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For thoiugh the inansion hose and dirty
acres have slipped through my fingers,
tha nk hcaven, our ho nour and the fani-
1y pictures are as frosh as over.' 1'in to
fight a duel witlh somebody-I forget
who."

SYou will discover to morrw," says
DUund. " Every one is satisfied witi
his or lier role, I hope. I do net think
WC cal do better.'

But where wor ever private theatri-
cals in whichi the perforimiers werc satis-
fhed with their parts? Mr. Dexter, still
out o humour, grumled audibly with
the part assigned him. Sir Anthony A b-
solu!e, a blistering old heavy fathor,
stîipiig ridicuilously about the stage,
aid inir iing an lderly Iss of hiimself-
a pretty part to assign him) H-le felI
sure lie w'ould siin)e as Paulkland, il a
suit of black velvet; but no-Durand iii
his beastly seifisinîess, iiust keep that
te himnself, for the sole purpose or imak-
ing love to Mari.

Mrs. Beckwith would have proforced
Lydia Langish to Lucy. Marie looks
bored by the whiole business. Miss Har-
iott, alone brisk anîd satisfied, annninced
her intention of returning instantly
home, -and bearing Reinle vith.her, to
begin their studies wvithout a seond's
loss o time.

"Wht exceed inugly versatile gentle-
mian Monsieur Durand happens to be,"
she observes on the w'ay: "He scins
ta klov a little of evei-ytliinîg nuider the
siii. Was he ever an actor,TLittle Queen?"

"IIe is an opera singer," Reinle says,
in a very iow voice.

"Ho sings chariîingly I allow, aid
although I do iot overnuiich lilke Mon-
sictur Duralnd, it is impossible to really
dislike any ene with suhich a voice. What
a good gift it is.'

"?Yoiu say you do not lilke ii ?"
Reine repeats. Il Why madame ?"

"I How can I tell ? Ha is handsoiie,
lie is agrccablo, lie is polite, but stili, 'I
Io net love yo Doctor Fell.' IL is that

sort of unreasoniable Doctor Fil feeling.
I know sem anie else vho does not like
him oither, Petite Reino."

"You ncan Mr. Dexter?"
"No, my clear, I don't. I iean Mir

Id et- - Leonce-what has
le don that any of you should dislike
him ?"

" IHave you neiver disliked and dis-
trusted aniy one, Petite, withoit why or
whierefore? How long does he romain
in Baymoauth ?"

"I rie niot know, Ulntil the cnd o
Septeiber, I believo."

"IlReine," saîys Miss Hariott, abruptly,
"'wen arc yen goiig te bc mnarried ?"

"Married i Good heavens 1" exclaims
Reine, reddeninlg and laughiig iervous-
ly. "l What a startling question I"

1 11 hy startling? You are enigaged,
are yo not ? And marriage is the
Customary elimax of engagement.

Not always.
Petite, what do yo meai ? I cau

sec- have seen for saome time-that
there is somethinig botveei you and
Laurence tuat is nîot as it should b.
Dear, T was se glad when I leard lie had
chosoln yo, so glad mny Little Queei
was to bo his wife.

I Yes," Reine says, siiling, but with
a little quiver of the voice, "l and nîot
jelous aI all ?'"

" I shall be sorry to lose my frienid,"
replies Miss Hfariott, steadily. " And a
inan is lost as a frieind, wh11o marries,
But I kiiw lie would inarry some tinie
and T was glad he chose you-glad,
thîankful, hiappy.

"Yes," Reile mîurmurs agaii softly,
It was best."

You had vowed never to liko hlm
ges on Mies Hariott, with a smilo;

You tried hard ta make youisclf be-
lieve yen did net like him. But, eh,
child, T saw through it aIl, and T read
yoir heart botter thain you read it your-
solf, aid T kIIow you care for hlim
stroigly, triuly, deeply and well.

Thîe dark face drops guiltily, deep red
burning on citlier cheek ; but She nakes
no ansver ta the accusation in vords.

CHAPTER XXVIII.

LAURAiÀ S1OELUONO'S REwiARi.

MIsS HlAtaT o r kS steadfa-stly at the
blushing face, wliich tells its love story
se swecetly, and lays lier hand on Reine's
shoulder, as she replies.

"Ad Laurence gavo yon his whole
heart, Reine, do you kuow what a good
gift the love of a truc man eis ? saw
alt froin the first. T saw, too, that you
both were proud and perverse, and mis-
understood, and would not show what


