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of the Irisi kings in a wondorful way. i
Miss Landelle is, of course, surrounided
by a dozen or' more adorers. Mesdamles
Windsor and Longworth, in Lwo arm- t
chairs, sit and converse, and the fiormer
lady is ever.ytiniig that is gracions and
condecendng-anî eipriess with the
iriii ail purple and tiara ai aside i
And the iad plays, and the bay glit-
lors, and "Youthl is aI thb prow, and
pleasure at the hielm," and it is a day
long to be r'emenbered in the pienick-
inn anials of .aymouthi.

An houi and a haif brings them to
.Fishhawk island. It is not a pretty
nain ; but the island is a pretty place
-large, tree.shaded, wih dim green
woodlands, and long, white, glisteni ng
beach, " for whispering lovers made.''
Thiere i a lighthouse and ona cottage-
one oniy, the lighthouse koeper's--and
this makes thi ngs romantic. It is a
tiny cottage, nestling inider an arm of
the lighthouse; and the keeper himself,
a grim, Robinson Crusoe sort of' man,
stands watching those airy roisterors
land with dreany nind ph losophical
eyes.

"An agieeable place Io come and be
a hermit," says a voce i Rene's cars;
,"Mry iuement offored-perpetuali
solitude, prof'oind lonciness, the ocean,
the winds, and the son-birds to accent
the drearinss. Lot me help you up
this ascent, mnateinoiselle-the rocks
are Lippery."

It is Mr.Longwor'th. Beyond saying
good morning, ho has not atdressed hor
before. She frowns slightly as he aid-
(resses her now, and bei lips conpress
but as without positive rutieness she
cannot refuse, she is forced to accept
the proffered help.

Will yon not like to go throuigh the
iighthousoe?" he inqimres, ignorng if he
notices the frigidity. " One does net
see a lighthouse overy day, and the pro-
vaihng genius of the island is bore to

oth left, chcving tobacco. Shall I ask
hîn te gume us ?"

"If you will, monsieur,' Reine re-
plies, his cordiality fairly siprising her
âito assenting

A few dlays ago sbe vowed ta hate him
ail his wholo dife along; now she is
Ihooping her vow by taking his arni and
dong as li tLs her As the incongru-

ty strikes ber she frowns again, then
'elaxes into a hal smilo.

Mr'. Longworth addresses hlinsolf to
he mnonarch of all ho survoys-

"Yes," that poteintate says, " ho is
willin'. Thar ain't notLin' to sec, but
folks tuat comes allers does want to See
t, 'specially ladies. Wall, yes, it is
keinder lonesome. In winter now it's
oncoinion, and of a w'intei's night,
wien the wind's froi the nor'rard, an'
makes a clean sweep of this yoro island
in' the waves'ioai right up a'nost over
the place, it ain't noway eceerful. But
I mostly takes it out in sleep all through
the winter, and somehow lon't mind.
Wrecks, miss? Wall, soietimes, of
couise, it's the natr of things that
there mnust bo wreeks.

A weird picture rises before Reine. A
telipestuous Vinuter' n igh t, the winds
bowling ovei tis "seagirt isle," the
snow failing in blinding drits,.tLhe lamp
up yonder gleaining through the wild
white daî'kness, the light ouse keeper
asicep before bis fire, and sone fated
vessel driving on and on te her doom

She ges through the highthouse with
Longworth and Iiobinson Crusoe, up,
up the spiral stairs to the very top,
where the big ainp sits liko a chrub
"up aloft," and the breeze nearly tears
the coquettish little bat off her head.
Then down, and throuigh the tiny three-
reonedi cottage, ail a sixes and sovons,
speaking pathetically in every dusty
chair, in overy untidy bousehold god, of
the abject creature main sinks to whIen.
he tries housekcopig alone.

lYeu Ought to have a wifo, my
friend," suggests Mr. Longworth, " to,
put thi ngs straight, and keop you con-,
pany on howling vintor mghts."

la-a-l," drawls doubtfully the phil
ospheir, e I koinder don't know. Mar-
i'yin' to my mind is suthii'like dyin'-
a man knows what ho is, but lie don't
know whar he's going to. I never did
sot muilch store by wimmin folks aven
when I was a young chap, an' tain't no
use tryin', speimnts at my tUme o' life.
I oeicss I'il suiffer riglit on as I bo."

'Ïoine lauglis. Her coldness melts in
spite of heu'. She bas never been in s0
gracious a imood vith lier chosenî oenmy
before. Ie takes advantage of it ard
shows her all the protty lookouts, and
miniature caves, and tiny inulets, and


