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IT was not a pleasant thing to look upon, at
least not for Capt. Chesebro. It might have been
pleasant, and doubtless was, for Teddy Vesey,
inasmuch as the amiable Teddy generally enjoyed
life pretty well. It might also have been a plea-
sant recollection for the six charming bride-
maids in white tulle and white violets, but it
was not pleasant, as & recollection, to the gallant
Guy. It is not agreeable, under any circum-
stances, for a man to be forcibly reminded that
he has made an awkward blunder; and Capt.
Chesebro had made a very awkward blunder,
indeed, and was frequently reminded of it in a
most nettling manner. The fact was, the fair
bride elect had been too much for him, as she
had been too.much for dozens of men like him,
during her brief but triumphant belledom, and
it was decidedly rather trying, after having fol-
lowed her lead persistently during a whole sea-
son, to be unexpectedly reined in by an invita-
tion to act as groomsman at her marriage with
the cotton-spinning Midas, who had carried off
the popular but calculating young lady over the
heads of the less successful. The recollection
of the foolish things he had done, the foolish
speeches he had made, during the past winter,
and, above all, the insane sense of security he
had allowed to take possession of him, was the
least comfortable part of the gallant Guy’s expe-
rience. He could remember times when he had

~been so complacently certain of success, that he

had not been afraid to let people see it. Elinor
Grantligh, with her calm hauteur and self-pos-
session, was just the very woman to suit his fas-
tidiousness, he had told himself a hundred times.
No other woman could have suited him so ex-
actly, and accordingly he had been duped with
as self-satisfied a serenity as any more common-
place individual might have exhibited, and had
ouly been awakened from his tranquillity by the
sudden announcement of the pending marriage,
followed closely by the solid bridegroom’s invi-
tation. And this was Scarcely the worst. It
seemed almost like insult added to injury, that
the bridemaid who was to be his portion was a
distant relative of the solid bridegroom’s, and
the daughter of another cotton-spinning Midas.
But there was no help for it. There was no re-
fuding the invitation without calling forth re-
mark; and so the inwardly-chafed ex-lover had

been obliged to go down to Cumberwolde with
the rest, and make the best of a rather awkward
affair. Still he could not help chafing over little
Polly Lambert.

¢ Who the—who is little Polly Lambert?’ he
had said to Teddy Vesey. ¢ What sort of a girl
is she? Who are her people ?”

«“She’s a very nice sort of girl,” Teddy had
answered—¢¢ though she isn’t on the Elinor
Grantligh style. She is a good-natured, plump
little thing, with big, soft eyes. Pretty figure,
too. They are Manchester people, you know.
Old Lambert is a cotton-spinner, and he has a -
pretty figure, too—in the three-per-cents.”

¢QOh!” Chesebro grumbled. I begin to un-
derstand now. Little Polly Lambert is a little
snob, with a cotton-spinning papa, whose pretty
figure covers a multitude of sins. A good-na-
tured thing in Elinor Grantligh, to hand me
over to her, wasn’t it ?”’ {

He was very much out of humor, and might
have made a great many rash speeches, if Teddy
had not interposed with his usual good nature. |

“Wait until you see her,” he said. “You
will like her well enough then. She’s a nice,
comfortable little girl. I know her, you see.
Bless my life! T have knewn Polly Lambert ever
since she was ten years old.”

And when he met her, Chesebro found some
faint consolation in the discovery that Teddy
was not wrong after all. Little Polly Lambert
was really not so bad as he had expected, being
a small, serene young lady, all dimples, and soft,
babyish curves, and lovely gray eyes, aud hav-
ing, withal, a most wonderful air of innocent,
unsophisticated self-possession. And by the dim-
ples, and the pretty ways, Chesebro had been
consoled for the prestige of Manchester; and
finding that little Polly Lambert was not only
pretty in a babyish way, but had an odd sort of
popularity, patronized her, and graciously con-
descended to be amiable for her benefit.

But the festivities had come to an end, and
the house of Grantligh was quiet once more.
The waves of excitement had circled back to the
shore of customary country -quiet; the white
tulle and white violets had been packed in nu-
merous trunks, and carried back to London with
the respective wearers, and, among the rest, Capt.

Chesebro, with Teddy Vesey, had taken his depar-,
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ture to Chesebro Larches, East Cumberwolde,
the residence of his cousin, Mrs. Alicia Chesebro.
Guy was a favorite of Mrs. Chesebro’s, and so
was Teddy Vesey, and, accordingly, an almost
imperative invitation had stopped them on their
way homeward.

«T want to hear all about the wedding,” she
had written, ¢and so does Ralph. You know,
even the people who like her least, care to hear
about Elinor Grantligh. Besides, I want to show
you a specialty of mine, who is going to spend
Christmas with me. I want Teddy Vesey, too.
You remember I always liked Teddy Vesey, and
so-did Ralph.”

And in obedience to the command, the two
had come to East Cumberwolde and Chesebro
Larches, instead of going back to London; and
here, a few hours after their arrival, were loung-
ing together in the smoking-room, waiting for
dinner and watching the rain: Chesebro him-
self, in secret discontent; Teddy Vesey, with
extreme complacence, as he lay stretched full-
length upon the sofa. Teddy was a contented
individual, be it known, and albeit had no Eli-
nor Grantligh to look back upon. The wedding
bad been a very pleasant affair to him, in con-
nection with which the white tulle and white
violets were only additional sources of enliven-
ment; the only drawback to his enjoyment being
that he had been handed over into the cus-
tody of a majestic belle, who overpowered him.
Teddy’s predilections inclined very strongly to-
ward girls like Polly Lambert.

But, as he paced to and fro, Chesebro had no

thoughts for the young lady in question. IIer
pretty face and pretty bumility had roused in
him, for the time, a sort of indolent apprecia-
tion, but the sentiment had passed away with the
carriage that bore little- Polly Lambert out of
sight. .
“A pice, commonplace little creature,” he
had commented on her from the first. ¢ Good-
natured and pretty, in a way, too; but not my
style of woman.” '

So Polly Lambert had passed out of his mind,
and he was pacing the room in a terribly discon-
tented frame of thought, as he looked back over
the past winter. But he stopped his walk at
last, and threw his half-smoked segar into the
fire. '

«T believe I will go down-stairs,” he said to
Teddy. I am tired of this. Perhaps Alicia'is
in the parlor; and Alicia always keeps a man
alive.”

¢ All right!” Teddy answered, contentedly.
“T can do very well here until dinner. I say,
Chesebro I’—singing out suddenly as the door

was closing on his friend’s retreating figure—
“I say, who was the specialty your - cousin
spoke of? I forgot to ask.””

““Don’t know,” was the reply. ¢ We shall
see at dinner, though, if it wasn’t some of Ali-
cia’s nonsense.” And shutting the door behind
him, Chesebro made his way down stairs.

It was dull enough outside to make the parlor
look very bright by contrast, as he opened the
door. There was a big fire burning cheerily in
the grate, a jewel of a work-box stood open on
the table, and on an ottoman upon the hearth-
rug sat a figure which certainly was not Alicia’s.
It was a comfortable little figure in one of those
bewildering scarlet Zouave jackets, and in this
case the bewildering jacket fitted to a miracle
the softest curves in the world. Chesebro saw
this, and saw, also, over the nut-brown head a
hand with dimples instead of knuckles, holding
a white'marabout fan, and as he took a step for-
ward, the head turned, and he confronted, to
his“amazement, a serene, babyish face, whose
big, limpid gray eyes met his with the greatest
complaisance.

¢“ Miss Lambert,” he said, in doubtful wonder.
¢Is it possible!” )

*Dear me, Capt. Chesebro!” cxclaimed the
young lady, innocently. ¢ Is it possible? How
glad I am to see you !”’ -

Chesebro was mollified. She was pretty enough
despite her utter insignificance, and her cotton-
spinning papa, to render the last clause of her
speech of a mollifying nature. It was added so
innocelitly, too, that it would lave been a very
stony-hearted individual who could have remem-
bered the cotton-spinning papa to a disadvantage

at such a moment, and Capt. Chesebro was nof. e

stony-hearted. He came forward to the fire and
sat down with a polite speech, to the effect that
he? was overwhelmed with delighted surprise,
which compliment the young lady accepted very
demurely.

«It was odd I did not guess at your relation-
ship to Alicia before,” she said. I might have
known. Chesebro is such an uncommon name—
so old, too, you know,” meekly. ¢ Aliciais an
old schoolmate of mine. We were at Darville's
together, though I was only one of the little girls
when she left.” }

She had a pleasant way of pratiling common-
places; she was pretty, and had an appearance
of humility, which was very soothing. Accord-
ingly, Capt. Chesebro listened condescendingly,
aud permitted her to amuse him in her small
way. o

But now and then he felt a recurrence of a
surprise she had caused him once or twice be-
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fore. She was so very innocently candid, in-
deed ; she had such a placid way of saying as-
tonishingly frank things at intervals, and then
stepping back into the pretty babbling again.
Of course, it was not possible that there was any-
thirig under the surface of the innocent face and
limpid eyes, but still she gave rise to conjecture.

« It was so like Elinor,” she said once, ‘“not
to see that poor Teddy would have enjoyed him-
self so much better with me than he could with
Miss Majoribanks,” Miss Majoribanks had been
Teddy’s bridemaid. <If I had been Elinor, I
think I should have seen in a minute that you
would have liked Miss Majoribanks best, and
Teddy would have liked me.”

Chesebro stared at her for.,a minute dubiously.
He had a faint idea that if Elinor Grantligh had
made such a speech, it would have been the
subtle prelude to a subtle satire; but girls of the
Lambert style are not prone to satire, and the
big, limpid eyes were so extremely frank at this
particular moment.

«“Why?’ he asked. ¢TI really do not quite
comprehend why I should like Miss Majori-
banks.”

“Don’t you?’ she answered, serenely. «I
ghould have thought differently. You see, Miss
Majoribanks is more like Elinor—more stately
and grand, and—and uncomfortable. She is a
belle, too, Miss Majoribanks. Oh, dear mec!
She would have pleased you much better than
I could.”

Whereupon Chesebro was so utterly bewil-
dered that he had no word of reply to make,
and was fain to be silent, while the young lady
proceeded 2s calmly as ever.

-« Teddy is an old friend of your’s, too, is he

not ?”’ she asked.

He replied affirmatively.

¢«I thought so,” with the extreme candor
again. ¢ As for me, I have krnown Teddy all
my life, nearly—ever since papa was only a
book-keeper at Foley & Shaw’s.”

Chesebro almost lost his breath. This was
even worse than he had fancied. The cotton-
spinning was bad' enough, but a book-keeper at
Foley & Shaw’s was a straw too much. But
she did not seem to care about it. She went on
prattling, every delicate little dimple expressing
the serenest unconsciousness of having said any-
thing unusual.

¢She doesn’t know any better,”” Chesebro
commented, inwardly. ¢ It is the result of Man-
chester, I suppose.” : :

_ She was popular enough in the Chesebro house-
hold, it seemed, when the host and hostess
made their appearance, and Teddy was wonder-

fully glad to see her. She had a habit of mak-
ing quick little pointed speeches, Chesebro dis-
covered, and her round, mellow little laugh was
always the signal for a chorus of merriment; so,
in default of having nothing better to do, he
watched her languidly over his wine and filberts ;
and, as a result of his observations, decided that,
though she was not at all averse to Teddy’s deli-
cate attentions, she did not receive them with
any of the pretty demonstrations of awe she ap-
peared to unconsciously exhibit toward himself.
She chattered freely enough with Alicia, and
Ralph, and Teddy, but when she spoke to him-
self, he noticed a meek dropping of her soft
voice, and a deprecatiug upraising of her limpid
eyes, that was very pleasant in a small way, par-
iticularly after Elinor Grantligh. She was very
fond of Alicia—bewitchingly fond of liel-; and
she made a beautiful little picture of herself
after dinner, by dropping on to a low footstool at
her feet, and holding up the fan of white mara-
bouts, to shield her face from the fire, talking
the while, and every now and then appealing to
Chesebro in a manner that made him forget his
grievance, for the time, at least. Still he could
not help wishing, occasionally, that she would
not be so extraordinarily candid. He liked to
hear her odd, unsophisticated speeches, but the
revelations she made once or twice in the course
of the evening, startled him not a little.

¢ Do you remember how good you were to me
at school, Alicia,” she would say, serenely;
«“and how you used to give m> your dresscs
when I got shabby? I shall never forget the
blue silk your dressmaker made for me out of
that old one of your’s. I never liked a dress so
much in my life.”

And Teddy had his share in the remem-
brances, too.. She had struck up an acquaint-
ance with him when she went to Foley & Shaw’s
with messages for her father. Foley was Teddy’s
godfather, and Teddy’s susceptibility had scarcely
increased with his years.

©We were dreadfully poor then,” she said.
“Poor papa only had a hundred. a year, you
know, and I was always out of shoes. Shoes
were always the difficulty, weren’t they, Teddy ?
Have you forgotten the day Mr. Foley gave me
five shillings, and you went with me to Salo-
mon’s to buy a pair ?”’

These innocent recollections delighted Teddy
beyond measure. "He had not forgotten a single
.acident in the odd, childish friendship; and,
from his reminiscences, it appeared that little
Polly Lambert, at ten years old, must have been
just the straightforward, simple little soul that
she was at twenty. She had been very fond of

)



270

LITTLE POLLY LAMBERT.

Teddy, and was just as fond of him now. It
seemed natural for her to be fond of people in
an affectionate fashion, like a good-natured child.
It was not difficult to comprehend why she was
popular. Chesebro had thought her simply an
ordinary, pleasant, nice-looking little thing, and
wondered at her small triumphs at Elinor Grant-
ligh’s wedding ; but now he began to half under-
stand how, to the majority of persons, her unso-
phisticated little incongruities would have quite
a fascination.

It was little Polly Lambert who was the life of
sthe small party that evening; it was little Polly
Lambert who drew them all unconscious cap-
tives at the wheels of her innocent, triumphal
car; and it was little Polly Lambert who that

night smuggled her small, unpretending self

into the thoughts of both the impressible Teddy
and his more lofty friend.

¢““Nice little girl,”” Capt. Chesebro condescend-
ingly remarked, as he put out his light before
retiring. ¢ Simple and untrained, of course,
but pretty and good-natured. The very girl to
suit Vesey, and fellows of that class.””

¢“She grows prettier every hour,” said Teddy,
in his room. ¢ She does, by George! And I
like her better, too. It's a good thing for me
that I am a little ahead of Chesebro.”

And in her room litte Polly Lambert sat curled
up at Alicia’s feet, with her innocent, brown
locks tumbling down over her shoulders, mer-
maiden fashion, and her small, plump figure
folded in a most resplendent blue satin-lined
wrapper. She had been talking about things
in general, and finally had slipped upon the
guests.

¢« And, dear me!” she was saying, guilelessly,
“how very handsome Capt. Chesebro is! Ilow
very much handsomer than poor, dear Teddy—
and I always thought Teddy was handsome.
Alicia ?’ questioningly.

«Well, my dear?”’ Alicia answered.

“Was—— Well, is—is it true that your
cousin was in love with Elinor Grantligh?”’

“I don’t really know,” was the reply.
fancy so, however.” }

“Dear, dear!’ with meditative innocence.
¢ And she married Mr. Smithers! What horri-
ble taste in poor Elinor; and how—how very
uncomfortable for your poor cousin, Guy.”

This speech was made with the most sympa-
thizing candor in the world, and in the softest
of demure voices ; but just at that moment Alicia
Cheseboro met the limpid gray eyes, and met
them, too, with the queerest of looks, and then,
after a moment’s silence, in which Polly gazed
at her with the greatest sweetness, strange to

18}

say, Mrs. Chesebro began to laugh, as if her un-
sophisticated young friend had said something
very funny, indeed. .

“Oh, Polly ! Polly "’ she exclaimed.

you hardened little sinner I’
_ Whereupon the young person in question drop~
ped her limped eyes demurely, but, in defiance
of the demureness, smiled also, until every soft
little dimple in her unsophisticated face became
doubly accentuated.

Just one week—just seven brief days—and yet
in their lapse Capt. Chesebro’s opinions had be-
come very much deepened and strengthened.
He had arrived at the agreeable conclusion that
if ever there had existed a young lady utterly
without guile, that young lady was his cousin’s
friend, little Polly Lambert. The truth was that
little Polly Lambert’s star was in the ascendant.
From patronizing her, and allowing her to amuse
him, the gallant Guy had begun to like her in a
certain negative fashion, and from liking her had
gradually fallen iuto forming indolent plans re-
garding her. She was so very pretty in her
simple style; she was so very modest; she was
so—well, so actually respectful, that it was im-
possible to feel totally indifferent toward her.
It was so evident that she liked him, too; and
her efforts to please him were so innocently trans-
parent. e accidentally expressed his admira-
tion for flowers as an ornament, and she ap-
peared among them with a creamy white rose,
from Mrs. Chesebro's hot-house, in her pretty
hair; le said he liked Byron, and the next day
found her poring over a handsome edition in
the library; he siglied, and she looked at him
sympathizingly ; he yawned, and she offered to

“Oh!

play chess with him, and then, afier pretending™~~"

to make strenuous efforts to conquer, let him win
the game in a manner most edifying to behold.
She lamented that she could not play billiards,
and after almost snubbing Teddy when he wanted
to teach her, accepted Chesebro’s first offer, and
was so prettily awkward about her first efforts,
that he was obliged to hold her round, babyfied
wrist in instructing her. She had a voice like a
robin’s, and she sang delicious irilling little
songs, that were like a robin’s, too, until Chese-
bro gradually awakened to a consciousness that
even Elinor Grantligh had no such brightness as
this. He began to pay her little attentions, and
she received them with such an appearance of
timid gratitude, that he was absolutely touched.
It was so very simple a task to please her, that
be began to take a sort of interest in it, and at
length his condescendingly gallant speeches be-
came a kind of negative love-making. And
finally he began to give her advice in small dqses,
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which is the most positive sign of the earlier

stages of such a man’s love. He kindly told her
of some of her small faults, and gave her a hint
28 to his objection to the merciless candor.

They were alone in the parlor together the
evening he comported himself thus amiably, and
Polly was sitting, as usual, on a low foot-stool,
clasping both her dimpled hands on her lap, and
regarding him admiringly, with her limpid eyes
upraised to his. She thanked him with as inno-
cent a gratitude as a young lady without guile
could exhibit; and she did not drop the limpid
eyes from his face as she spoke.

¢« Tt is so kind of you to tell me about these
things ;”” she said: “so very kind, indeed, Capt.
Chesebro. You are so like dear Alicia in that.
I am sure I appreciate it, too. I must seem so
very stupid after Elinor Grandligh; but you
know I am a silly little thing.”

He felt himself coloring uncomfortably, though
he made a miraculous effort to regain his éom-
posure. He could not tell exactly why it was
that he would rather have had his insanity re-
vealed to any one than this unsophisticated little
plebeian, with her innocent ignoran¢e. But she
had found him out, it seemed, and quite under-
stood his discomfiture, for the next minute she
broke out with an expression of sudden, be-
wildered misery that was almost pathetic, not-
withstanding that the awkward frankness ex-
hibited itself more than ever in the earnestness
of her self-reproach.

<« Oh, dear !’ she exclaimed. ¢ How awkward
Tam! I ought not to have said anything about
that; oughtI? But Iam so forgetful. Pray for-
give me, Capt. Chesebro.”

s~ What could the unfortunate victim do but feel

that he was looking rather ridiculous as he en-
deavored to appear self-possessed. Little Polly
Lambert had decidedly the best of it, though she
bewailed her blunder with most pathetic sweet-
ness, and apparent ignorance of the fact that
she was only making matters worse.

¢ But—but »’ she stammered, timidly, at
length. «If it would not be rude to say so, in-
deed I think it is no wonder that you cared for
Elinor. She was so beautiful and stately.. "She
would have suited you so well, and yet she mar-
ried Mr. Smithers,” dropping her voice and her
limpid eyes both at the same time. .

It was too bad. Was it possible that little
Polly Lambert, whe was so quick at times, knew
Do better than this, and could not see that from
Capt. Guy Chesebro to Mr. Smithers was from
the sublime to the ridiculous? It was a peculi-
arity of hers, he had noticed, this making inno-
cent, inopportune speeches, that were oddly un-

complimentary in the demureness of their timid
compliment. She was always making them, and
always with such a modestly admiring air that
it was impossible to suspect her of*any subtle
impertinence. She was pretty enough to be for-
given, however, and she was marvellously pretty
this particular evening. She would never be an
Elinor Grarctligh, of course; but Chesebro was
Jjust beginning to experienee a sort of melancholy
reaction. IHe was half inclined to look over the
cotton-spinning papa, and the unfortunate pres-
tige of Manchester, and console himself with her.
He did not anticipate any trouble with Elinor
Grantligh, and it was not likely that he would
see obstacles in his path to the heart of a yield-
ing, commonplace little person, who listened to
his most careless speeches with admiration.
There was nobody in his way—nobody but Teddy
Vesey ; and Teddy, with all his good looks, and
good-nature, was not a formidable rival.

Upon very slight incidents frequently hangs a
great deal of significance; and from one of the
slightest of the incidents occurring this evening,
much of significance may be drawn. The captain
had been making himself very agreeable indeed.
He had made a great many amiable fine speeches,
and had even been kind enough to turn over the
leaves of the music as Polly sang her robin-like
little songs, and among other things he had men-
tioned, during a conversation, that blue was his
favorite color; that it was becoming to most wo-
men, and that it was especially becoming to per-
sons with brown eyes and sea-gray cyes. There
was nothing prettier, he said, than such a woman
in blue. Some celebrated individual had re-
marked that nothing was more charming than a
woman in white under a green tree; but it was
his opinion that a bit of bright blue color in a
landscape was perfect. This was what Capt.
Chesebro said, and little Polly Lambert listened
and smiled, until all her soft, white dimples be-
came notes of admiration as she modestly agreed
with him. ’

A few hours later, as Alicia was standing In her
dressing-room, loosening ber hair for the night,
she was startled by the sound of o fiint tap on
the door, and, opening, she confronted her friend,
looking like the most delightful of little ghosts,
in her elaborate night-wrapper.

¢« Alicia,”’ she said, ** that blue, cashmere morn~
ing-robe of yours. Where is it, dear? I want
you to lend it to me.”

TFor a moment Alicia Chesebro looked at her
in bewildered silence, and then she actually be-
gan to laugh, as if she was threatened with hys-
terics, though the innocent face of her midnight
visitor was as guileless as ever.
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¢ Qh, Polly ! Polly I’ she exclaimed, justas she
had done before.

But Polly was immovable. She smiled with
the extremé candor of simplicity, in her radi-
antly tranquil eyes; but she said nothing that
could possibly tend to explain the intensity of
her friend’s extraordinary amusement. i

¢ Where is it, dear?’ she asked. ¢ Please
lend it to me, until I send for mine. I do so like
blue, you know, and it is so becoming to me, and
T'have nothing blue with me.”

And, the next morning, when Chesebro saun-
tered into the breakfast-table, his first glance en-
countered Miss Polly, looking absolutely charm-
ing, her delectable, little plump figure attired in
2 soft-blue morning-robe, belted in around the
tiniest of waists, with guileless, little ruffles of
white lace about her babyish wrists and babyish
throat. Such a serene glance as she met him
with. She was talking to Teddy when he came
in; but she stopped as he entered, and greeted
him demurely. That blue morning-robe fairly
touched hil, it was so transparent a bit of sim-
plicity.

Matters progressed very smoothly after this.
Teddy was comparatively thrown out of employ-
ment, and Chesebro had his time fully occupied.
He played billiards, he played chess, he read
and talked to her, while she sat on low foot-stools,
and crochetted wonderful things out of bright
wools. She prattled, she sparkled, she babbled,
she asked his advice about everything, she wore
blue dresses and ribbons, and even blue kid slip-
pers. Ialph Chesebro began to open his eyes;
but Alicia said nothing, only looked on in a puz-
zling kind of comprehensive silence. The only
thing that broke the smooth current, in its flow,
was the arrival of Christmas day, which brought
2 host of visitors, and with them brought a slight
surprise, to Chesebro at least.

- The white tulle and white violets made their
appearance again, and he was bewildered to find
that there were dozens of men who were anxious
to make themselves extremely agreeable to the
wearer. They crowded round Miss Polly’s chair,
and admired her openly among themselves, they
diplomatized to gain a dance with her, and stra-
tegized to hold her fan, while the object of their
mutual adoration mounted her small triumphal
car, placidly, and made a Juggernaut of herself
in driving over human hearts. There was no
room for Chesebro near her, and she seemed to
have forgotten him altogether, which was some-
what trying under the circumstances. But it
showed him that he had, to some extent, blun-
dered. The dimples and incongruities were even
more popular, in their way, than Elinor Grant-

ligh’s majesty of style had been, and he would
have been very unlike a man, indeed, if he had
not found both dimples and incongruities all the
more charming for their being in such great re-
quest. But, after her triumphs, the pretty Jug-
gernaut came back, and seemed to take quite
kindly to milder excitement.

¢« Tt is so pleasant to be quiet once more,”’ she
said, the morning the last visitor left the Larches.
So many people separate us all. It is so much
nicer to know there is nobody here but Teddy,
and Ralph, and Alicia—and you and I.”

After this manner things went on until the
small circle had remained unbroken for nearly a
month, and Chesebro ivas beginning to enjoy
himself extremely, in a quiet way, and Polly
Lambert was beccming a more satisfactory study
every hour. What then was the surprise of her
complacent admirer when he found himself
checked more suddenly than he had ever been
before in his life !

They had been spending a wonderfully plea-
sant evening together, during which the young.
lady had displayed even more sweet humility
than usual, and had sung the most charming of
the robin-like songs, and finally had subsided on
to her foot-stool again, with her atom of hands
clasped upon her knee, and her good-natured
little face looking as simple and honest as pos-
sible.

«Dear me!” she exclaimed, at last. ¢ How
forgetful I am; I was going to do something
dreadfully stupid again. I was actually forget-
ting to tell you that I am going home to-morrow.”

Now, Chesebro was not prepared for this; he
really was not. That she should have such a

piece of news to tell him, was startling enough ;—~—==—wan_

but that she should tell him with as placid a face
as if she had heen announcing her intention of
going into the next room, was too much, all at_
once. '

He could not understand it in the least. He
stared at her, for a moment, in blank silence,
and then blundered out a few words, amazedly,

«I don’t exactly understand you,” he said,
awkwardly. ¢ You don’t really mean to say you
are in-earnest ?”’ .

¢« Oh, yes, I do!” serenely; ¢ but you see I
forgot to tell you before. I am such a careless,
little crqature, you know. I am so glad itioe-
curred to me just now. It would havelooked go
rude, if T had gone away without bidding you
good-by. I shall be goné before you come down
in the morning, as I leave by an early train.”

It was not encouraging this. For the next
five minutes Chesebro’s head was in a whirl.
Great generals frequently bring about great vio-
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tories by movements unexpected by the enemy ;
and rcally this movement of little Polly Lambert
would have done honor to the greatest of gene-
rals, both in its suddenness and its result. Of
course, little Polly Lambert was not a great gene-
ral, and her sudden announcement could only
have been made in the greatest innocence; but
it had its result, nevertheless. It had the effect
of opening Chesebro’s eyes to the fact, that it
would not be so easy, after all, to part with this
commonplace, good-natured little creature. The
paternal Lamber® was not an agreeable subject
for meditation ; but his daughter would make a
more affectionate little wife for a disappointed
man; and, naturally, in her tender humility,
Polly Lambert would accept gratefully the ashes
Elinor Grantligh had left. There was a melan-
choly satisfaction in referring mentally to said
ashes; and it was soothing to know that there
was an impulsive, simple, loving little creature,
ready to pour out the warm libations of her whole
soul, even on the cold altar of his dead affections.
There were many men, too, who would gladly
have offered fresh hearts in exchange for Polly
Lambert’s. Teddy Vesey, for instance. Teddy
would naturally be ¢ cut up,”’ when he knew the
truth ; but it could not be helped. But he would
be honest with her; he would tell her how little
he had to give, and how he would try to make
up by tender assiduity, for his unavoidable de-
fections ; and then she would be grateful in that
pretty way of hers, and cry a little, perhaps,
resting her pretty brown head on his shoulder.
His heart stirred pleasurably at the thought, for,
notwithstanding the ashes, it was by no means
He had read of men
doing such things before, and they had always
been uncommonly fine fellows, and had come out
surprisingly well in the end, winning the very
women their betters would haveshed their hearts’
best blood for. He would speak now; he might
as well. Alicia and Ralph had gone up stairs,
and the unconscious Teddy was, to all appear-
ances, slumbering peacefully on the sofa, in a
shadowy corner. He glanced down at the small,
plump figure, and felt a certain satisfaction in
the babyish softness of its curves. Polly was
looking into the fire, in pretty meditation, and
the long, curling lashes cast a soft shadow over
her velvety eyes and smooth cheeks. She looked
80 harmless, so charming, so guileless. - The only
drawback to Miss Grantligh’s charms had beon
a slight suggestion of spirit; but there was no-
thing indomitable about little Polly Lambert.
Oh, dear, no! )

He rose from his seat, and going to her side,
took the plump hand in his ewn with & gracious at-

tempt at tenderness. IHe was somewhat disap-
pointed to observe that she did not blush, as he
had expected. The fact was, she did not blush at
all, only locked up at him with a sclf-possessed
little smile, expressing perfect freedom from em-
barrassment. He felt that he could have done
himself greater justice if she had not heen quite
so thoroughly at ease; but he managed in-etty
well. He was very honest about the matter—he
could afford to be with little Polly Lambert. He
told her with great generosity exactly how little
he had to offer herself heyond the ashes of an
embittered heart; and he told her with beautiful
frankness how her simple generosity would éon-
sole him for what he had lost. Ie was very
well satisfied with his progress, though: in the
course of a few moments, she withdrew her hand,
and clasped it with the other on her knee, look-
ing placidly up at him just as she had done at
first. ' Ho could not help wishing, however, that
she would blush a little; but she did not blush,
though he fancied that she paled slightly once
or twice, and he was sure he saw a queer sort of
look about her eyes.

But at last he ended, and having ended, awaited
a reply; and as he looked at her, to his intense
astonishment, there was a dead silence of a few
minutes, in which little Polly Lambert also
looked at him with steadfast serenity, that queer
look still growing in her eyes.

At length she spoke.

¢« Capt. Chesebro,” she said, in a particularly
clear, steady little voice, ¢“have you been pro-
posing to me?”’ i

He started as if she had shot him—the steady
little voice was such a surprise. )

¢ Is it possible you did not understand me ?’
he stammered, not able to say more.

She smiled a curious little smile, most puzzling
to behold.

“I thought I understood you,” she said,
sweetly; ““but it was such a surprise, you know.
I suppose I ought to thank you. I do thank you,
too. How very kind in you to give the prefer-
ence to me, when any one else, who was hiumble
enough would have done almost as well. It was
so good of you. After Elinor Grantligh, too”—
the queer little look was growing most curiously

-in the eyes she kept sweetly fixed on his face.

“I hardly kpow what to say,” she went on,
placidly. ¢ You see I had no right to expect it,
and it seems such a pity that it should be thrown
away upon me, and that, after all, I should be
obliged to appear as if I did not care very much

“about it. But, of course, I naturally do care

about it, very much, indeed ; and I dare say, in
time, might have learned to appreciate it still
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more, and be very humble and thankful, as I
ought to be under the circumstances. I am very
sorry, Capt. Chesebro, but I am afraid I shall be
obliged to say, No! Teddy will tell you why.”

¢« Teddy ?”’ addressing the queer figure in the
corner. ‘¢ Are you asleep?”’

There was a stir among the sofa-cushions, and
Teddy, rising from his slumbers, came out of the
shadows just as Polly Lambert got up from her
foot-stool with her guileless eyes shining, and a
most beautifully brilliant, but unaccountable,
rose-red blooming on her cheeks. She went to
Teddy’s side, and laid her hand upon his arm
with a little gesture, most oddly suggestive of
proprietorship.

“Teddy,” shesaid, with merciless sweetness of
manner, ‘“ Please tell Capt. Chesebro why I am ob-

liged to say, No! when he asks me to marry him.” §

The tranquil Teddy slipped one arm around
the young lady’s waist, looking most compla-
cently beaming and wide awalke.

«Tell him why ?” he said. ¢¢Of course I will.
You see, Chesebro, the fact is, she has promised
to marry me.”

Little Polly Lambert smiled again, patting
Teddy’s arm with a pretty sort of protecting
pleasure in him.

“Yes,” she said, I am engaged to Teddy.

To tell the truth, I believe I have been engaged
to Teddy all my life. Teddy, dear,” with a little
laugh, ¢ do you remember when we did get en-
gaged? Wasn’t it when you went with me to
buy the shoes at Salomon’s ?”’

T believe it was,” said Teddy, appearing
rather puzzled. He was used to Polly’s little
whims, but he did not exactly understand Chese-
bro’s dumbfounded face.

And as for that gentleman himself, he had
reached the end of his tether, and was actually
pale with the intensity of his discomfiture.

«“If T had understood—,” he began stiffly,
when Polly interposed, with demure meekness.

«Qh! it doesn’t signify at all,” she said, ¢«if
you will only forgive me for seeming so ungrate-
ful. Teddy doesn’t care—do you, Teddy? He
is used to it. You see, we don’t tell people about
it, because it is nobody’s business but ocur own;
and we have been engaged so long, that we trust
each other. Teddy never loved anybody but me,
and I never loved anybody but Teddy—so we
are quite safe. There, now you know all about
it: so I am sure you will forgive me before I say
good-by—won’t you?”’ And as she left her
lover’s side to offer him her hand, he saw in the
unsophisticated eyes, what he had never before
dreamed of, namely, that little Polly Lambert
had read him through and through from the

first, and whirled him at will round her hypo-
critical little fingers.

¢« Do you forgive me?”’ she asked.

He bowed in silence.

“Thank you!’ she said, with an air of ex-
treme humility. ¢ And, as you are so kind, I
will give you a farewell piece of advice. The
next time you propose to a woman, be as honest
as you please, but if you think you are doing her
an honor, don’t tell her so. Good-by !’ and
making him a.grand, sweeping, ludicrous little
curtsy; she ran out of the room, and all was over.

She was gone the next morning before he was
down, as she said she would be; but she had
not gone without a discreet farewell shot; and
the first time that Chesebro was alone with his
cousin he found this out.

¢« And so you proposed to Polly Lambert,” she
cried, with a twinkle in her eyes. ¢ OQh, Guy!
Guy ! I thought you would have known betier,
and was amusing myself with watching the game.
Is it posible you could not see that little Polly
Lambert is the most consummate little flirt in
Christendom ?”’

. Chesebro replied indefinitely, looking nervous;
but Alicia pretended not to see it.

¢“She is a queer little creature,” she said.
«It’s odd, too, how passionately fond she is of
Teddy. I believe a rough word from him would
break her heart, audacious as she seems. They
have been engaged ever since they were children,
and Teddy fairly adores her, and lets her have all
her own way, and flirt as desperately as she
pleases. IHe knows she does not care the snap
of her saucy little finger for any one on earth but

himself. There are very few people, though, whe——_ _

will ever understand Polly Lambert; but Teddy
understands her, and I think I do, too. They
are to be married in March.”

And in March they were married, and Teddy
was an envied man. ‘And, as Mrs. Vesey, little
Polly Lambert was as demure, and piquant, and
serene as ever., ‘Thoe-Veseys were a happy couple,
people said,—and they were by no means wrong.
Little Mrs. Polly grew more charming every year,
and her house became the most popular estab-
lishment in London. Her wicked little speeches
were related as bon mots worth repeating; and
in her affection for her husband, she was quoted
as a pattern of wifely demeanor. Perhaps some
impulse of penhitence made her try to console
Chesebro for her past iniquities by treating him
very graciously whenever she met him ; but in de-
fiance of her charitable motiyes, there was a sus-
picious tremble of all her dimples when she said,

« Teddy, dear, here is my old friend, Capt.
Chesebro.”



