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house, looking out over the broad bay,
ith its multitudinous waves flashing in
‘the sunshine, and listening to the shrill
chattering  of the little brown spar-
rows in the trees.

Suddenly a harsh, discordant voice
breaks the sylvan-silence croiiing his
name.”

“Tarry ! laorey ! Tarey 1" shrieks
this hoarse voice. “ Kiss me, lamnry!
You've a fool, Layry ! You're a fool!
-Oh, demmit t”

“Ab! you're there, wre you?" says
Longworth, glancing at an upper win-
low, where the author of these remarks
sits in the sun.

“You're u fool, Lmrry ! A fbol, a fool !
Oh, demmit! Sacre blien ! donner und
blitzen! You'rve a fool! You'ven fool IV

Longworth’s vespense to this torrent
-of bad langunge is o grim. e turny,
looks up, wad nods familiarly.

“ Good morning, Polly. - You're in a
heavenly temper this morning as usual,
I'see. I shall huve to go and see about
your breakfast, or you will curse up hill
and down dale for the rest of the day.”

For the speaker is a parrot in o large
gilded ~ cnge—a hird whose looks - are
handsomer than her conversation. - She
is the pupil and property of Frank Dex-
ter.  She is still sereaming when Larry
-disuppoars. ‘

ALr. Longworth reaches New York by
anightfalf, and spends the evening atone
of the theatres, ITe attends to tho busi-
ness that has brought him next day,
ascertaing that the Hosperia will not
reach her pier until cleven lo-morrow,
wisits a few friends, and dines with sun-
bry congenial souls at a literary club to
which he belongs.

Next day, at eleven sliarp, he is down
-on the pior waiting for the Hesperinand
grandmamma's granddanghters.  Pune-
tual as he is, the Hesporia is still more
Junctual, She is there before him, and
her passongers are harrying in  wild
haste hither and thither. Tiongworth
-bourds her, glances about for any young
Aladies likely to answer the idea e has
in his mind of the Demoiselles Lundelle.
Ile has not thought much about those

_.young ladies. -What he has thought hag
_ not been exuetly flaltoring, Kven with
right on their side, that “round robin”
-of" theirs ‘has a stupendously checky
—wsound,  Their feoling; he opines, cannot

be any too delicate or sensitive in thus
forcing themselves, uninvited and un-
welcome, upon their grandmother. e
sces many young girvls, dark and dash-
ing, fair and stylish, but none that quite
answer that private idea of the ladies
Trmndelle. Presently he sees the captain,
aud males straight for him.

1 am in search for two young ladies
due in this vessel," he says.  #They areo
French—their names Tindelle.”

“ My fittle ladies,” ecries the cap-
tain, with animation. “They were afraid
no one wis comiag lo meeb them, after
all.  Are you relative, sic ?”

“ No. Where are they ?”

“Inmy cabin,  This way, sir. Al
right, madame; I'll be back in a second.
They are going to their grandmother.
You are {rom her, 1 suppose ?”

Liongworth nods.  The captain of the
Hesperin throws open the cabin door,
Longworth takes of his hat, and stands
in the presenco of the French grand-
daughters,

My little ladies,” exclaims the eap- -

tain, cheerily, “ here ho'is at lasl, sent by
grandmamma, and come to feteh you;
and as L am tremeudously busy, I will
say good bye at once!”

He shakes hands with both and de-
parts. ’

Longworth is alone with the orphan

girls, whose case he pleaded at his own
cost. e thinks that one is without 6x-
ception the most beantiful girl he has
ever seen. Anything quite so faultlessly
perfeet 1s the taller of thie two he does
not remember ever to have met. Mo
turns to her as she looks the older of the
two, bul no trace of the admiration he
certainly feels is in his face. o
“My name is’ Longworth,” he says,
coneisely; I live in Baymouth, and'as
business wus bringing me to Now York,
your. grandmother, Mrs. Windsor,” re-
quested me to moet you here and cscort
you there = ' o
She Dbows without u word, excepts
thearm he offers, the small dark sister
alees tho other, and in'profound silenco
Mr. Tongworth leads them to and placos

thomvin a eab, mounts besides the cabby,

and they rattle oft to one of the grand

Brondway hotels.

“ITow will Madam - Windsor reéeive
these. two young people?’ ho' thinks.
Civily he hopes, icily he knows; but,



