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she ask you ?" Marie breaks into one of
her faint laughs. ““You go on like the
catechism, Petite.  She asked me, she
was good enough to say, beenuse she
had taken a greal faney to me, and
thonght my companionship- would en-
hanee the pleasure of her trip. Now,
Petite, exeuse me, wo go at twe, and it
is half-past twelve already.”

“Marie, L am not going to remon-
strate—it is of mo use. Iam not going
to talk of vight or wrong—you do not
cave, But Vil talk of - prudence, I
wonder you are not afraid.”

Marie throws back her head with a
gosture of disdain,  “Of whom?  Of
what? - T am mnot afraid. There are
some nature’s that can only be kept in
subjection by letting them see we defy
them, Let Liconce speak i he dares—
he knows the penalty.” '

“Yes, he knows it well; we talked it
over lust night; and, Marie, there is
that within him of which I am afinid.
On his guard he may be while you are
here—-" . : '
greatly on  his-

“Ah, yes, wuard,”
Marie intervupts, with scorn, “as he

was on his guurd last night, for exam-
ple.”

“ Last night's excitement is not likely
to occur again. I say he may be on his
guard ; but go, and with Frank Dexter's
mother—{o be joined later; no doubt, by
the son—and T will not answer for.the
consequences. . You know how ulterly
reckless he can be when he likes. T
only say this—take care!"

“Thanks, Petite. T shall take exeel-
lent eare, be very sure,” says Marie, go-
Ing onwith her packing. «1f T.conco
15 inclined to be unreasonable you must
talle to him. -1 really require a change;
I'lose appetito and colour, 1is coming
I‘ms worried me and made me nervous;
it would be inhumanly selfish in him to
objeet, but Leonce is selfish or nothing:
I shall go, that is fixed as fate; so clear
that overcast face, little  croaker, and
say no more about. it.”

_The look of decision 'that scts soue.
limes  the pretty mouth and chin of
Marie Tandelle sels and hardens it now.

“Reine looks at her forr a ‘moment, then
resolutely closes her 1ips, and without a
ord qunits the room. ‘

St the sisters part friends. In her

art Reine loves Marie far :too: dearly

and deeply Lo let a shadew of anger or

reproach mar even a brief farewell. She

kisses her again and again with a
strange, trembling passion of tenderness
that is deepened und inlensified by some
nameless foreboding.

@l will do what [ can)” she says,
“with Leonee. Mow much L shall miss
you, oh ! sister beloved. Tuke care, T
entreat, and o not, do not fail to return
at the end of the week. ILet nothing
tempt you to linger longer.”

“Certainly not, dear Petite; why
<hould [? Muke Lconee go before I
come back, i you can. It will be best
for all, Pell him T will write lo him,
and forgive his coming when he is fairly
gone.”

So they part.. Reine stands and wateh-
es the cmrringe oul of sight, still with
that dull forchoding in her mind of evil
to- come. .

¢“[s she altogether heartless, I won-
der?” she thinks, in spite of “herself.
« Nothing good will come of this jowr-

ney, T feel that. And last night Leonce

promised to go. \Who is to telt what he
will do now ¥

Butwhen, a few hours later, as she
walls purposely in the direction of Mrs.
Lougworth’s, and’ meets him, and tells
him in rather a tremulous voice, he
takes it very- quietly.  Iis dark face
pales a tittie, and there is a quick flash
at the sonnd of Mrs. Dexter’s name,
Beyond that no teken of emotion. :

“80,” he-says, “she is gone, and with -
Monsicur Dexter’s mother.  When does
Monsieur Dexter proposn joining them,
for he is still here?”

“Not at all. Tow unkind you are,
Teonce ! as if Marie

e smiles. ,

“Marie ean do no wrong—you and I
know that, Petite.  Did she leave no
message for me?”

“ None—except a message you will
not care to hear.” ;

“SHET will hear it ‘

“ She bade me tell you, then, to leave
Baymouth—you  know ‘why, and that
when you are fairly gone she will cor-+
respond with you, and try to forgive
you for having come.”

#“ Ah! sho will correspond with me
and try to forgive me,” repeats Durand
and langhs, “That ut least is kind ; but
Marie is:an’ angel” of Kkindness in all
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