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i 2o GROUP of girls were gatheied on the
7 hotel piszza at Pigeon Cove, one

lovely summer day, when the waves
of the laka danced under a Heet of
boata with pretty gia.y awnings, and
the wondeil shorea sloped in exquisite
curves to the water's edge. The cool
breesa Erom the water tlattered the
dainty uorniog costumes of the
maidéns, making them lovk like a
Hock of white birds just about to take
wing. In the centre of the group
stoad & young girl of small but ele-
gant bgure, with a pair of rogulsh
blue eyes, a miischievous face, dimpled
all uver, and a head that the sun seemed to have kissed to
a golden radiance. .

" How many adorers have you mow, Kitty ¥ one of the
girls asked this little personage, who seemed to be the queen
of the caterie.

“ Hush ¢ i

* Have you enslaved any fresh ones siuce day before yes-
terday ¥

N Ufycourse she has,’ said Lounise Stuart, a tall, darl_:—eyed.
rivl.  * Do you suppose twenty-four hours ever pass without
tringiug new worshippers to the shrine? All ranks and
conditions of men are represented amwng hee adorers. She
regards neitlier age nor previous condition of servitnde.

< have eounted them upon my fingers,’ said little Rosa
Maylie. * There are just twelve, addiog in 1'red Hatton,
who stanunered dreadfully, poor fellow. It would take him
at least Lali a day to propnse.’

I have discovered, said Louise, ¢ that she has her pockets
stufted with notes io all langmages. The professor from C—
College haa written to ber in Sanskrit, with a literal transla-
tion appeniled.’ i

“ How absurd you are, girls " cried Kitty, who liad heen
italf choked with laughter whiie the diseission of her ad-
mirers proceeded, * Don't speak so loud, Rose nnele will

hear you, He would be horrified if he suspected me of
Nirting.’

“(th, you dear innocent o cried the others in a chorug of
laughter.

+You have twelve vn the hooks already,” said Hose, * you
must lind the thicteenth. A baker's dozen would be a real
tiiwmph. I might ask iy ¢ousin Arthur down for a few
days, He is quiet, but he would do te make up the
number.’

. tvou need oot trouble,’ said Lounie, * number thirteen
will make his appearance soon enough.’

“There he is now ! cried they, simultaneously, as the
tall ligure of & stranger appeared at the end of the shady
walk that led up to the hotel,  * Behold the man of destiny 7

“Do keep quiet,” murimured Kitty, as the new-comer,
with nuiek wilitary strides, approached them.  Un mount-
ing the steps be shot vne keen glance towards the group.
To & monent & servant had appeared and taken his card.

“ Wonder who it s ?' said Hose.

+He has asked for uncle,’ said Kir,'c,y. under her breath.
* It muat be that horrid Captain Heath.

«Never mind ; he will soon be at your feet, and he will
make the Lakers dozen,” said Kose. *They say there's
luck in odd numbers. I shouldn't wonder i{ynu marvied
biw.”

« Married him ! tepeated Kitty with scorn,
b’

¢ o yon koow him ¥

“No, pok personally ; but I have bad his virtues dinned
into my ears. He wns my uncle’s aile in the war, and
oursed hine through a fever. e was a ver{ young man
then, and uncle lovks npen him as a son. For years he
has heen stationed ont among the Indians, and I have been
dosed with his letters.  Bah! he is & |iece of pevfection—
the moral law in trousers and boots, [ detest that kind of
aman !’

Just tiien there was a sound of knocking with a atafl’ or
crutelt from the directivn of the little parlour where the vid
weneral usually smoked and read his papers.

* There's & summona for me,’ said Kitty, with a pretty
little grimace, as she skipped away. -~ Doa't you all pity
we ¥

[ wonder we don't hate her,’ said Louise Stuart; ' but
she is lovable if elie is a llirt. There is nothing Vsl in her
nature ; and of course it is not lier fault if every man she
sees [alls divectly at her feet. She can’t marry them all.’

¢ And it is natural she should like to play with them as a
very young kitten plays with a mouse,’ said one of the
uthere.

* L am sure [ should,” broke in 1iose, *if I had the power,
lbut Kitty is shrewd ; she knows that nwost of them are
after her money,’

Meantime Kitty, with 8 zuiky
was entering lier unele’s room. ‘The oll Gieneral sat in his
favourite arm chair. He hal a face that Hushed easily u
to the roots of his white hair. He wore an artiticial img
that pave him a good deal of trouble, and had taken it off
to reat. Now his face was beamiog with joy, like a full-
blown peony.

* Pusy,” he said, exullingly, and rubbiog bis hapda softly
together, ' Captaio Heath haz come  The dear boy's arrival
makes nie {eel twenty years younger.’

‘I suppoved he had come,’ said Kitty, standing belind the
chair, *for [ saw him and guessed who he was; but I don'’t
like him."

* Tt like bim ¥

*No, [ don't. [Ele in one uf those insutlerably good and
praper persons | have always detested.”

“By heavens ! cried the Ueneral, yetting more fiery in
the foce, and thumping with his stick, * you ehall like him,
or | will koow the 1eason why.”

¢ Unfurtunately, uncle,’ said Kitty, in an exasperaling
tone, *yon canuot command my feelinga as you would &
platoon of soldiers,”

‘ You ubatinate, willul little baggage'—his face was a
rich purple pow—*if the boys should yive me coe half the

‘T detest

face and backward air,
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trouble yun do, I would order them out and have them
ehot ' -

*Bnt yon can’t shoot me, uncle, becanse I don't like
your ;])(a.mgon. Aund why, pray, should I like him ¥

¢ Like him !’ shouted the old man, * I tell you he eaved
my lile—that he is one of the best officers and noblest men
that ever tiod the earth. (inly s brainless and empty-
headed girl ean afford to despise u brave pian.  You Bre not
worthy to kiss his shoes, you silly chib {"

'} hope you don’t expect me to perform that ceremony,
uncle ¥

+1 know haw it will be,’ eontinued the old man, beiling
over with wrath. * Yoa will throw yourself away un one of
those whipper-snappets, those ape-faced dandies, who don's
know the butt end of a musket from a muzele. They are
after your money-—the money it is supposed vou are going
to inherit from me. liut if yon marry one of those brain-
less fools you will not inberit a penny of mine; I will cut
you off with a shilling.”

The teare came into Kitty’s eyes  She rushed aroand
the chair mobbing, and threw herself into the old man's
arms.

¢ Oh, uncle,’ she eried, in a choked voice, * lenve all yoar
money away from me il you like, but don’t be a0 savage !
Love me a [ittle 85 you did when I was a child.’

The old man sat rigid as irom, still blowiog off steam.
His temper soon cooled. letting his warm beart assert itself.
He was Lalf-inclined to take the girl in his arms, to forgive
and peb her into smiles: hubt she was still bedewing his
ahirt-front with tears when a knock resounded upon the
door. Ki:;g at once sprang to her feet, wiped her wet face
and adjusted her ruffied plumage. She was as exquisitely
pretty as a dewy rose. In & moment Captain Heath was
standing in the room in his nndress uniform. If not strik.
ingly bandsome, he had at least a tall, manly figure, Hia
keen grey eyes saw in n moment that there had been a
tempest during his absence, and that the thunder-clouds
were not entirely dispersed. When her uncle nanaged to
present nim, Kifty bowed in a stiff aud constrained fashion,
which the Captain resurned with formal politeness, and, in
a moment after, she had made her escape from the room,

That evening Captain Heath stood in a corner of the ball-
room—it was the occasion of the weekly *hop’'—a mere
looker-on in Venice. Be knew oo one ; he was not a dane.
ing man and Kisty did not seem to be aware of his existence.
Io her pale blae costume of some shimmery stufl ebe was
bewilderingly pretiy, and her admirers hovered round her
like bees around the queen rose of the garden. The San-
skrit professor was there, with locka freshly dyed the hue of
the raven’s wing apd with his hands throst into a pair of
white gloves miles too long.

*Shall [ reserve a square dance for you, dear professor?
sald Kitty, consulting her tablets, and with the air of a
siren.

The poor man shook his head and gave her a sallow smile.
At that moment he would willingly have saerificed all the
languages, dead and living, for the privilege of capering
round the reom with his charmer.

¢ Never mind,” she said, beaming upon_bim, ‘ when I get
through this gallop I will come back and yon shall improve
my mind and tell me about prosody. as you promised.’

* Miss Kitty,' eaid the delightéd professor, laying the
limp finger end of hie glove on his heart,  you are already
mistress of the vniversal language.’

Young Detmore was impatiently waiting to claim Kitty
for the next dance. Amoung his friends he was familiariy
koown a5 *the baby,’ because of bis pretty pink-and-white
complexion and his ways, which were * childlike and bland.”
Baby had a beautiful pair of long blonde side-whiskers,
which it was said he erimped with an iron every day.

‘ How can you stand talking to that old mummy? eaid
he, with & pout, as soon a8 he got possession of her.

4 Oh it is such fun to make hiin think he is the object of
my secret adrmiration I’

Captain Heath overheard the remark and turned away in
disprust. * Bhe is a ent-and-dried Hirt,” said he to hirogelf,
*the one thing in all the world I abhor." This young hero,
fresh from the wilds, had watched the ball-room seene with
much scorn. Now he went to the old General, and sat
smoking with him in the pleasant gloom of the summer
evening.

¢ Well, my boy,’ said the old man, after a few momenta of
silence, ¢ what do you think of her ¥
* Of whom, eir ¥’

* My niece, of conrse.”

‘¢4, he's a beanty.’

* Bat she wonldo’t suit you, would she ¥

* There is no question of that, sir. I shouldn't anit her.
can see that she lookz upon me as an unlicked cub, &
specimen fresh from the woods. And the truth ia, I have
been out of the world so lonz that T have old-fashioned
notions of women. These modern givls are bowildering to
n;y mind, I ehould never know how to approach one of
them.’

*Kitty isn't made of spun glass,’ said the old man.
¢ She's a deuced obatinate, hard-bitted little jade. VWhen
she gets her head ret, yon conldn't rout her with your
heaviest artillery. You see,’ his voice softening, * the girl
has been an orpban from babyhood, and I have sadly spoited
her. Buot if ebe married & true map—oot one of those
aneaking civilians, but a brave honest soldier—ehe would be
conatapt se the sun.’

‘I see what you meap, dear General,’ said the Captain,
with emotion in his voice; *bot do'nt think of it, sir, it
cannot be,” and he extended his hand.

The old :eneral grasped the outstretched hand in hin

* Itobert,’ aaid he, *how can I help shinking of it? You
and that girl are all I have in the world, and 1 had hoped
to keep you near me in my old age.’

After that poor Kitty had hard lines with her uncle.
There were constant twinges in his leg, and he was always
in a vile humour when she was present; but xhe often
heard bim laughiog aproariously with the Captain when
aloue in their piivate sesions.  Toward the young man
himself zhe wan studinuely polite, and he et her in the

-

sanie spirit. She flirted more desperately than ever, Hab:
Detmore was the favonrite of the hour. She boated witl
him, danced with him, played eroqnet with him, rode with
him, and spent long sfternoons rambling with him in the
delightfal Iaarel woods thas skirted the lake.

'lfll'l'l disappointed in my calenlations about the baker's
dozen,” Rosa said to her one evening, as they stood in the
warm glow of the suoset on the piazza, the beaatifal
radiance shiving oa Kitty's bnrnished bair. ‘I tbought
you would bave that tall Captain at your fest long before
thin ; but the Ba.b,gl seems to ba the favourita, Do yon
know, 1've canght the Captain looking at yoo with a sar-
donic expression of mingled admiration and disapproval ¥
iv wonld not be strange if yon were weaving yoor coils
abont him.  They say to hate ia the sorest way to begin
love. Who knows bot number thirteen may be the winning
horse, after all ¥

‘Don't talk slang, Hose,' said Kitty, with dignity.
* You know nothing aboot the Cuptain ; he in a misogynist.”

*Good heavens | Kitty, what is that ¥

*I don't know, Ttisa word I hear the profossor nse.”

+When I want to hurl an_epithet of withering contempt
at & nuan,’ laughed Louise,’ I shall eall him & misogypist.

That night Kitty stole away from the dancers and entered
the General’s litile patlour, ﬁfled with the eweet shadiness
of the summer evening. There wera two cigara that shone
like atars, and the two friends were telling campaigning
stories, fighting their battles over again. The deep, sonor-
ous voice of the Captain went on steadily for half an hour.
He used the best aud termsest English, and the picture he
drew was graphic and spirited. %b was ao account of &
very daring exploit, in which he had taken the prineipal
part, but in the recital he kept himeelf oot of sight.

* Why, puss, is that you? 1 thonght yon were dancing
your feet off,” said the Gieneral, in great surprise.

+1 did mot eare abous dancing to-night,’ said Kitty, as she
came slowly forward.

* Bring me the candle, child.’ .

He bad not =poken so kindly for weeks.

Kitty brought the candle, and as rhe did so the Captain
turned his back and looked out of the window. She was in
white, and there was a banch of forget-me-nots in the bosom
olf]_lintelr dress. She put up her face 4o bo kissed, like a spoiled
child.

‘Love me a little, to-night, uncle,’ she whispered ; ' F am
as blue as I can be.’

The old man could not help kissing her fondly and strok-
ing her hair ; and as he did so the little bunch of forget-me-
nota fell out. When she left the room the Captain picked
them np noseen, and pus them somewhere inside his coat.

Poor Kitty’s fair weather did not last long. The pext
morning her unele, in a towering rage, sent for her.

¢8it down there,’ he said, pointing to a chair opposite,
and she obeyed, *What is this 1 hear about your engage-
ment to that idiot, Delmore ¥

+ T don’t know, sir.”

* Aond yon don't know, cried he, *that he is an unpria-
cipled knave and a brainless {ool, His father in a reckless

mbler in Wall-street, covered np with debts that he hopes

ia son’s marriage to an heiress will help him to png. But,
by henven, not a copper of my fortune shall go that way.
Promise we that you will not engage yourself to that young
apa, or that you will break with bim if you have had the
folly to do so already, or yon will never see a shilling of my
money after 1 am gone.’

There were legallooking documents on the table before
the old man,

¢ Tlo you promise? he cried, bolding & pen suspended in
his hand.

¢ No,' she snid, as she rose indignautly to ber feet, I can-
not ba frightened by threats,” and she swept proudly from
the room.

Kitty carried her sun bat in her hand—a pretty broad-
brimmed Leghorn, trimmed with & trailing vine. Dry-eyed
and pale, her small moath set in & rigid lioe, she walked
swiftly down the path that led to the lnurel wood. She had
no more than reached the shade when young Detmore
sprang into the path Lefore her.

1 Oh, Kitty, dearest Kitly," he began, eagerly, ‘I am so
glad to find you here! I have something very particular
to Bay.”

< Stop,’ eried Kitty, imperiously, 'and listen to what I
have to say to you. I am a poor girl, Mr Deumore. 1 have
not & penny of my own jn the world.  Uio and tell the other

oung men at the hotel that my uncle has wilted all his
ortuoe away from me.”

The young wen stood as if petrified, and she swept vn
down the path before him.

A quarter of a mile of rapid walking through the under-
Erow!.h brought Kitty suddenly against the professor, who

ad carried his lexicon ont into the shade. gn a moment
he bad confronted hes, his sallow face beaming.

‘L am so glad to tind you here alone t' said he.
days I have sought an opportunity to apeak to you.’

"Don't do it,’ said Kitty, with tragic deepair; *let me
speak to you. [ am a poor girl, and it is all o mistake

ui Yy being an beiress. My unncle has willed away
from me every penny of his money.”

« Mirs Mortitmer, exclainied the professor io & pained and
reproachinl tone, * how could yon think me so mercenary T
1 have loved you for yourself alone.’

¢ Don’t, don’t !’ eried Kiity in s plaintive tone, ‘Yon
are 8 pood man —worlds above me, but [ conld not warry
you. 1 should be a millstone arcund your neek."

She ran from him abruptly and dashed into the thick
woods farther and farther, deeper and deeper, losing breath,
then stopping to listen if she were followed, She wasina
strange place, where large sombre trees grew. It was late
inthe afterncon ; the pun was setting, the twilight gather.
ing round her, when she rested oo & messy log snd leaned
against B tree trunk, with her feet in the ferns. She was
aobbing because she felt nkterly micerable, dejected and
abandoned,  And stealthily the night eame oo, Suddenly
there was & crnoching and ceackling of bushes near by, and
Kitty aprang up with u little nervous scream.

*Don’t be mfraid,” said s deep, manly voice she well
knew, *¢Misa Mortimer,’ said Captain Heath, * you here
alone, miles away frowm the hotel ! T know the aversion yon
clierish toward me,’ be added, * but you must allow me to
see you to the hooee.’

Kitty tried to hide her tear-stained face. ‘] know that
yon dislike me, Captain Heatb,' she answered, ‘and it in
unnecessary for you to impose so disagreeable a task upon
youreelf, [ can wulk goite as well aluone.’

* Mies Mortimer,’ said he, ignoring thie speech, 1 ses
that you have Leen weeping, and koow that you have
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