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house, looking ont ovor the broad bay,
witi its inultitudinous waves flashiing i I
the sunshine, and listening (o the shrill

hatterinîg of the 1littl brown spar-
rows in the trces.

Suddenly a hnarsh, discordant voice.
breaks the sylvan -silenlce croking his
niamle.''

" Larry ! Larry Jarry !" shrieks
Sthis boarse voice. "a iss me, Larry !
Yoi're a fool, L:n.ry ! You're a foo!
Oh, dîemmiit !"

"A i! you're thre, are you î?" says
Loingworth, ghmeing a n lupper win-
dow, where the anthor of these remarks
sits in the sun.

" You're a (ool, Larry ! A fol ,a fol 1
Oh, dcimimit! Sacre bleu ! donner und
blitzen ! Yo're :a fol ! You're ma fool V"

Longworth's response to this torrent
f bad la nguago is a girm. Ie t-ns,

looks up, und nods »milbauy.
"I Good inorning, Polly. Yoti're in a

lcaveinly tem por this moming as usual,
i se. i shall have to go and sec about
your break aist or you wil curse up li il
anid dovn dhile for ti ret of the day."

For thec speaker is a parrot in a large
gilded cage-a bird whose looks are
ha ndsoncr thain lier couverlsation. She
is the papil and property of Frank Dex-
ter. lhe is still screaniing when Larry
disappears.

M1r. Longwoith reacsli New York by
nightfhil, and spcnds the eveni ng atone
of the theatrs. Hie attends to the bisi-
noss that has broighit him next day,
Isceitains that the Hesperia wvill not
rcUh ber picr un til cleven to-moerrow,
visits a few friends, and dines with sun-
dry congenial souls at a literary club te
which lie belongs.

Next.day, at eleven sharp, lie is down
on the pier wai ting for the iHesperia and
grandmamma's granddaughters. Pnne-
tual as lie is, the lesperia is stijl more
punctual. She is thora before him, and
hier passenges ae hurrying in w ild
haste lithe and thither. Loiigworth
boards lier, glances abolit for' any young
ladies likely te answei the iden lic as
in his mind of the Demoisolles Landelle.
Hre bas not thought much about those
young ladies. What h has thought hs
net been cxactly Hattering. Even witl
right e on tieicir side, that " roundrobin "
of theirs has a stUpendously cheeky
sonud. Their feeling, lie opines, cannot

be any toe delicate or sensitive in thus
foring tliemselves, unî;iivited and un-
welcoe, ipon thir grandinother. Ie
secs maiy young giils, dark and dasl-
ing, fair anid stylis, but none that quite
answer Chat private idoa cf the ladies
fiaidelle. PresnCtly lie sacs the captain,
aud miakes staight for him.

' I an in sercil for twe young ladies
d ue in this vessel,'" l says. " They arc
ienci-thii naines Landelle.''

My little ladies," cries the cap-
tain, wi th animation. " They were afraid
no ene was conig to mcet theMi, after
all. A re yon relative, sir?"

No. Whore aie they ?"
In my cabin. This way, sir. Al

riglit, madime; l'l be back in a second.
They are going to thoi grandmnother.
You arc ron bir I suppose ?'

Longworth nods. The captain of the
Hespe'ia throws open the cabin door,
Longworth takes e' his hat, and stands
in the p-oseînce of the French grand-
dunghites.

Mdy little ladies," exclaims the Cap-
tain, chece-ily, " heure h is at last, sent by
granduiaunmma, and corm to fetch you
and as I an tremocndoisly busy, I will
say good bye at onco!

Hc siakes handts with both anld de-
parts.

Longwotith is alone with the orphan
giri Is, whose case he pleaded at his own
cost. le thinks Chat one is without ox-
ception the isest beautifil girl lie has
averl seen. Anything quite so faultlessly
perfect as the taller of the two lie doos
net remîenber evai- te have met. He
turns t lier as she looks the older of the
tîvo, but no trace of the admiratiîn lie
certainly foels is in lis facc.

MIy name is Longworth," lie says,
coiisely; " I live in Baymeomth, and as
business was brigiig me to Now York,
your grandnmotir, Mis, Windsor, re-
questeU le to meet youî heue and escort
yon tlier."

She bows without a word, excejits
the-aîni he offers, lie snall dark sister
takes the other, and in profound silenco
M[r. Longworth leads thco te and places
them in a cab, moiints besides the cabby,
anid theyrattle off to one of the grand
Bruoadwvay hoetels,

"How will Madam Windsor receive
these twa oyounIg peepeoo ?" ho thinks.
Civiiy ho hópoi icily hie kows bat,

59


