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" MIIr. Longworth," she says, frigidly,
1J have accepted you. I am ready to

miarry you; 1 do not dislice ye, and I
ou you are an lionourable gentleman.
Is anything more necessary ? 3eliove
mue, 1 do not expect fine speeches froim
you--I would mu ch rathor not have
thmcn. They force me te doubt your
sincority ; and 1 would ratller think yen
sincete.

IYou cortainly understand plain
speaki ng," lie says, drawing a hard
breuath, but haïf laughing. "Suppose-
only for curiosity's sake-suppose I
told yen I was in love wi th youi-woild
you bolieve that?"

"lMost certainly net, monsieur."
"And why ? A man might fail in

love with you, might ho not, Mademoi-
selle Reine?

I do ot kznow why ve are talking
nonsense," replies Mdlle. Reine, looking
at hia with brightly angry eyes. 'You
often do, I cnow; but this is hardly a
time or theom for jest. We vill leave
love out of the question, if you please,
once and for all. You will speac te
Madame Windsor when and how yeu
choose, but those are the terms upon
which I accept you-that half her for-
tune goos te Marie."

"Good night, Mademoiselle Reine,"
lie says, brusquely, and bows and turns
to go, but she lays one hand ou his
slceve and smies in his faco.

" Now I have made you angry, and
all because I would net talk soutimental
nonsense. You ahvays shako hands
when you say good night, do you net?
Indeed, yeu are ahvays shakzing hands,
f think. Lot us shake hands Monsieur
Laurence."

Ic laugbs and obeys, and she goes
wiith hinm te the door, still smiling
radiantly. Is she developing coquetry,
too, ho wondors?

" The sort of girl te male a fool of
any man," he thinks, half grimly, ro-
calling the brilliant eyos and smile;
" piquant, provoking, ballf bevitch ing,
wholly oxasperating, having more than
any other I over met that
Caressing and exquisitegrace, never bold.
Ever present, which just a few womnen

possess.
The day shal come-that I swear-
whon sho will net only forgive me for
bringing her here, and refusing to rob

her, but also for asking ber te bo my
wife "l'

Mr. Longworth goes on with bis
usual routine of office work next day,
and it is after dinner befbre ho turns bis
stops towards the gray Stone House.
He finds Mrs. Windsor sitting alone in
ber favourito room, in ber favourite
chair, her white hnnds folded in lier
bliek silk lap, ber eyes fixod on the
gray summer evening outside. No
voice in high, sweet singing grets hin
as he draws near, and he feels a curious
sons of blankness and disappointmont
in the feet.

Mrs. Windsor welcomes lier friend,
and informs him she is suffering from a
slight headache, and wonders why ho
has coe to sec her this evening.

"Why net this ovening ?" the gentle-
man inquires. " Where are the young
ladies ?"

"Whcro T inagined yo te bo, at the
concert. Frank Dlextor came hore for
Marie half an hour igo."

Oh I to be sure, the concert. I had
forgotten al about it. And fully intend-
ed te asIc Reine. By the vay, with
whom bas she gone ?"

ler bosom friend, Miss Hariott, 1
believo."

Longworth's brow cloars. Mrs. Wind-
sor's oyos are fixed piercingly upon
hifm.

"Yon moant te askz Reine ?" she re-
ponts, slowly. "Do I apprehoend yon
correctly ? Reine ?"

"Reine. Congratulato me, my dear
madame, and consent te reccive me in-
te your family. Last night I proposed,
and was accepted."

" Proposed I" sh echoeos, in a bewil-
dored vay; " last night I Net to-surely
not te-"

" Reine. Of course, te Reine. It ap-
pears te me I concealedi my intentions
well, or overy one bas been singulaiily
blind. Whon we talked together that
night, coning froi the pienic, I meant
te otrer myself te your youngor grand-
daughter, if te cither. And I am. happy
te tell yo she bas said yes."

"Laurence," Mrs. Windsor says, in
slow wonder, " do yon mean te tell me
you are in love with her ?"

I Madame, excuse me. That is a ques-
Lion you.r granddaughter horself never
put. When I answor it, it must be to


