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1Boforo se clan miake any acknwil-
eadgment, or ,eturn4 ls ho hopes, the
confidence, the captain sudddnly ap-
proaches, aid, realls tho pasteboard over
bor shouldar.

l Woli, ny littla lady," he says, in bis
jovial voice, " how goes the mal dc-mer?
eone yet ? That'sa igood girl. Mr. Dex-

ter, good aftenoon to you, sir. I saw
you on th e dock a while ago, but had n 't
Lime Io speak. My little friend, Made-
mnoisuel Reine, M r. DaOxter, going toNe lw
York iin my, care. If ' you can help to
musa liar on the passage I shall take
it lis a p)eIsonaI fPivour. How is Made-
imoisello Marie ? Not Sicle, sure'ly? Oh !
.I'm sorry to bear' tIhaî t. I'l calt upon er
preseintly wheniî I got tima.'

Thte captain bustled away.
Mademnoiseli's dark eyes regard ber

comlpanion,.
You çinow the captailn ?'" she in-

qures.
Il Ohb, very wNell. Cruossud witi iiiii

whan 1 caime over-an ont and out good
fallow, one's beau ideal of a jolly sailor.
It is more than a year since we mot, but
he Sems to have a good meamory foi
faces. I. didn't supposo he w'ould 'rnen-
ber ina."

'You have bou travelling a whole
year ?" sha a1sks. "l All Aimercans tra-
vol do they not ? They ail go to Paris
once at laast in their life, I an told."

"Or if not in their life, they go, if
they are good, when they dia," respond-
cd young Doxtor, laughing. "I think
I hava gone overi tie beaten track of
travel pletty weil in mny year, althougb
a miai could spond halft a dozen years
very confortably knocking about Eu-
rope, and not exhaust the sights. But
with the year may leave of' absence ex-
pires, and I am obliged to retirn."

"Ah i monsieur is in the ariny ?'
"Not at ail. Leave fron the poivors

.at homo I inan. My uncle- in his
property, made over Lo him absolutoly
-ordors ie about at will. ' Take a rin
over to Europo, my boy,' he says to me;
' only don't miaice it over a year.' Se I
packad ïmy valise and came, and now
the year is up, and I am r'etur'nin

He tells this with an offi-hand cioeri-
nass that is a part of bis chuactor; aid,
is by the vay, what a good gift a frank,
-cheiory voico is. He is pr'epar'ed to give
mademoiselle his whole biogrîaphy

since o Lfirst went into roundabouts if
she cares to liston, but she dos n'ot
seen to care. She sniles, and is silent
foi' awhile. Thon i she asks, suddniy-

"IMonsieur, have you sean Rouen ?"
The Mancester of' France, as they

call it-plaeo with the grand cathedral,
and Louis de Brezo's Nwonderf'ut statue,
and Dian du Poicltiers kneeling on the
tomb, and whereîo Joan of' Arc made a
noiese in the world, and, Corneille and.
Fontanolle war born', and wherc there is
Notro Dame de Bon Secours, beautifi.
as a vision," h says, with voluble dise
connectedness. " Oh, yes, mademoiselle,
I have seu Rouain.''

ler' ftbce iights, lier e yes shine, lier
lipss lîut cagerîly. She is about to spcak.
Then suddenly some thought checks the
words upon lier lips, the light fades out
of' lier face, and sa lians over and looks
siilntly at the darki, flowinr water.

You know Rounci, mademoiselle?"
Dextei' asserts, his folded arnis on the
bul warks, his cycs on her face.

" :know it well, monsieur, iotter
thai welL. I was born iii Rouen."

She stops abruptly, recollecting, per-
Ips, that this cbeary, boyish, bright
yong fellow is a total stranger. Indeed
imost people are apt to forgat that fact
after ten minutes of Mr. Dexter' s so-
ciaty. le scas a shadow fall on her
face, he hears a faint sigh, or fancies ho
does; but the brown eyes do not lift
from the whb ite-eapped, angry-looking
li ttL \vaves.

" Ah, awfully jolly place to be born
in, I should say,'is w'hat Mr. Dexter re-
marks sympathetically; " so old and
historicail, and ail that. Now, I was born
in Boston, and anything more unroman-
tic than Boston the mind of man has
never conceived."

" But gentlemen yet unborn will
p'oudly point it out as the birthplace of
Frank Dexter. My dcar boy, turn
round and lot me see if those dulcet
tones i'eally belong to you."

The voice that says this is a wonîun's
and rI. Doxtor and Mademuoiselle
Raina, turni ng' i'ound simultancoualy
sec the speaker. They seo a lady whse
best friand cannot Cali hier yotig
whose worst enemy dare not stigmatize
hei' lis old. A lady who lias rounded
the 'ubicon-thirty-five-and gona a
stop or' two down ill towards fo'ty,


