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she ask youi ?" [ari breaks inrto one of'
her ihinît uhîî . " Tou go on like the
eateclisi, Potite. She aslccd Ie, suel
was good enough to say, bocaise she

aid taken a greit fanu to me, and
thoglit My com panrionship would mn-
:cee the pWleasur of hier trip. Now,

Petite, excuse me, wr go t tior, and it
is liIf~ pas t twcivo alr iead y.''

"hnrie, i i not going [o remon-
strate-it is of no ise. I arn iot goi n'"
to tilk of rigIt or wrong-you do not.
enre. 1uit i icill talk of prudence. I
wnider you arc iot afraid.'

mrie throws back her heud witi a
gestrure of disdain. "Of whoni? Of

'hat ? i an nlot afraid. There are
sonc natures that can only be kept in
subjection by let ting thin sec w defy
hem. Let Leonce speak if ho daes-
lie know5 tie penalty."'

" Yes, ie kiowrs it well; we talked ilt
over :ist right and, Marie, threre is
thaot writlin hin of which I am ri.
On his gur he oy bc îwie you are
hrere-'

SAh, yes, greatly, on his guard,"
Marie int'erups, wit scorn as he
was on his giard last nigir, for exai-

" Lst nigit's excitement is not licely
te occre agair. I say he may bc on his
guard ; but go, nd with Frnk F Dex te's
Iother-to bc joined nlter, no doubt, by
the son-and I will iot answer for the
Conséquences. You know hon' utter'ly
reckilcss h can o wh ien ho likes. I
orly say thris-tao 1care j"

" Thanks, Petite. T shall take excel-
lent enr, b very sure," says Mari, go-
ing on witi lier packing. "Il Leonce
is inclined to b uniireasonable yo must
talk te hirn. I roally require a change
I lose appotiteoand colon. is coming
his w'oiried me and made me neri''ois;
it woilid be inhumaily seltish in iiim to
object, but Leonce is selfish or nothirig
I shal go, tUat is fixed as fate; so clear
that overcast face, little croakor, anid
say rno mwore about it.."

The otok of decision that sets som'i
Liios the pretty monuh uid cin o
Marie Landelle sets :nd hardons it no
Reine looks ut lier for a moment, the
resolutcly closes lier lus, and wi thout

ord quits tue rioon.
Still the sisters part friends. li ho
art Reine loves Marie far too darl

and deeply to let a shadow of anger or
reproach n1r even a brief' fai'Owi . She
kisses ier again and again witi a
strnge, trembling passion of tenderness
that is deepened and irnteniied hy sone
imeless t orhodi ng.

"lI will do wlat i cani," she says,
\"'ith Leonice. Low much 1 shaIl miss

you, oh ! sister beloved. 'I'ake care, I
cntrert, und do not, do not fl to return
at the end of the wck. Let nothing
tempt yon o linger longer'"

" Cr'tiinly not, dear Petite; why
hboukl 1 ? Marke Leonce go before I

come back, iftyou can. It will h bst
foir all. Tell himi I w'ill writo [o himn,
and forgive his coming wien he is fairly
gs'one.

So they part. Reine stands aid watel-
es the cariage ont of sight, still with
that dil foreboding in her mind of evil
to corne.

"Is she Iltogetiier hcartlss, I %'on-
dIi?' she tinks, in spil of h'elf.
'-Nothing good swill cone of this jour.
noy, I feel that. And last nigh t Leorice
prornised to go. \Vho is to tAi what he
will do now ?"

1uit wien, a few honrs Ilter, as sUe
walks piirposcly in ti direction of Mis.
Longwort's, and meets him, and tells
hiin i aher a trominilous v'oiec, he
takes it very. quietly Is d:nrk ace
piles :1 littie, and there is a quick flash
at the sounci of Mis. Doxter's naie.
Beyonid that no token of emiotion.

So," ho says, " he is gone, and %vith
[Monsieir Doxtcr's mothor. When does

.fonsieur Dexter proposo joiIing theim,
for he is still liee?"

"Not at ail. Iow unkind you are,
Leonce las if Mari.-.

Ife sniles.
"Mriocan do no wrong-you and I

know trat, Petite. Dhd she leave no
mnessage fo me?"

ione--excepa Iessage your iwili
not care to hear.

"Stil I will hear it.''
"She bade me tell you, then, to leav'e

. Byoth-youl know why, ani that
f when you aie fai i'y gono sie will cor-
Srespond with you, and try to forgive
n you for haing come."
a " Ah! sho vill correspond with nie

and ty to fogive me," ' repeats Durnd
I and langhs. " That at ast is kind; but
y Marie is an angel of kindness in ail


