
THE HARP.

Reine, and the older sister fastens ler
arms about Reine's slin waist and gos.

I Now, then, Petite, what is it ?" she
demands, seating herself in tho easiost
chair; " what is the latest indictment ?
You look as if the jury hai foundi a true
bill. , What have I dlone-for I seo a
sermon in your eyes. What a pity you
can't inflict all your preaching on your
pensioners, and louve poor ia in peace."

"Ilt is a sermon yeu have of'ten lieard,
at least," answcrs Reine. "I wish you,
would let Frank Dexter ailone."

Marie laughs,
"I hat poor Monsieur Frank I If ho

knew how often we discuss him hic
surely vould be flattered. Have I net
told you again and again that I do no-
thing, but I cannot lelp bis falling in
love with me. Other mcn do the same,
and you find no ibiult."

" I have, I do, I always will," Reine
cries, passionately. " Marie, Marie,
this is worse thlan thoughtless. He was
so kind, and I like himi so much, and
now he is miserable and must always be
miserable. Oh lit is a shame, a shainel"

"ilion Dieu/ Only heariher' Ieart-
less 1 Miserable l One would think I
was a monster I Shall I order him out
of Madame Windsor's house ? Shall I
refuse te answer when lie speaks ? Shall
I get a mask and wear it while ho
chooses te remain in this drcary town ?
I tell yeu 1 am net keeping him here-
it is his yacht."

All this Marie says, lifting eyebi.ows
and shoulders together, and making a
very becoming and very French moue,
but with the swootest temper ail the
while.

"Listen, chre Petite," she goes on,
caressingly. " It won't hurt Mr. Frank,
this absorbing passion-he is only a
boy. I am sorry te hurt him-I like
him vastly-but the hurt will net last.
Do not let us talk of him-let us talkc o
Mr'. Longworth. How long ho is in
making up his mind 1"

Reine sighs.
" I is all a muddle. Things are get-

ting into a drcadful tangle, and I do net
see daylight. Marie, I have had but
one, but one letterfrom Léonce."

" Which goes to prove that Monsieui
Léonce is probably amusing himself
well wherever h is, and does not
trouble bimself too much about yen.

3ut do not b anxious on that score.
Next Eniglisl mail will doubtless bring
you another.

"l Marie, if Monsieur Longworth asks
you, how shall yeu say no ?"

Mnrio loolks at ber, a smnile in ber soft,
yellow-hazol oyes.

" Chòère Petite, I shall wait until
he does ask me. There are times
when I an not at all sure that lie will
over give me that trouble. Thoro are
tines when-Cone in 1"

" Mrs. Windsor, miss," says Cath-
erine, putting in ber head, " is aslkinig
for ye, miss. Mrs. Sheldon and Mr.
Dexter have corne, and missis's compli-
ments te miss, and will ye corn
clown ?"

"lluîrry, Reine," Mario Says, and.
gocs.

But Reine does net hurry. She comn-
pletes lier toilet very leisuiely, and thon
sits down by the open window. On the
table beforo hr lies a French prayer-
book; in the prayer-book are some pic-
tures. She takes out one, eherislhed
with care, evidently It is the photo-
graph dropped on the grass several.
woecs ago, and picked up by Mr. Long-
worth. Long and tenderly she gazes at
the pictured fhce."

" My dear one I My dear one !" she
murmnurs. " Oh ny Léonce, if the
'iorst comes to the worst, how will it bcr
with you1"'

Another tap at the door. She re-
places the picturo urriedly, rises, and
opens. It is Catherine again.

" Miss Marie sont me, Miss Reine.
She says tley want you, and vill ye.
pleuse come down at once ?"

Reine goos. Sunset lias faded out in
primrrose, and opal, and pearly gray;
the stars are out, and the silvery sum-
mer moon is slowly rising. Sono dozen
ire there, busily cngaged in croquet,
and Frank Doxter is by Mari's side.
Mr:. Longwortlh is thore, but lie is not
so completely engrossed by tho-game as
to b unable to observe how well pale
corn-colour becomes young ladies with
clear, dark complexions and " exquisite-
brown, blessed eyes," and how very
perfect is the effect of one large, sweet-
snelling crimson rose just over the left.
car.

Reine joins the croquet party, and
plays one or two games ; but she is ab-


