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fail te respect goodiess. And I made
Il) imy mind that if yOti woild ask me I
would ti y and mako t lie best of* it, and
say yes quictly. I amn1 not a brave girl,
monsieur; I have always bcon cared
for and cherish ed, andi as tihe thougit of
being turned on the worl'd alone and
poor was terri ble. Tiiere was Marie,
loo; liad to thiiki of lier. So I made
Ilp i]y mi ind to say yes if youi spoice,

id offend you ne more. But when yon
catmiec-anîd sitting liere alone I w'as
1th1inking of France-oh, my Friance !"
she strcteles out her armis, a licart-sob
in overy word-"and it ail took me
so by suipi-iso that I was siocked, aid
yoi saw it. BuI t that is over now, and
I haer shoiwn yo my icei-t as the good

-God secs it. And if you go to madame,
:1y grindmothcr, and tell lier you clin
not take me, it, will only serve me
righ-i t.

Tue impassioied voice ceases, and
the silence th:t iollws is long. Mr.
iLongwortli breaks it at lest.

"it is for the home and the fortune
-you consent to marr'y me the ? Orily
this ?"1

Only this? Wimt else could tieie
be ?"

Again silence. Againî Mr. Lonrigworth
speaks ini a cur-iously constrained voice-

IYou do not absolutey dislikI me,
yeu say ? Yo aro sure 'of that ?"

" . an quiite sure. If I owed yon less
1 miglt like yo more.''

" Yo inean if I lid net refused to
rOb yo nitd your sister of youi. birth-
rigit, if I liad not pleaded with your
girandmoticir te ti yo a simple act' of
justice, if I had niot closed at once with
hier wisli that I. shouild niarry yo,
closing witli my ownm at the saine time,
yoi menu that you miglit evcii like
Ic ?"

Yes, mnsieurii," she says, fiankily,
and at the absrtdity of it she half
smiiles, "I men tliat. Foi it would

Lot be so harîd to-to lilke yo, I. thiniik."
"Wel,' he says, ithese nie my

cri mes. I stand arraigned andi must
plead guilty. I must aiso, as you do
net absolutely dislike me, peril your
good opinion still firther by per'sistinîg
in wishing to mmey yen. It. soniils
likco a paradox soehnoeiw," lie says, a
simile breaking up the giavity ot his
hee. "Yo are quite certain, matie-

moiselle, you do net wisii me to give
you .up? I. will do it if you say sO.

I Indcd I do not," she ansvers, with
ailnost startling candour. "Il should be
ver'y sorry if you tdid."

I would not imarr'y an unwilling
wife," says Mr. Longworth, steadily.
" We arc situated so oddly, I hardily
kinow what to do--you unwilling, yet
villing. Perhaps when the time cones

you iny give yoirself te me of your
onii fiee will. And unitil you cai our
wedding day inust be put olt."

" Oui wedding day P' She thrills and
slrinks uUnder his look, uder the
solemn nicanning of tiese words.

We stand pligited mieno," and as he
says it he takes lier land, " and I will
wit with what patience i may. If the
day eveI arrives whcn you cau put
boti your lands in mine like this, and
say, 'L:mmm ronce, I love you, and can
never let you go,' thon I ivill thaiink
lcaven for my iappiness, and elaim
you. If it never corns-if, as time
goes on, your distrust of nie goes on
too, then be sure I willI know it, and bD
the first to break the bond we are bind-
ing .now.'

.He r'eleases the hands he holds, and
.Reine feels, with a sort of wonderat
lirseilf, that her oyes are looking ut
hii, adinii-iigiy as ho stands, brave,
fair, noble, earIest, truc before lier.

Shahl we go backi ?" lie says, ehang-
ing lis toie, aid looking at his vatch.
"Tihey Vil think me a w-oetuilly tardy
niessenuger.'

Sue descends fiom the wall, and takes
the amm he otliers, lier fuce dirooping,
hier fecarless frimnkness gone, silent, shy.

" One last word," ho says. " Rleine-
nay I call you Reine free froin prefix ?
It is the pr'ettiest namne in the world."

Surciy,"she answers, ei'adily.
ILt would be asking too iucli, I sup-

pose, to ask yon to eaul me Lareiince ?"
She silies and shakes lier head.

I an afraid se. And yet it is an
easy naine to 'ay."

"l WO \Vil l ait. I thinikî ail will comn
in ti me. May I toit Mis. Windsor ?"

IlOh i yes, yesthe sooncr the bot-
te'. Let ail be open-lot all be told. I
hale -yes, I abhor secrets."

Soîîî of' tue oid passion rings in her
voite. Ho looks at lier in surprise.
What can this outspoken child know of


