
THE HARP.

(ne night say. But thougli eri heairt
is beating suffocatingly, she is not te bc
stopped in what sho wishes to say.

11n those past days, l se goes on,
broknly, " n iever used to think at al. i
now I scocn to (o nothing else. Oh,
whlt a cild I was ! 1w little i valued
III that you offered me ! iHiow lighly i,
th-ow it froi nie! And now', whon 1
woulid give ml1y life to win it back-
ihuirencec !" sbo crics out, in a stilled
voice, " is it too latc ?"

[t is precisely cigit years and four
illnnths too ite," he answeis, w ith por-
foeet composuro. He is in for it, and
mmay as well have it out. " i otlored
vou a boy's sensCless passion, and you
r(ry properly refused it. You throw
me over and married Shlidon, a mnch
better follow. For that sort of thing,
there is no resurrection. As to thC rest
-my uncie's fortune, and so on, [ don't
regret its loss. As Mr. ongworth's
heir presiimptive i wvas simply good for
nothing, as a hard workiing editor I
flatter miyself I an good for something.
Thiat mad thirst for .gold which
some mon possess I never folt, and ncver
shall, and, like the rost of mankind, i
compound ' for the sins I an incliined
te, by damning thosc 1 have no Imind te.'
1 happen to be one of the people te
whom mor>oy is net the chic' cnd and
aim of life, to whorn their art would be
dear though i t kpt them beggars. It is
excoedingly kind of you, of course, te
thinik of me in this way, and regret the
past for ny sake ; but you need not-
for I never do. You sec in Ie a per
foctly satisfied man, content with to-day
not asking too inuch of to-mîorrow, and
never, nlever for an instant wishing tc
recall yestcrday. We will always x
good friends and cousins, I hope, Totty
more than friends-nover again.'"

CHKPTI X[I.

LONOWORTU'S [mYL.

His face had shown very little fooling
of any sort, as ho stood leaning agalins
tho honeysukie-wreathed pillar of ti
porch and rejected a woman, bat thi
inpassiveness bas grown with him
second nature. But at least the brie
interview has banished all present de
sire for sleep.

He scats himsolf bofore the opon Win-
dow, clevates his boots on the sili, tilts
ba;c hi kchair in gonuaino Yankee fash-
ion, kindics thc inevitable cigar, without
vhich ho can acither writo nor, think,
and prepares to ilntrospect himself.

lIre iii this quiet rooin, with ail the
houseI at rest aronnd himi, the low, mur-
marous suind of the watei- lapping the
shore, the slipping of a branch, the tro-
mulouis twitter of a bird in its nest,
iinumoerable sounds of silence alone to
be board, toi) years of his life slip away,
and he is back in the gallant and golden
days of his youth, hopofil, higi-hearted,
en tiisiastic, tweinty-two, and in love.

TPhe broad expanso of the starlit bay
fades froin beforo hii ; a Soithern
iandscape, steeped in the fire of an April

sun, takos its place. He sucs the long
white Georgian mansion, with its
piazzis, its open doors and windows,
the cotton fields afar off, wth the ne-
groecs at worIk, the "quarters," a minia-
ture village, where his Uncle Long-
worth's people live.

It is a fair picture, a noble domain-
one day to be all bis own. As. a boy,
orphaned and nearly destitute, bis rich
and childless unele, who all bis life had
liold himself aloof froin his family and
cycry doiestic tie, absorbed heart and
soul In the hot pursuit of gold, caine
forward and took him to bis home. To
his leart as well, such beart as bis life-
long worship of Mammon bas left him.
He wvas a handsome lad, and gallant,
brave, higi-spii-ited, self-willed, full of
gencrous impulses, rash to recklessness,
but with a hi-art as tender and neai-ly as
casily touched as a gir's.

And, best of al, with the God-fearing.
priinciples of a gentle and loving iother
so dcoply impilanted that neithor the
world, the flesk, nor the devil (and ail
thi-ce battle hard in bis life of case and
self-induilgence under his uncle's roof)
coutld over wholly cradlicate them. He
was truthftl to an extreine, open and
frank as the day, with a temper as
suinny and nearly as hot as the cloud-

t loss Southrc-n wcather.
Ini short, a youth so unlike in all

s things the grave, self-repressed man of
.t thirty, that in looking backward ho
f night wcll wonder what had become of

that old impetuous self.
Laurence Longworth was a nephew


