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I say you know botter. We carne un-
asked-wo forced ouiselves upon lier.
Do you know whit she meant to do ?
She meant to moet Mus at New York and
send us back--back in slame and igno'
miny. She made her will, and gave oui'
birthright to this strangor. Without
consulting iimi, this wiso man, this in.
fllibic judge, she will not oven Lhrust
hergranddaughters from hier door. And
lie- oh, he is good, and upriglit, and
gicit, as yo say, my fiiend. li says-

"'No, no, you must not ;it wouild
not be right. Youî nust lot these pioor
girls come, you must give thom a home,
und i wl not tike your home-it is
tleirs, not minîe.'

" Oh, he is indeed generous and le-
ble with that whicli is none of his. Se
we come. We ow'e it ta your friend
that we are here-that we have a roof
ta cover us, food teoat, lothes ta weair.
Ad I burn with shame, and 'age, and
huniliation whenever I sec him, and
feel his kingly, conpassionate look upon
me, the pauper ho has saved froi bg-
gary and--i is wicked, 1 know, und
uî njust, if you like, but I wiil liate hi ni
for it my whole life long.'"

" Good heavens abovo " says Miss
flariott. She stands, basket in one hand,
imars in the other, a petrified listencr.

'Th e gi h- las no t risoin, but sh o sits il P
rigit as a dart, lier sniall hands clench-
ed, her oyes aflamnOe ith passionate an-
gel' and scorn. Ail this has been burni-
ing within her sinice the nîight of' liar
arrival, und muiist come out. -Perhaps
1iari is rigit, miîd A unt Denisc lias not
jdi'iously tra'ined the girl. A violent
:îid undisciplined toier appears, cor-
tainly, te bc one of her p'oinnt gi tts.

Longwoti stands listening to cvery
wo'd. If they turii their heads ever se

sl1ightLy they muiist infullibly sec himn;
but both are too observed. For hiim,
the pictir'e lie scos lie never fo'gets.
The rsmall, slighIt figure sittin in the
gardon chair, 'n ts gey d lres, a knot of
crimson ribbon at the throat, anothr in
the liir-for ovni those details ho takeS
mi-and the impassioned, ringing voice
tiait speoaks. The vords lie liears re-.
main withî hii for ever-his portrait as
Mcademoiselle Reine sees him.

Th'roe is a pause aftei her last words.
Miss Hariott, lier face very grave,
breaks it.

" Mademoiselle, you are cruelly in-
just I"

" Ah, lie is your friend !" breaks in
mademoiselle, wit scorn.

I If' e were not, if he were the most
utter stranger, 1 would still maintain it
-you aie coully unjust te Mr. Long-
worth. Yes, lie is my friend-iny friend,
ti ied and true, of many years-and I
know hii to bo incapable of one sordid
thought a aetion--a thorouglhly gener-
ous and honorable nan. He spoke te
your grandmother as I would have done
in his pice, only I could n'over have
sspocei one-half se w'ell; and in renounc-
ing your fortune, let nie tell yeu, made-
moiselle, he has done what not ton mon
out of a tholusand would have done."

"Do I deny it? Do I not say lie act-
ed generously und well ? You talk like
Ma'io, as if 1 doubted i. Good heavens,
i say froim first te last lie is the grand-
est of mien, and I detest liiîi 1"

"l That I regret. Yeu will one day
sce its injustieO, however. I am glad
your sister is disposed to be more fair. I
thouglht soiiething had pr'ejudieed you
ngainst him, biut I did not dreamî it was
ils bad as this. I amn more than sorry-
I hiad hoped you vould be friends."

" My good ai' bad opinion can matter
no0thing teo a getleian who has such
hosts af w:1:m advocates," says Mdle.
Reine, stooli ng te pick up heir hat. I
ouglt not ta cone and say such things
te you, and show yeu ny horrid tempor;
but I kiow' nobody, and I an onfly a
gi and cannot ielp it. Wc air all alono
in the world; slie is our only pirent ai'
relative, and it scemss hard-oh, how
hard ta be iidebted to a stranger for
the cold ebarity she gives, scor'ing us
all the while. You sec vht asonseless
creaturc I ami, madame, for you are my
only friend, and I risk the loss of your
friendship by speaiciig in this w'ay of
the iman yon like. BuLt do ot witliIraiw
tit friondship or I shait be poor indeed,
and in spite ai' all tlis Il want you te
like mnea little."

She is smîilinig but ther are tears in
her eyes. Miss, IHariott takes the hand
shc cxtands in bath her ovn, and stops
and kisses thse low, broad fohead.>

"li ttle Quconî," sho says, " did I not
tell you before I fel in love witi you at
siglt on board the HOspei'ia. I am
more.in love with you to-day than ever,


