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THE ORPHANS;
oR,

THE HEIR OF LONGWORTH.

He would have passed a l)lc:ls.’ml life of it, in despite of
s ghe devil and all lus works,'* had not lis path been cross-
ed by o being that causes nore pcrplcxlly.lo mortal man
than ghost, goblin, or the whole race of witches, and that
was—a woman.—— i ashingten Ieving.

CHAPTER XL
AFTER,

Jr is the middle of the afternoon. Miss
Itaviott, in garden gloves and hat, is
busy among her rose bushes and verbena
beds and heliotrope, and pruning, weed-
ing, tying up. 1t is the day alter the
party, soft, pale, sunless day, the gray
sea melting into the flecey, gold-gray
sky, and a pale dim haze veiling the
land. Miss Hariott humsa tune to her
sell’ as she works, when the click of the
little garden gate reaches hor, and look-
ing up she sees Miss Landelle the
younger.  Miss Iariott drops basket
and garden shears, and approaches
to greet her guest. S

“ My dear mademoiselle——"

“My name is Reine,” interrupts the
young lady, with that brilliant smile.of
“hers. :

“ And Reine is queen. Well, you look-
ed like a Tiittle Queen last night.  You
do always. I shall call you that.”

“Goon with your work, madame,”
says Reine, dropping into'a rustic chair,
‘‘and ploase don't flatter. Compliments
and daylight never go well together.
What a pretty garden—what a protty
little hounse this'is.”

“A doll’'s ‘house, my dear, but big
enough for one old maid and her wait-
ing woman. I am glad you have found
me oub, Little Queen. 1 was thinking
of youas you cume up.”

“Thinking what ?”

Miss Iariott smiles as she draws on
her gloves, and resumes Dbasket and
scissors. ,

“Iam afraid it would hardly do-to
tell you just yet. 1t might be prema-
ture,” she answers, snipping away in-
dustriously, “ but somothing pleasant all
the same.” S
Sho has been thinking of her friend,
Mr. Longworth, and Mrs. Windsor’s
second granddaughter, after the fashion
of match-making . women'; but some-

‘thing in the pale, serious look of the

young ludy’s face makes her realize
that the association of ideas might not
be agreeable.

Miss Hariotl's snipping and clipping
goces on, mademoisclle sits and looks at
her, her hat in her lap, with tired, som-
bre eyes.

“Little Queen,” Miss Hariott says,
snddenly pausing in her work, “how
pale you are, how weary you-look.
What is it "

“AmTIpale? Butl that is nothing.
I never have colour. And I suppose I
am tired after last night. I am not used
to dissipation and late hours.”

“Three o'clock is not so very late.”

“It is for me. I have been brought
up like a nun. - Bxeept when Aunt
Denise took me two or three time to
England, to visit papa, I hardly cver
spent an evening out. At home, my
music and my other little studies, little
birthday fetes, and trips away with my
aunt, filled all the hours. So I suppose
very mild dissipation like that of last
night tells.” '

“Mow is your sister to-day? Does
she bear it better?” =

“ Much better; but Marie is used to
it. She knew many people, very great
people too, in Liondon,” Reine says, with
a toueh of sisterly pride, ¢ and went out
a great deal. Marie malkes friends go
where she will.” :

“With that lovely face of hers, to
make friends must indeed be easy.”

“You think her lovely, madame?”

“Can there beany two opinions on-
that subject, my dear? T think it is
tho most beautiful faceI ever snw out of
a frame.” o

Mademoiselle smiles, and hor dark
eyes, not as brilliant as usual this after-
noon, light. Praisc of her sister is evi-
dently the short cut to Reine Landelle's
heart. No touch of envy for that su-
perior loveliness, it is quite evident,
mingles with the boundless admiration
she feels for that elder sister. ’

“T think the angels must look like
Marie,” sho says, quite simply, ¢ with
olden hair and yellow-brown eyes, as
Old Italian artists paint. the Madonna,
Meos Hariott, how happy you ought to
be all by yourself in this pretty little
house.” . : - ;
“Qught I? Most. people's idea of




