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glimpses of green voodlanld vhe-e the
song.of the son steals snnbosly, anI
the strong sait wind is mingied with the
sent of wild ;roses. Re gathers h-
seme férns, and imakes them and the
w'ild roses into a bounqet, and in doing
it tears bis hand with a spiky branch-
a long tear fron whic the blood llows.

O h,' Reine says, and turns paie.
"I don't want to stain my bouquet

wvith blood-that wNould be an evil
omnen," he says. "WiII you kindly
wipe it off before it dr-ops on the fernus ?"

_e draws ont his handkerchief, and
she obeys in ail good iaith ; but Long-
worth's eyes are laughing as ho watches
her.

"'Tis not se dccp as a weli," he
thinks, "nor so vide as a church door,
but 'tis enough , 'twçill serve. Thanks,
mademoiselle. Now, if you wiii do me
the favour to accept my Very humble
floral offei-ing '

She besitates a moment, bites her
-lip, reddens, but aecepts. They pass
out of the sylvai twilight into the sun-
shine and the midst of the merry-
makers.

I hate him-I wili bhate hii my
whole lif longl' Little Queen," be
thinks, looking clown at her, "r pas
promises are hangerons things-fooliish
to make and hard to keep. You shall
forgive me yet for refusing to rob you
of your fortune."

The day'is a peifect day, the pienie
an ideal pienie. The dinnor is good,
the champagne is iced, the knives and
forks have not been forgotton, the jellies
are jellies, not shîapoIss masses, the
pies are not squash, the ham is firm and
rosy. Insane beings wiho eare for danc-
ing w'ith the thermnometer at ninety in
the shade dane; the saine people who
do not drift away in txvos and thi-ees,
but mostly in twos, and nobody knows
anything of the whereabonts of any body
else until the sun goes doxvn like a
wbeel of fire, and purple and ciimson
and orange and opal pale away into
primrose and drab. Then theydrhift to-
gether as they drift asunde-, and there
is a gipsy tea-drinking, xwhic is merrier
than ail. Faces are flushed, noses are
sunburned, the wind comres cool off the
sea, amd potndcake and tea are as the
mectar of the gods.

It has been a consimedly hol day,"

says Mr. Longvoi-t, pushi ng the damp,
hir hairi his foreheadl. l ly lois

and gentleian, you behold an utterly
collapsed editoi. Mrs. \Wintsor, 1 hope
the theinometer has not ben te mnany
fbr yen ?"

I No, i liko leat," Mrs. Windsor re-
plies; " IL gres xxilh me."

But she looks bored as sho says it,
and has registered a mental vowx le bo
iiveigled to picinics î mnore. Mui isie
and mîîoonîshini, piclies and pleasurin-ig,
beyond a certain age are mistakes.

Reicn is besido her gi-ainmothe-, but
she has thiron avay the roses and
fbrs--id ioses are not longlived
llowers. Maio reclines besido Mri. Lon g-
xxorth on the dry, wiid-scented grass
sue has been beside him all the after-
noon in spite or overy effort of Frank
Dexter, mìd neituer flush nor freucke,
tan nor sunbun, seil lier penrlM-ir

They re-enbark. The ioon, rising
slowly fri-om ox-er tlhcere in ie West,
coies all silvery and shinîig ou tof the
water. It is a full onen. r This pienic
ias beenî arrianged vith an eye te lier

quarters, and thre quarte-rs, and shie
leaves a trail of triemulos light belind
her. The ianud is atit againi "l -' A Starry
Night for a .Ra mble ' it plays, and the
moon and the imelody mxake the young
people sentimnetal. They len oeîr the
side and stare peIIsivoely it the formoi-.
Reine stands among the inoon-gaiers;
but Mularic, who does nlot euro foi- mnooni-
light etlets except oui the stage, is
priomeuaing sloxiy up and doin,
listening to, and smliling indnlgeîntly
upon Mr. lrank Dextc

SCome here, Laurene," says Mis.
Windsor, and lie goes over and takues a
seat beside ler. " I doe not thinik. ve
have exchanged ten words ail day.
What did you do with yourself the
whlie of this aftenoon ?"

She smiles as sue says it. She knovs
very xwell who his companion has been
ail the afternoon muci better than she
docs xvwho was his companion tliis mon-îi-

I had the honoor of poting out te
Miss Landelle the variois points of in-
toi-est and attraction about the island,"
lie answers. 'I onfly regret in niy
character of cicerone they were net
more înmeirous and more ronmti."


