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THE HARP.

then, they must have made up theiv
minds to pocket their pride when they de-
termined to force themselves upon her.”

“ Apropos,” he muses; “If she sets
up that regal beauty as an heiress, pre-
sents her as such at the court of Wash-
ington next winter, what a sensation she
will create. But unless the power of

" beauty is greater than oven [ give it
credit for, Mrs. Windsor won’t. They
must have designs upon her fortune,
too; nothing else would have brought
them. 'What would they say, 1 wonder,
if they knew of that will made last
winter 7

As he thinksit, a sudden inspiration
flashes upon him—so brilliant an idea
that he smiles grimly to himself.

“ Upon my word, that would be an
easy way to rcconcile difficulties, do the
correct thing, and gain a couple of mil-
lions. I cannot take Mrs. Windsor's
money, but I could marry labelle blonde
and take half of it. Grandmamma
would not decline the alliance, and if
mademoiselle is so keen for a' fortune
sbe would not refuse it even with the
incumbrance of a husband. It would
beworth while on both sides, and though
it is not for an outside barbariun to
judge of conjugal bliss, 1 think it would
be pleasant to look at a face like that
across the breakfast-table three hundred
and sixty-five days every year.”

They reach the hotel and are conduct-
ed to their rooms, very spacious and ele-
gant rooms, but with the bare dreari-
ness pervading their elegance that is the
essential atmosphere of hotels. It is
now one o'clock ; Mr. Longworth ling-
ersto inform them that he will call to
take dinner at three, and once more for-
sakes them.

“I don’t think I shall like your Mr,
Longworth, Petite,” remarks Marie, let-
ting down all her radiant abundance of
red-gold hair, “he is too brusxque. I
thought Americans were: something

like Frenchmen in their appreciation of:

, the petite soins... He is everything that
“there is of the most English.”
“ He looks sensible, and T think
clever,” Reine respondg, “ and not at all
“like a gentleman to be affected by the

good or bad opinion- of two girls, What'

" very handsome rooms, and what a very
bright'and buwy street. It is like the
"boulevards in Rouen.”. - - Coe

The two young ladies muke their
toiletg, and then sit amused and inter-
ested, and watch the steady stream of
people, the ceaseless procession of omuni-
buses, and the protty street costumes of
the ladies. Three o'clock comes, and
with it, punctual to a second, Mr. Liong-
worth, who escorts them down to the
great dining hall, and leads them ton
little table under a window, where they
cun feast their eyes and their palales to-
gether.”

The dinner is very good, and Mdlle.
Mavrie, who likes good dinners, appre-
ciates the delicate French cookery and
the dry c¢hampagne. There is not much
taiking; what there is she and "Mr.
Longworth monopolize. Reine sits with
her dark, still face, and large, thought-
ful cyes fixed more on the street than on
her plate.  Ier taste has not been cul-
tivated as her sister’s lhas; delicate
dishes are thrown away upon her, and
champagne makes her head ache. She
will have. only coffee, black and bitter.

Was she seasick? Mr, Tongworth in-
quires, . of course.. - Wretchedly, made-
moiselle responds with pathos, unable
to lift her head all the way. She kept
her berth from the first day to the last,
and there were times when deathwould
be a relief. Mr. Longworth expresses
his sympathy and regret. -Ile mellows,
as all men .do, under the benign influ-
ence of dinner. He would never sus-
pect, he murmurs, from her present ap-
pearance that she had beenillan instant.
As she kept her cabin all the way over,
she did not meet a friend of his-who
also crossed ovor—a lady, a Miss Har-
iott.

“I met no one monsicur-—no onec.
‘But my sister knows the lady. Petite,
it is the lady so kind of whom you have
often told me.”

Mr. Longworth. glances = with the
nearest approach to: attention he has
yet shown towards the silent sister, @ A
pairof very fine eyes meot his—remark-
ably fine; he decides; quite diftforent

4 from the velvet orbs of the other, butin

their darker way quite as attractive.

“I know Mees Hariott very well,” re-
sponds Mdlle. Reine. ¢ More, monsieur,
T also know you."” '

She looks at him with that sudden
smile which makes so brightand vivida
change in.the darle quiet of hcr face-as



