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GLAMOUR.

CHATTER L

TIIE CONSULATE.

Portixo was brilliant in the sunlight. The blue sea
was sparkling, the houses glaring so white that if was
positively painful to look at them. The grey olive
trees that dotted the rocky hill sides were too distant
to offer the eye any relief. Great clouds of dust rose
on the road which skirted the harbour. The dust
whirled and twisted into columns ; some tall and thin
others short and wide, Then, for a minute, there
would be o calm, and the wayfarers, hurrying along
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A COLD WIND,

L]

with the corner of their cleaks thrown aecross the
shoulder, would remove their hand from the broad felt
hat most affected in Portino. It was a thorough
March day-—a day of ecld piercing Tramontana,

In a hounse overlooking the port—a house eonstrneted
to withstand heat rather than cold, with a wide piazza
towards the sea, and a square garden surronnded by o

colonnade belhind—was a voomn which showed that its

inhabitants knew something of the comforts of northern
climes.  The red-tiled floor was covered with a soft
carpet, and there was a grate in the fireplace. Instend
of the usual little bit of green wood hissing and splutter-
ing and smoking, there was o goodly glow of Newcastle
coal. The old-fashioned chairs were not set in a for-
midable row against the walls, but dotted about the
roommn, so as to take awny as much as possible from its
bareness, There were several tables—soma strewn with
books and newspapers ; others with Indies’ work, photo-

graphie albums, and knick-knacks, Though the place



THE CONSULATE. 3

would not have appeared very attractive to those accus-
tomed to a good English home, it formed a pleasing
contrast to the cold stateliness of most Portino drawing-
rooms. The flag which waved over this house was &
sufficient explanation of its comparative comfort, for
her Britannic Majesty’s Consul at Portino was the
tenant; and on this windy morning, her Dritannie
Majesty’s Consul's wife was sitting at the fire, mending
sundry garments and talking to her son, a tall young

man, who was idly looking out of the window at the

white sails dotted about the entrance to the harbour,
struggling to beat in against the strong wind from the
mountains,

‘Teresina says it was a very good ball last night’
remarked the lady, scarcely glancing up from her
warls.

She was a woman of what is termed middle age, wear-
ing her grey hair in two large, stift curls on each side
of her clever and still smooth face. She was elad in a
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q SHE IS FERY NICE.

substantinl dark woollen gown, eut after the fashion of
twenty years ago.

‘Yes, I suppose it was, assented lher son, without
toming his head,

‘ You enjoyed it, at all events, Ronald, remarked
Mzs. Lascelles rather gharply.

Something in his mother's tone made the youth look
round.

“Why should T have enjoyed it so particularly ¥

Mrs. Lascelles put her work down for a moment.
“ Teresina says you daneed the whole evening with
Miss Edith Woodall, so I suppose you liked it. Young
men generally enjoy a ball if they are alle to dance as
much ns they wish with the girl they prefer.

*She is very nice,’ said Ronald quietly.

‘Very. Iquite agree with you, my dear boy,' answered
Mrs. Lascelles. * And she will be very well off, I should
think.’

‘I suppose so,” replied her son indifferently.



