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"She would tel]you I have been an-
noying her-somthing mnore than an-
noying her. Oh, Miss ifariott dear and
true fieîond, I am in trouble. Yes, My
heart is alnost brolcen, but I cannot tell
you. Whero woIld bc the uise ? You
could not hîelp me-no ane in the woIld
can. A little while ago, and it wufld
have been difforent. A few words niight
have cleared all ap. Now it is too late
-too lato for over'. There are things
one may forgive, but nover, nover foi-
got. No, do niot look at me like that. I
cannot tell you, indeed, and yo couild
not Iolp Ie if I did. Thore are some
sorrows 110 Qne Can help us to bear. We
munst endure thom alone. To-iorrow
you wili inow-over'y oe in the town
vill know what bas happened , but to-
night I do not w:at to speak or think
of it. Lot mue sit hore and listen to you,
and forgct for little if i ean,

Miss Ilariott looks at lier, and listons
to lier in wonder and silence. Her
words falter as she speaks themn, lier
eyes are haggard-a -white, spent look
blanches lier face. At last the lady of
the house speaks, and the strong prae-
tical coniion sonse that is lier leading
characteristic narcs every word.

IMy dear clild," she says, briskly,
there is an exhausted look in your face
that I have seei Iefore, and recogilize,
and doin't liko, Have yoti liad tea ?'

" Toa ?"1 Reine repeats, faintly
no.

I thought not. Dinner ?
No.

Miss Hariott stares.
"No dinner I Breakfast?"
"Yes-no-I forget," the girl ans-

wors, and puits lier band to lier head.
No, I believe I have eaten nothing to-

day.'
Gracions powei's 1" cries Miss

Hariott, and sits bolt upright in blank
consternation; "io diinner-no-break-
fast-no--

She springs to lier fet, opens the door
and calls loudly for Caudace.

That yellow faniliar appears.
Candaco is the ton enrly ready ?"
Al roady, missis-table and every-

thing."
" Set the table for two, and, look hero,

broil some steak-not too rare, mind-
just slightly underdone. And make
coffee-she prefers coiree. And don't

bc five minutes about it. Miss Reine is
hore, and lias had no dinner."

Candace disappoars. Miss Hariott
roturns, draws lier chair close, andi takes
both the girl's hands in lier own.

I Dear," she sotftly says, " are you
sure there is nothling I eau do for you ?
i wanit to dho somothinîg so much. I am
very foiîd of you, imly lit1! aile. I sup-
pose I was ever imeant to be a wife, but
I surely nust have boen meant for a
mother. If I had a dauglter, I do not
know i could be fonder of her than I am
ofyou, and I would wish her to be ex-
aetly like you. Reine, if you are un-
happy at your giaudinotler's-and I
know you are-leave lier, and corne
and live with ie. Nothing w'oiild iake
io so happy. I have a thousand things to
be thakfuil for ; but I an a woman
alone ail the sane, and i am lonely
often enough. Be my dauglhter, my
sister, anlything yo please. Yon know
I love yon, and I think you are a little
-just a little-fond of your old maid
friend."

IMy friend !ny friend t" Reine re-
pats, and loans forwaid vith fillinig
eyes to kiss her. " What would my life
have beenm hore but for you ? Do not
say any more to me-my heart is so
full I cannot bear it. I wish i miglt
corne, but I may not; to-morrow you
will know why. And when you heur
all, do not think too hardly-oh ! do not,
for indeed I am not guilty I Couild I
speak anid betray mîy brother ? It is aill
very bitter-bitterer than death ; but
the very worst of it all has booen the
thouglit that you mlay believe vhat they
Say, and thikilz Ie the dospicable and
guiLty creature thut they do."

Is lie mind wandering ?" thinks
Miss HlIariott, in disinay.

But, io ; dark, doep trouble looks at
lier out of those large, melancholy eyes,
but not a delirious mind.

I do not unîdoi'staiud," she say, per-
plexedly. "What do you men by guilt ?
What is it they accuse yeu of and who
are ' tlov '?"

CAh i i forgot. Yo do înot kinow, of
course. Madame Windsor and Monsieur
Longwor'>thi.

Loigworth t" cries the othi, indig-
nntly. "Do yo meun to say Long-
worth accuses you, bohieves you gnilty of
any wrong ?"


