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CIHAPTER XV[
"AS TIE QUEEN wtLLS.'

SEisE," M:ii'io .Landelle says, " did
you really cnjoy the excursion yester-
day? I ask becaiuse I hcard you singing

AIh, mon fi sh' Ch is moirin i ng as you made
yOur toilot; and it is time Out of' mind
silice I have ie:-d youîî Sing as you
dr'essed before."

She is Seated in i arilichair, still
weiing hrci prety morning govin, aI-
thouigli it is Close upon thi'O, grand-
'u a unmta's eaIly dinier hour. Rii nei
st:anuds belind lier, brushing siOwly out
thle long, fovely hairi, her (ily task.
She huighîs frankly now,

Uiidouibtedly 1 enjoyed it. The daly
w'as deligltfLul, the wate' smooth, the
cominpa ny agreeable. and"

Mr. L4ongworth attentive. Please
don't pull, Pet i te. Yo and lie were
together in close and confidential con-
verse allic the foienooni."

Not especially eonfidential. How
slial I arr:matge youri ceo'ur to-(daty,
Marie ? Braided, or loose, as ist'al ?"

"Braids, please, and put in the finger
puils for :t change. Whait did yoi ta1k
about ?"

" As if I could remernber ! Wlat do
peoplc who encet at picnuics alw'ays tailk
about ? Only I must say this-Monsieur
Lonîgvorth's coniversitioii, as a rile, is
mich better IVorthi he:ring than the
averauge."

I don't kcnow wliat you iean by
' Ah.' You nust have discovered that
youi.slf'. One mnay dislike a person
and still do them justice."

".lit the other day justice was the
very last thing you were disposed te do
MUr. Longw\orLth. Truly, Inw, 'Petite, in
l candour and honesty, do you really

dislike himn as yo say V"
" An in te habit o saying wlhat I

do netmean, Maie?"'
" Oh, you aro frightfully tr'uthfîul, I

admit; but rash judgments, Petite, are
to be repetted of. You said yon hated

,Monsieur Longworthfr ieftsing te
rob lis of ouri forttue, and for making
Our grand mother lot lus cone. Now,
Nas thatijust or' reasonable, I ask ? And
surely, hearing his praises sng se as-'
siduously by Miss Llariott, and meeting
him so firqequntly there, yo muîst bc

inelined te ori rather on the side of
mercy thai of' prejudice by this time."

Reine looks annoyed, and Marie
winces as lier aitr is pulled.

"I do not moet him se very often at
Miss Hlariott's. Wlien lie is there, they
two talc and I play. Ido net exchiange
a dzei words with Iimt. Have i net
told youl lie heard every word I said
that t st ime we met there, when I
dechu'ed I would hate hin for ever ? It
w'as ui-just and unireasonable, as you
tell lie; but what yo insinuate-that
is a notlier tling.'"

"IIe N'as at church lastSunday-I
saw iimii, Reine. How you are pulling
mly hair !" Mfaric says, plaintively.

11 beg your pardon, dear ; but it is
itmpossible for ei te help it if yo will
tailk," responds Reine, with decision;
;nd Marie smiles te herself, and gives
up the point.

But whIlen the red-gold liait' is fashion-
ably anId elaborately coif/T'ed, Reine
lcrself returns to tie charge.

Mu'ie," she says gravely, " Mr.
Frziank Doxter's atten tiois are getting far'
too pronounced. That poor boy is fall-
inîg hopolessly in love."

That poor boy, indeed 1 One would
think I Nas his grandmother'. Yen are
getting a trick of' your friend Miss Har-
rett in talking. Apropos, Reine, I don't
ialf lilke you Miss Hatiott."

" And i love lier. It is the kindest
hearc, anrd she is a genitlewoman to hîier
finger tips. But we air . speaking of
Monsieur Frank Dextei."

SYei aire, you mean,"
"And yoi ought to put a stop te it-

you kntow that. le vas so kiid all the
way ot; lie is so0goodheai ed always."

And pray vhat have I got te do'
with lis good hiart ? One musC amuse
one's self, and if they tall in love I cai-
not hel) it. One Ikies te be liked, and
if i t am uses him ii as wVell-"

Amuses I :Marie, you kznow lie is
in eainest. Oh, you« cannot care for
lim-I know Chat well. Ian not think-
ing of yo, althoutgh you have no right

"Now', Petite1"
No r'ight te flt at IL ; but one day,

poor fellow, w'heit yo throw hin over

Ah, there is the dinner bell 1" 'cries
Mario, jumping up. "S ho annotgo on


