


















‘She  is a young lady, ’ said Mrs. Costello,

‘who has an intimacy with her mamma’s courier?’

‘An intimacy with the courier?’ the young man

demanded.

‘Oh, the mother is just as bad! They treat the

courier like a familiar friend--fike  a gentleman. I

shouldn’t wonder if he dines with them. Very likely they

have never seen a man with such good manners, such

fine clothes, so like a gentleman. He probably

corresponds to the young lady’s idea of a Count. He sits

with them in the garden, in the evening. 1 think he

smokes. ’

Winterboume listened with interest to these

disclosures; they helped him to make up his mind about

Miss Daisy. Evidently she was rather wild, ‘Well,’ he

said, ‘I am not a courier, and yet she was very

charming to me. ’

‘You had better have said at first.’ said Mrs.

Costello with dignity, ‘that you had made her ac-

quaintance. ’

bit. ’

‘We simply met in the garden, and we talked a

‘Tout bonnement! And p;ay  what did you say?’

‘I said I should take the liberty of introducing

her to my admirable aunt. ’
l
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‘I am much obliged to you.’

‘It was to guarantee my respectability,’ said

Winterboume. ,

‘And pray who is to guarantee hers? ’

‘Ah, you are cruel!’ said the young man. ‘She’s

a very nice girl. ’ ‘You don’t say that as if you believed

it, ’ Mrs. Costello observed.

I got hold of Mrs. Grose as soon after this as I

could; and I can give no intelligible account of how I

fought out the interval. Yet I still hear*myseIf  cry as I

fairly threw myself into her arms: ‘They knowit’s  too

monstrous: they know, they know! ’

‘And what on earth-?’ I felt her incredulity as

she held me.

‘Why, all that we knowand  heaven knows

what else besides!’ Then, as she released me I made it

out to her, made it out perhaps only now with full

coherency even to myself. ‘Two hours ago, in the

garden ‘I  could scarce articulate- ‘Flora saw! ’

Mrs. Grose took it as she might have taken a

blow in the stomach. ‘She has told  you?’ she panted.

‘Not a word-that’s the horror. She kept it to

herself! The child of etght,  that child!’ Unutterable still

for me, was the stupefaction of it.
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