our homes sene
time .or another, and I am sure Lord Gienailan....... " UDon't

talk to me, Benson-1 have no home-I.have no.one to grieve
for. Home is it like home-friends to give a ball on my de-
plrture, s if it w.erd.utliing td rejoice at Where is the quiet eve-

ing mi mother used to deser b long ago, which was to precede
niy iveddin-day-vlercî t ie sweet counsel froi ber lips which
Ivas tomake the memory of tit ôvening ioly for evermor-
where the quiet and 'the Poce whiich sould bless my hieart?
They have inadý ne ïvhat I am-they; have macle me what I
arn." "La, Miss," daid thé astonished naid, "I am sure you
ouglt to bé happy ind asto your mniamma, it is in nature that
Piénté slould die bofore thoir childre, and she ivas a very de-
licaie lady'lways. Se do Miss," continued she," dry you
beautifùl eyes, or they'l beo as red as a ferret's and your
voice is uuite hdarse with crying; you will net be fit to be seen
to-morrow.

Nothing calms one like the consciousness of net being sym-
pithised with . Jessie Ashtori ceased to weep, and began to


