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net refuse nie this pleasitre. If you
know hlow- I have looked ferward to it
how :11 this summer

l We are late," interriupts Miss Lan-
delle, with placid indiflorence. See
they are playing. HIad we nlot better
w'alk on a little filster, Mr. Frank ?"

The words are ehccked on his lips as
lhey have beei checked many a time
before. -Her cali unconsciousness is
inpenetrable aIl his enthusiism fiii
fiat befere it. Hle obeys in silence, and
they leave the group behiind, and hasten
forward to the croquet players. At the
gate a blear-eyed beggar sits crouehied
in the sun, helDinîg Out his bat and
whining fer alns. They pass hima un,
heeded ; only Reine stops abruptly, and
goes over and addresses iim.

"What nensense !" exclaimts Long,
worth, inpationtly ; " it is that drunilkenl
old scoundrel Jackson, Nho got thirty
days for vagrancy and driunkenness, and
bas just served ont his tine. Now she
is giving him noney-what folly! I
shall stop lie-sucb a horrid Old imi-
postor-"

"Yo will let lier alone," says Miss
Hariott, softly, and looking with eyes
full of tend.er'ness at her little friend.
"'For alims delivereth froin death, and
the saine is tliat vhu ichu pur'geti away
sin, and maketh to find nercy and lile
everlasti ng.'

She ges. Lonîgwortl stands still and
waits for Reine to cone up. The mo-
mentary annoyance has nassed fron his
face, something very diffeiient looks out
of his eyes as they linger en the pair
before him. It is a picture lie never
forgets-the cringing, red-eyed beggair
in lis dirty rags, shrinking like a foul
lizard in the suin, and the girl with ler
soft, tender eyes and pitiful young face
looking down upon him. But Mr. ong-
worth chooses to grumble when she re-
joins him.

" Whydo you let yourself be imposec
upon by those people ?" lie says. " That
is the most rascally old huinbug in the
town. He drinks, he steals, lie boats
his wife. He will go straiglt from here
and get drutnk on vlhat you gave him.
You should excîcise discrimination in
your charities, my dear child."

"Discrimination is not ene of the
cardinal viitues. I do not possess it,
Mi; Longwortb."

" But such a ntorious old fraud "
lie is old and poor, and half blind,"

she sys, iipatiently, for lontg suflferintg
is no more one of Rine's vi rtes thant
iscriiiation. "'Let mae ;Iloie, Mr.

Longworth ; youi are not the keeper of
my conscience. Yio never* do Wrong
yo-eîself, I know1. ow cat you be ex.
peeted to find ierey or pity for weaker
imortals who dO ?''

They havo reaclied the gate. Long-
worth is about to answer, but Monsieur
)utraditi cmies upil at the motent and

joins thien.
I have been waiting for you Petite,"

he says. " Bon jour, MT. Longwortl.
Are you the originiator of' this philati-
thropie sceme i hear them discussing,
Or is it Miss H:reiott ?"

" ihat philanthropic schicr ee?" in-
quires Longworth, shortly. have
originîated nuolle.,

Then it miist lie the ever-excellent
MIiss ariott. A selmicîe to helli those
pooril eople kilied in the great mill ox.
plesieon the otther' day.'"

As those pooi- people aIre dead and
bitried, Monsieu Duirand, I should im-
agine they were past helping by any
scheie, however phlilaithropic," inter-
rupts Lonigwortl, grimlly,

Ahl, pardon," .Duranld laulghs. "I t
is that I express myself so badly, No,
no, to help the famn ilies-thte widow and
the orplhlan. . have left tliem discussing
the pro.ect iistead of playing Ceroquet,
and waiting for yoi to coene. Could
t hey decide upoi anuytling in this townl
wi thut yeu. eimonsieur, I ask ?"

le asks it with a shug and a siile at
Reine, and Reino0 hastily interposes, for
site secs an ominotis kiitting of Long-
worth's brows.

" I dare say Miss Hariott did originate
it," sle says. " Shc is onie of the chi[e
sufferers always by those dreadi
things. She blecds in boart tanld pocket
alike. What is the present proposal,
Leonce ?"

"Proposal I Tlieir name is legion. A
fancy fair says one lady, a ciarity bail
says atiiher, a concert says a third,
with Monsieur Duîranid for piiio tentore
and Mademoiselle Rei ue for»ima donna.
I say no, ne, noe, to al;. Let lus have a

I second the notion," says Miss Har-


