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sent and distrait, piys at randon, and
exasperates her side to madness. At
die end of the second, she throws down
ber mallet, and declares she will spoil
sport ino longer. Sho disappears, and
the gamre and the laughtor go on with-
out her. But prebently they tire of'
balls and hoops ; and music, with a
quadrille on the grass, is proposed.

WIere is Reine ? She will play,"
suggests grandmanmma Windsor.

Madame doos not think hcr younger
grandd aughtor especially ornamiental,
and so decidos she shall on ail occasions
iakze hersolf parti cularly useful.

She went in that direction. I will
'O and find ier," says Mir. Longworth.

He goes at once, and ponding L'or
discovery the party pair oif, and stroll
about in the moonliglht. That luninary
las quite arison by this tinme, and al-
thîough it is ton o'clock the night is
almost mîidday clear. Evidently Mr.
Longworth has watched Md lle. Reine,
for he goes directly to where she is sit-
ting. A low wall at tho extreme end
of Mrs. Windsor's back gardon, or
orchard, separates it fron the shelving
slore, and on this low waill Reine is
sitting. The bay, all snooth and
polished as a groat miror, lies before
her; boats cone and go; one nerry
party afar off have a concertina, and
the music cornes sweetly and faintly on
-the still night. The moon shines full
-on Reine's face, on the pale yellowv
.dress, the black ribbon around lier
waist, and the coral ornaments she
wears. She is always picturesque ; she
is more picturesque than ever to-night.

She looks up as the footstops ap-
proach, and he sees no shadow of
.ch'ange in her face as lie draws near.
She does not look surprised, she does
not look annoyed, she does not look
-carions; she ghinces up at him with
nothing in the steadfast brown eyes
that ongworth can mako ou t but sorone
indifference. He comes quito near, and
Jeans against the wall.

" They are going.to dance, Ma'anselle
Reine," he says; "tlhey want you te
play."

"bo they ?" she says, making no mo-
tion to rise. " There are others who
can play, I believe. Who sent ?"

"Mrs. Windsor.",
Ah V" a slight snile curls Roine's

lip-she looks at him this time with a
glance al most of contempt. "Monsieur,"
she says, " did se send you."

"No, mademoiselle, I volunteored. I
wanted te speak to you privately just a
moment. I have wanted to for some
timo, but you d6 net give nie an oppor-
tunity-this is why I have followed you.
1 wish to ask you, Mademoiselle Reine,
if you will do me the honour to be my
wife ?''

CHAPTER XX.
THE WOOING o'T."

TuE words are spoken. He stands look-
ing at ber quite calnly, but rather pale,
and beyond ail shadow of doubt in pro-
feund earnest. H1e bas startled even
MdIle. Reine out of ber admirable non-
chalanco. She looks up at him-
stunnîîed.

".Monsieur 1" sue faintly exclaims.
" I am afraid I have been abrupt," ho

says, still .quietly, yet with a certain
depth of feeling in his voice; " I fear I
have surprised you. And yet I thought

The colour thatlias left it rushesback
into her face, flushing it for a moment
from forehead te chin.

'Oh, do net stop 1" she cries out;
"go on i Say what yon thougbt, what
you know-that my grandnother bas
asked you te marry one of us, that she
has ordored us to marry you whenever
yen did us the honour te ask I And I
am the one 1 Oh, mon Dieu / mon Dieu 1"

Sue covers ber face with her hands-
a sudden, passionate, despairing gesture
there is *no mistaking. In the moon-
lighît Longworth already pale, turns
perfectly white.

" Mademoiselle-" ho begins, hur-
riedly.

I Oh I wait," sio says, in a stifled
voice; " only one moment. I am not
going to say no; you know I an not
going to say no, And I ought te have
been prepared. Wait only 0o mo-
ment, I entreat."

lie waits. Were ever moments as
long as hours before? Then her bands
fall, and clasp hard together in ber lap,
and she looks at, him with dry and
dreary eyes.

" Forgive me," she says; "I ought
not, I know. Sinco it had to be one ef


