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Now York and Boston looks its loveliest
this genial suimmter moruning, and th e
dark eyes of Reine, weary of theŽ rost-
loss tossing bluie water oir so iany days
and nights, gaze as though they could
never gaze their fill. IL interests Ndllo.
Landelle. but not to tlie saine extent;
she can look at her fellow trav'ellers.
glanice over the illustrated palers, and
converse with monsieur. Mon1isieiii sits
opposite; to him the route and the sun-
lit landscape are very old stories. lie
lies back ana watches as steadfistly as
is *consistent witi good breedinig thie
fair flower face befoi e him. 1 t is a face
lpon whichi it is a perpetuial pleasure to
gaze ; its youtifil freslness. its peiee-
ion of feature aid coloi-iig, look as

often as you miay, sei erai' ne1W. Most
beautifiul fiwes au-e marîked by soie fIaw,
however tiifling ;Longwarth, no ican
judge, examining critically, ean find
none hcie. Many mlei glance in pass-
ing, pause for a second as if struck. and
glance again. If she iotices, her un-
cnsciusness is soinetling perfet; if
she were blind she could not be -il'ore
autwardly indifFerent to it al. t ap-
pears to Mr. Longworth that she accepis
this eye honage with the traiquillity
of one to whom it is sur:h au old story
that it has ceased to embarras, as soie-
thing she bas beein accustoed to froin
heu very cradle, and so lias ceased al-
most to observe it.

She talks wel Longworth. finds, in a
soft, riather slow voice, and is a good
listener. She las spent neairly aIl lier
life in Liondoi, it appears, but has visited
more than once Paris, Versailles, and
1luen. Beyond France she has never
been, but Reine lis been up the Rhine
and in the Tyrol, and onec spent 1oly
Week in Rome with lier auit, who
brought her up and toolc her every-
wheie,. Longworth, upon this, glances
at the petite figuire and duisk flce and
still eyes of brooding darkness.

An d in spite of ail this foreign tra-
vel, ,se laves the onusof the conversa-
t,jon upon us ! Ou is it that she thinks
it too trivial to join ? How silent you
are, mademoiselle V"

"':Reine holds her tongue in four dif-
fer«ent languages," says Mari, with a
smile and a caressing touch. " She is a
wonderful linguist and a musician, is la

Petite. Sie speaks Enish aind French,
reiads Gerian and sing''s in I talmii 1"

"A iid yet so las lio coidesciîded to
:ke hal 'a dozei reimarks ini any lai-

guage, î liviiig or dead, for tlic past thrcee
lio s.

Yoi and Marie do il so wvell, mioi-
sieur. i t. would be a pi ty to interupt.
And 1. a always stupid when travelIl-
ing Besides, I was thining."

"A self-eviden.liiet. Ilf' oe only
couId r'ead those thoughts--"

" Iey wauIld noti interest yoi at al],
mlonlsieuri..

Monsieuir is not sure of tliat, but lie
docs iot say so. Sihe lias tlie hed and
brow of one who iiIts nioro tlain slhe
talks. ard is a young hldy whose
tlioiglhts an)d opinions au o nost sUbjects
m iglit ho worth lhearinig.

'I n et a friend of' yours, imiademinoi-
selle," lie says, still addressing iiiself
ta te yaonger' sister, "l iast night, after'
we parted. He is lingering a wVhole
week in New York, in the lope of' en-
counteriig two yoing ladies NhIo cross-
ed ivithl iimî, and 1han le calls m 11y
little ladies.' lie is desolated at having
inissed tIieimn i i lain i g, and if lie only
kiew theiri naine woild search every
hotel register in the city ta find them."'

" IAh I Mosieur Frank," lauigs Reine;
"yes, we nissed cle a other that list
day. But lie ever saw Marie."

• Which des not Iiinderi him froim be-
ing excessively anxious to do se. Made-
moiselle, you are a wonderful yoing
lady. You hei those two people talk-
ing )eI)etuaIilly of' Baynoitih foi teln
long days, and never once di-op a iint
that yo are going there yoursel.

M ademoaisel le lifts her eyebrows.
But why, monsieuri---wly should I ?

How could it possibly interest theun ?
And though extremely kind, tiey were
yet strangers, and we do not tell
strangers our iinily history, and vlere
we aie going, and ai our biography.
Why sluîîld I have told ?"

"Madeoiniselle, l r'epeat, you are au
extraortdinary young lady. The average
Ameirican girl would have taken Miss
Hariott iito her confidence the moment
the name of Baymouth passed hei' lips,
retailed hei own Iistory, and founîd ouit
eveiything thcre was to find concerning
Mis. Windsor and hcr future home.
You do not speak one word. I congratu-


