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when she gets there sho does net yet
how.

The night train leaves at sevon ; it is
not iucli past five now. What will she
do in the interval? Thon she rmanem-
bers she has promised to call and se
Miss Hariott this evening, and sie
will keep lier word. Surely Miss
Hariott has not beard the vile
news yet ; sho cannot, unless long-
worth bas gone and told lier, and she
does not thinl he is capable of doing
that. Yes, she will sec Miss Hariott
once more for the last time. How very
sorry sho is to lose Miss Hariott's
esteemn, so good a woman, whose respect
anld affection are -ell worth having.

She siuts the door and walks slowly
away. At the gates she pauses and
looks back for a moment. The sombre
Stone House seems te stare back at her.
frowningly out of its many glimmering
eyes, a scowl seems to darken its dull
gray front. Oh, ill-omened home into
which she had been forced-out of
which she is driven, a criminal and an
outcast. One great heart-wrnng sob
breaks from her, thon she hurries away,
homeless friendless, into the darkening
night.

CHAPTER XXXIV.

REINÈS KNIGIIT.
Miss LaRioTT sits alone over a book.
She is an inveterate bookvorn, and
heavy or light literature according to
ber mood, is alike devoured and digest-
ed. Her book this ovening is a riovel,
a new and popular one, well and spirit-
edly written, and the thoughtful interest
of the story absorbs ber. She lays it
down at last with a musing face.

"I know what Longworth will say
about this book-that, looked upon
simply as a story te while away an idle
hour, it is w-ell told, and fulfils its mis-
sion that, looked upon as the toacher of
any particular truth, it is a fhilnre, and
that lie who reads will rise from its per-
usal neither sadder nor viser than when
be sat down. Well, why should ho ?
The story is strictly moral, though it
inculcate no especial moral, and my
experienuce is, that the novelist who sets
ont te preach a sermon through the
mouths ofhalf a dozen fictitious charac-
tors spoils two good things-a sermon

and a story. In the main, story-writers
soeei to iniderstand that thoir mission
is as imucli te amuse ns to instrict, te
show ns life as it is or miglit bo, and
for the rest say to us tacitly,,as Virgil
to Dante, 'Let us net talk of these
tin gs-lot us look and pass on "

The littlo cottage parleur is, as it
always is, cozy, homolike, warin, and
bright. The shine of the fire glints on
the pictutro-frames, sparkles on the keys
of the Open piano, and flashes on the
protty wonanly knick-knacls scattered
earelessly overywherc. She gets ip,
pushing aside books and workbasket,
walks to the window, and looks out at
the dark and gusty evening.

"I wonder if my Little Queen is
coming ?" she thinks. "l She pronised,
and she invariably keeps lier word-
raire and precions quali ty in young lady-
hood. Somaething is the mitter with the
child, something more than ordinarily
serions, something more tian the going
of this young Frenchman. Cai she anîd
Larry have quarrelled ? Shie cares
more for hii than she is willing to own

aven to horsolf, and he, perhaps, is ex-
acting. Ah, I know she would not faili
Here she is ?"

She iurries to the dor and holds it
open.. Reino closes the gate and cornes
slowly up thoepath, carrying a large
handbag, lier face se pale, lier stop so
lagging and weary, that Miss H-ariott
knits her brows in anxions porplexity.

"What on carth is the matter witlh
thre girl ?" she thinks. l Has that Gor-
gon ofa grandinother been nagging the
life ont of liai, or is it oly tho departuire
of Durand ?"

She takes Reine in hai arîns, and
kisses her cordially, looking scarching-
ly into her face.

" Oh, rare pale Margaret,' lou
come glicling like a ghost out of the
gloaming. Hiow white, and cold, and
wretclied yo look Are you sick?
Aie you worried ? What is it that
troubles my Quecen ? Tell your fairy
godmotheor."

But Reino only sinks in silence into ia
chair, and lays ber head in a tired,
spii·itless way against the cushion.

I Are you in trouble, dear ? I wishi I
could help you-wish you could tell me.
Is it your grandmother ? Has she beau
annoying yon ?"


