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be iearket " just then ; and on my conscience I
reason people fall in love very often for the sole

S that they ought not to do so.
She r Snlerdon comforted the girl very much.

f ~de light of the difficulties of the situation.
n C, she thought " Frances has set ber hearteapain f

earthlyaan Byng, and he likes her, there is no
hita on reason why she shouldn't marry him--let
he .1 get safely through this horrid-war,-and

other'make lher a suitable husband." In her
o eljahrtiality she looked upon Frances as a

hatev for any man. No, she saw no reason
tynger why Frances shouldn't write to Captain

oU tu knew him very well and there's nothing
havin eWayIn your writing to inquire after him,i seen his mishap in the papers. Stili, if you

g5he which you don't-" and the elder lady
hanmherilîy.

"Que s, no mamma; I'll write to him myself."
'i Qte'sO," replied Mrs. Smerdon, nodding.

ise tno, my dear, hope for the best; it's no
are nevern -that just because people are ill they
Ii to going to get over it. As for your going
adsabi Y with Nellie, I certainly think that's

ave an, . Change will do you good. You will
i b leastible topic between you, and she
ail ale t give you small details about their
hecially t ot there, interesting to anyone, but es-
eacto·tose who know, much more care for
Fran smthe dramna. "

all, - face flushed a little at her mother's
Uch Co 1 her Weakness, but she had derived

and thestion from her counsel and sympathy,
she shOUdOught that she saw no cause why

urse u, not write to Captain Byng. In the
is f the afternoon she despatched a letter

bitterth. ynden, in which she recanted ail the
called hings she had ever said about the regiment,
thUghtherseif a little beast for having even
4serablesuc things, pleaded that she was very
he had , egged that she might come to her, said
Sbe O her uch to say to her, and pledged herself

.s LerVery best behaviour during her visit.
Sthe 1.Ynden had been blind to Frances' feelingsS of ht instance, she could read between the
oi nber present letter, thanks to Hugh Fleming.
harpe edg was a very transparent man, and
hd tne ddPerhaps by his own experiences, Hughre thculty in penetrating his friend's secret,

Weny had set foot in the Crimea.
shed hey'd got this town taken and the war

ause for he thought, his friend would have no
on - espair if he asked the momentous ques-

and seeMeanwhile the town took a deal of taking,
ud nitu.io quite as well supplied with provisions

iss't'OnO of war as its assailants.
'r aks t1den's answer came by return of post.
' the 1 ugh's hints she was now able to accountch baductuations in Frances' correspondenceWeli Wha dSO much puzzled her. She knew very

aweetthat long talk would be about, and it was
ta e to tbe girl to think that at last she would
raned neo with whom she might talk unres-

As fabout her love
"ld or as the doings in the Crimea went, no manser inte the proceedings of the Allies witha. are ln rest than Doctor Lynden. But though

th ghtere engagement between Fleming and
it .tJert e totally eschewed ail discussion of
Scertaielt e had some grounds for doing so;

tel! could not be said that Hugh's family
thcoted the intelligence with effusion. To
ioe ,nold Mr. Fleming was furious at the

th.wrath in , anidonly restrained from fulminatingte case, ail directions by the circumstances of
eten te Nothing can take place at present be-trs but an exchange of ridiculous love-

8s 's, fime very often dispels these illusions.
S'Ld 'e anYthing sbould happen to tbe boyi

ao . Vse ry sorry to think that angry words
siderable etween us; and master Hugb bas a

rsis5ts i .tuho ytme about bimn. If be
all 0ver it i obetnc adfolly wben tbis affair
rd thore ilb quite time to let bim know mny
t.» Ogbly about such a preposterous arrange-
Which~I then with sundry incoberent remnarks,

*1 a ugidiot," " retired doctors of un-
,impertinence," and strong exple-

THE br¯)OMININ LLUSTPATMb.

tives were all mizLd together, Mr. Fleming senior
determined to say no more on the subject at pres-
ent, but to fall back on a policy much in vogue just
then of "masterly inactivity."

" Oh, Nell! can you forgive me ?" said Frances,
when, her journey accomplished, she found herself
once more safe in the Lyndens' drawing-room, with
her friend ministering to ber requirements in the
shape of tea. "I've said horrid things of Hugh
and the dear old regiment, I know. I could bite
my tongue out for doing so now ; but I was so
miserable. I have tried so hard to forget him, but
I can't ; and now he's wounded-badly wounded-
but I forgot, you don't know, and, oh, how am I to
tell you ?"

" Oh, yes, my dear," replied Nell, with a smile,
"I fancy I do know-know perhapseven more than
you do, and a pretty scolding there will be. for
Captain Byng next time we meet."

" Is it very serious ?" asked Frances, eageuly.
"How is he going on ? Do they think he will get
over it ? What does Hugh say ?''

" Hush ! one question at a time," rejoined Miss
Lyden. "We must wait for the next mail to come
in. I had only one line from Hugh this time.
Here it is," and the girl took the scrap of a letter
from the bosom of her dress, and read as follows-

" My darling Nell,-Just one line to say that I
am all right: but we had a big fight last night in
the trenches, and you will be sorry to hear that
several of your old acquaintances were knocked
over. Poor Grogan, indeed, killed. I'm so dead
beat I can't write any more -Ever dearest, your
own HUGH."

" That is all, Frances, so you see we must wait
till the next mail for further tidings. I'm sure to
hear again then. Hugh is very good about writing,
though sometimes I only get such a scrap as this."

" It's terrible, this watching and waiting," cried
Miss Smerdon. " It must be hard for you to bear;
but, ah ! Nell, how much happier you are than me.
What wouldn't I give for just two lines like that !"
and as she spoke she looked wistfully at the letter
her friend held between her fingers. "Ah, if he
had only given me the right to care for him."

" Listen, Frances," replied Miss Lynden, "didn't
I tell you that I had something to scold Captain.
Byng for. If his advice had been followed I should
have been exactly in your place, and Hugh would
not have told his love before he left. You're a

proud girl, and Captain Byng's a quixotic man, as
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if a man's love story ever offended a woman, even
when she didn't care for him."

" Ah, my pride is all broken down now," replied
Miss Smerdon in dejected tones. "He must never
know it, he would laugh at me very probably if he
did. It's very disgraceful, Nell, Dut I do love him.
You never told Hugh any of my wicked remarks, did
you?"

" Well, do you know," faltered Miss Lynden,
"do you know I'm afraid I diL"

"Oh, Nellie, how cruel of you. How could
you," exclaimed Miss Smerdon with flushed cheeks,
starting bolt upright from the desponding attitude
she had assumed in-the corner of the sofa, "you
know I never meant them."

"I knew they were meant more for somebody
else's ears than mine," remarked the other
demuoey, "and I took care they got there."

" How mean of you, how wicked of you, what a
wretch Tom -, Captain Byng I mean, must
think me; and now he's dying-," and Miss Smer-
don sobbed audibly.

" Don't be a fool, Frances," interposed Miss
Lynden a little sharply. "I quoted your tart re-
marks in my letters to Hugh simply because the
fluctuations of your temper puzzled me. I could not
understand it. It was welJ I did so or I should
not have understood things even now. Hugh, you
see, was behind the scenes the other side, and when
we compared notes we came to the conclusion that
Benedick had gone to the wars once more, and that
Beatrice had promised to eat all of his killing. My
dear, when next you meet Captain Byng I have no
doubt you'll find he has something to say to you."

" Oh, Nell, do you really think so? Do you
think he--"

" Loves you !" said Miss Lynden, laughing. "No,
I don't; but Hugh does, and that's a good deal
more to the purpose. He's wiser than I am, and
has much better opportunites than mine of judg-
ing of Captain Byng's feelings. Soyez tranquille,
my dear, and wait and hope trustfully for good
tidings by the next mail."

Oh, the humility and self deception of a great
love ! Here is quick, clever Nellie Lynden not only
saying that honest, straightforward Hugh Fleming
is wiser than her, but that he possesses a quicker
insight into the state of the affections ! As if on
this latter point the perceptions of man are not as
those of the mole compared to the eagle with the
observations of the opposite sex.

(To be Co-tin -d.)
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