
2 4 8 THE HARP.

her first of I. Will it not suflice that
I bave asked ier to mnarry ie, and she
has answored yes V,

I fool bewiliderd," Mrs. Windsor
says, and she looks it. " Bein, when
you imight have hail Mario. A simill,
plain, raLher sullon-tempered grl, with-
out attractivencss of anly sort except
good taste in dress and a fine voice,
wihen you imight have had raro beauty,
glace, and sweetness. This explains
why you pernitted Frank Dexter to
run about with her everywhieo. And
you really prefer Reine ?"•

"I really do, he says, almost, laugh-
ing, "a1mazing as it appears to bc."

Amlazing indeed ta me. Of course
you must prefer bar or yoîî woiuld inot
ask ber. But, Laurence, the girl does
not even like you."

" That is ny grat misfortune. It
sball be tho labour of ny lifo te try and
induce ber to change ber minci. I do
not despaiir of success in tine."

l Well, talk of the perviersity of wo-
men after this I And when is it to bo?"

"What ?"
"The wedding, of course."
"Somoewhere in the dim and shadowy

future. When Mademoiselle Reine doos
me the honour to overcome lier aversion
and-well, lot us say begins to tolerate
me. Not an hour before-this is the
express stipulation. I have your con-
sent and approval, madame, I pro-
sume ?'"

" Undoubtedly ; but I wish it had
been Maria. eine, I cannot realize it.
I never thought oi' lier as your wife. I
an confounded."

INo doubt. Oie's choice invariably
confounds one's friends. But I have
chosen, and am not liiely ta change ny
mind. If I can vin Mademoiselle
Reino's good opinion after- a little, bc-
lieve me I shall consider mnyself a most
fortunate man."

: "I think you must bc in love witl
her," says Mrs. Windsor, -thoughtfully,
and a conscious smila comles into Long.
worth's face. '" What shall I say to ber
whn she returns, for I am sure I do
not kiow ?"

I What you would say to. Marie in
her place. And, madame," he says,
hurriedly, "I wish yen would try to
like her. Believe me it is a heart of'
gold, the gold all the purer for the crust

of iniferior ora that ovelies it. A littie
kindncss froi you volid go a groant
way, and sho needs kindnless, poor
chlild."

I H'ave E been unkîlind to lhbr?" Mrs.
Windsor says, in proiud surpriso; "I has
she bean coimplaîinling ?"

Youi know that she had not. And
while we ara on thiis sibject, pardon
iy asking if you1 have destroyed that
will of' which you spoke to Ime beforo
they came."

" I have not," sha returnis, in the
sane cold voice.

"ien I bcg you-may I ask of you
ta do so. Make0 iiaother, and givo Maria
hir fiair share. Or iakc none, and lot
the Iaw dlivide. It is presunptouus in,
nie to speak to you of this, but 1 think
you will not nisunderstand ny nia-
tiv .'

" li a not lilkely to. ?oiau have
proven yourself abundantly disinterest-
cd. I vili think of what you say; no.
doubt the world will lold it only jus-
tice. Are yen going, Laurecoet?"

" I nust present myself' at the con-
cert for an hour at Ieast. Thank you,
Mrs. WHidsor." He takes ber hand is.
sieî rises. " How often I scom to have-
ta thank yen, but never 1 think, w'ith
quite the samne depth of gratitude as toa-
nigh t."

"Yen ove ume nothing iere," she re-
turns, with far less cordiality than
usual. I never thoughît of this. 3ut
yoiu have chosen for yoursclf. I cai
eonly hope yeu will nover rpen0t it."

" That I ani sure I shall not, lot it
end as it inay. Good night."

ffow sweet are the congratulations
of' friends P' thinks Longworth, with a.
shrug, is lie siits the door. "1 And this
is but the begimiiiniiîg of the end. If I
had fallei in love witLh Mari's dol faco
and doll's soul all would have ben pro-
per and w-oil ; but I choose a ' queen of
noble nature's crowning,' and because
ler cemrnplexiol is dark, 1id that piq-
uiant little face irregular, and she is only
five foot foui' in liar very iiglhest-liclec
shoas, every oaie will 1a1 into a tranco
af wondcr. As if goodnass and great-
ness were neasured by the yard, or
diarnonds sold by the hudredweight."

Mr. Longw orith pats in an appear-
ance at the concert, and doos oseort
duty alfter for Miss Ifariott and Mdlile..


