
8 THE HARP;

.falaprop, pointing a derisive finger at
lier fait companion, " there stands tho
deliberate sileton who wants to dis-
g-ace her family, and iavish heiself on
a fellov not ,Worth a shilling.''

Reinle (as Lydia Languish): Madame,
I thouglt yon once

Mrs. 3alaprop :" Yo thought, miss!
I don't know what business yen had to
think at al ! thought des not become
a young wonan. But the point we
wolid reculest of yon is that yeu will
promise to forget this fellow-to illite-
ate himt, i say, fron your mamory.

Longworth glances at Reine, his siiile
fading. le is thinking of Dland--the
words seen te apply. Pcrhaîps Reine
is also, for the pathos of lier tone is
very real as she answers ;

"Ahl! madan, oir nemories are inde-
pendent of our wills. It is not se easy
te forget."

Jurs. M.: " But I say it is, miss. There
is nothing on earth se easy as to forget,
if a person chooses te set about it. I'i
sure 1 have as mach forgot your poor
dear uncle as if lie bad nover existed,
and I thoughît it mny duty se te do; and
let Ie tell yo, Lydia, these violent
inemories don't become a young won-
an.

Here there is soie gentle appihmse
from the window. Mis, alliriott delivers
this speech as if she Menat it.

I Madam," says Lydia, stili pathieti-
cally, " what crime have 1 committed te
be treated thus ?"

" Will yoti pronise te (lo as yo are
bid ?" denands Mrs. falaprop, severely.
"Will you take a husband of your-
friend's choosing ?"

" Madam," responds Lydia, emphati-
cally, and easts a defiant glance at the
window, " I must tell yo plainly that,
liad I ti preference for any ao lse,
the choice you have made would be my
aversion.'

".And what business have you, miss,"
eries Mrs. Malaprop, in a fine fury,
I with preferience and aversion ? They
don't become a young wonan, and yo
ought te know that, as both always
wear off, •'tis safest in matîimony te b-
gin witlh a little aversion."

"Lary," says thespeaker, descending
from the heights of 3alaprop to be Miss
Hariott once more, " corne in if yo
Ivant te. "I can't do myself justice

wi tii yen loolctin on, and, besides, Lydia
cloesn't half inow er ines. Takce your
book, miss, and go stidiy. Let Ie tell
you it des not becoen a young womîai
te onily iaIf Iknow hler lesson."

Reine laughs, picks( up lier book, and
disappears. iLogworth enters, and tiakes
lis cistonairy chair.

" Where is Mrs. Dexter ?" lie asks.
For two days before Mrs. Dexter has

arrived in lBîyiouîth, as pei- pronise,
and is Miss lfariott's giest.

" Gone te call ipoi Mrs. Windsor.
Lile the best ancd most obedient of little
Iothers, she has ffilei in love with

Marie because ier big boy has toid liei-
te cie so. She sings le- praises un til ii
groiw idiotic listening. She is the pret-
tiest c-reatire the sun shines on-so gen-
tic, so sveet, se atfectionate, and, as
Mrs. Windsor's heiiress, a fitting iatch
even foi- Longworth's hoir. Laurence
-she lays down1) the worik she has takzen
uîp, and ilooIks at hîini eainestly-" I
Wonder if that unfathomiiabie girl means
te iai-ry poor- Frani ?'

SCan hie cIo better ?"
"N-o and she coesn't seei tue

kiind te have had prior attachments. i
thiic, if the lovely .Marie were vivisect-
cd, lier lieart iigit be put in? a filbert
sheli. Reille, self-ill ied, perverse, hot-
tempered, is vorth a thousand of her.
She ias a heart of gocid foi- hin who is
able te win it.'

" Ah, but the winning is silh inicon-
monluy iphill werig!" says Lon1gworti,
lazily, bt. with an aniused looik in lis
eyes; "l and the question that naturaliy
prescnts itseif te ani iiquiring mind is-
is the gaie worth the candle?"

" The man who could ask sncb a ques-
tioni--' begins Miss u-Hariott, veiei-
ently. Then sue stops and takes up lier
work. "lI won't say aïnother word,'
she exlu-aiiis. "You are ready te sit
there and abuse her for the iext lour
foi- the pîleasuIre of ieaî-ing, nie cont-a-
diet you. I won't do it

Leongwerth hughs aind silence tails.
Outsidc the faitnt sea-breeze sti's among
the September flowers, bees boom in
" wave-swun lilies and ind-swung
roses," the shaip crack of the grasshop-
per pierees the Iot, dry grass.

Reine appeairs te have totally vanish-
cd. The day is the day se long expected,
se imuchii tiiked of, and te night Bay-


