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she ws learining te hold so dem; she is
despised where she was beginnliing to
seek for apprcbation, scOrnied where
she most wished to be highly iold.

She does not blaie Longw'ortl-hie
has acted hastily and rashly; ail tIle
saime, she could niot have cxplained if ie
had comne in ealinest imoderation ta ask
that explanation. Iow strange he
sholid so have over'he:ard. Is there a
fate, a Nemesis, in these thiigs? She
does not blaie hii; Sie only fteels
crushed, stunned, bcnunbed, left strand-
ed on soie barrcin rock, the land of'
promise gone for over, with 1 drem·ily
aching thcart. and a sense of loss and
lonelinless foi ever with lier.

Six days have passed since that n on-
li ght night by tie garden wall, whiein
she had sat w'ith hidden face and list-
ened to Longworth's bitter, seithliiiig
words. le has gene the next day, Mwaie
is gone, and Miss Ha-iott, by soie fata-
lity, is absent for a few days with sane
country friends. She tias not once stir-
red outside the gates, she bas not once
seen Duiand during this inteval. Ste
lias said nothing of her bioken engage.
ient. When Lonîigwîorth camles back

lie will tell her. grancmotheri h, iliist
tll. She does not know what the re-
sult will be-she does not care. Noth-
ing worse can happen thain has happe!:-
ed already.

She lies still foi a'long time. She has
slept very little fast night, and in the
silence and w'arinth of the room sie
drops, balf asleep now. A lond knock
at t he housedaoor starties beri into wake-
fillness. She sits upriglht, arid Cathei-
ne opens the parilur dioor, and announii-

ees Mr. Martin.
M i. Mai tin, i bluf, eiderly mai, comes

in, and Reine goes over and gently
-awakes ber granadmother, innd tells hier
heir eXpected visitor! bas come.

Woci, ma'am," says Mir. Martin, in a
hearty voice, " hore I an up to time,
and with the moncy downî om the nail.
Fifteen hiundred and fifty potunds, that's
the anount, nma'am, ain't it? Hre's
.the cash all correct and Proper; count
t ovei-countit ovei' !,'

Reine," Mis. Windsor say, ltangid-
y, " colnt it, please, and then w'-ite out
'. Martin's recipt"
Reine obeys. She counts over the

roil of notes ci'rfully, finds the aniount

right, pro idlces pn aid papei, and
inakes Out a receipt for M.rs. Windsor ta
sign.

" Take this monaey airs," says
Mrs. Windsor, "' and lock it in the cabi-
îlot in ny bedroomi. Hre is the key."

Aid w'lein you've locked it up,
young lady, interposes Mi.. iartinl,
with refreshin fri'nkness, "i woutld
id vi>e yoi te talke a til in t licfes
air. One ot my girls tintied yesterday,
anid she didni't look a1 mite paler doing
it thail yoi île IInw."

Yes, go,' ' er iriantdmthl'er says,
coldly, and looking anoyed. ''The
heat oftii is roomi imakes vou look wretch-
cd. Lock the caiilnetzm and leive tlie key
on my dressing table.'
"A y a, look out foi' the key,'" says

bti' Mr. M artin ; l eni'ft be too part icu-
lai' about inoiey. It's a sight easier
te lose ahvays ilian to fiud. Nbody
hatdn't otLugit ta keep i on ey in tie
bouse anyhiow.''

There is lot the slightet d1age','
answers 1s. Wiidsor, still very coldly;

burglars aie alnost ikown in Bay-
iouitih, and I keep no aile in imy house
whosc louesty (A cannot iiplicitily
tîrust.''

Reine leaves the r'oomn aid ges slow-
y 'te hcr gindmoethieus bcd ehamiiibei.
'Tlihe cubit mcntioned is a frail but very
handsoîne J apancse atair of' ebonIy, in-
laid with peail aid silver. She places
the roll et notes in onue of the dr'w'rs,
locks it, and lays the key, as directed,
Oui the dressing-table. As sle descends
the stai-s again, she cncouînter's Cathe-
'ic with a letter.

Foi' yoi, Miss Reiiie," the woiai
says, and halindts it ta lier. "Law, lmss
how white you do look. Quite faintly
like, I declare. Aiii't you well ?"

FoI' Reine, not Marie, is tlîe favourite
of the otisehoial now. Time has told,
and tioui gh Miss Landelle is as hivisi
of sweet sniles and gentc word s ever,
it has been discovered that she is seltishî
and exactinîig, and not at all particular
as to how much io how little trouble she
rnay give those wtho attend lier.

Sho can't aveu put on lier own
ulothes, she's that lcl.piess," says CaLlh-
erine, indignantly, "lnor so much as
buitton ber boots or hi gloves, but it's
please, Catherine, lice, and thanks,
Catherine, therc, Catherine, do this, and


