
THE HARP.

you1 tLInIiII hardly of' me, I w'iil never
love you nor thalnk yen the lcss. Good
nigit, good-by-I li ke the lin glishî
word good-bye. Good-bye, Marraine."

"But oni ly un ntil to-morrow," Miss
linriott says, in vagie doubt aid na1im.

Come and spend a long day vith Ie
to-mor-row, an'd sing foi nie your pet
song 'Normandie, ma Normand li

M h, ia 'Nmndie. Je vais revoir
mlla No-nunîdic.' It is a long tiIe since
1 lave sung that. Good-bye; it is time
I w'asgonîe."

A nîd tenlie there is a kiss, nid a ino-
ment later Miss Hariott stands on lier
door1-step alone.

She is puzzled and annîoyed, indignant
witii Loengwo-th and Mrs. Wilndsor,
wi thotiI quite knowing why. What does
it ail mcai ? Soie great trouble lias
suîrely )efallein lier little friend. There
is a look in lier face to-inight she has
iever seen tle-e before. Is it anly-
thiInig connîected witli DIrand ? las he
Iot gone ? She bas foigotten to ask.
''o-ior-ow she will know all. All
wlat ? And wliere is the girl going in
such haste now ? Will Longworth call
to-iight? She hopes se ; lie will clear
up this mnystery, and she will be able to
give him, a pieco of her mind. Just at
present Miss Hlariott feels it would be
an iispoakable confort to scold sone-
body. Dissatisfied, curions, troubled, sle
shutIs the doo- and gocs back to solitude
and hier eîciful sitting-roomn.

Reine ioantimîi hmitiries on. Her
way te the station takes lier past lier
cltîcli-ît pale light glimmers inîside,
and she turlis and goes in. One light
only burns-the liglit of hie "ovt-lastinig
lamîp"-anîd by its tiny ray, shc socs
liailf a dozenI kieeling figuros here and
there. Blit no one looks up, ail are
absorbed, and sle glides witliout noise
into a pew and kncels down. Her-
prayc- is wordless, but none the less
eloqutent. The cry of a tortured, hum-
bled, agonized leart nieeds no words.
One is there who reads hearts. ihserere/
lliserere / is the burdon of that voiceloss
cry. AIl other lielp is uînavailing. Hle
who listens huere alone cai help, and

ial, and ha-e mcrey.
In the office of the Baymouîth Phieni:-

gns is flaring at five o'clock this dul
atfternoon, iand the tide of business and
printilig flows on rapidly and coase-

lessly. In his -oom ithe sub-editor,
rather over-woi-ked during lis chief's
absenuce, is prepariig to take an early
departure, and moves about puitting on
his lait aid coat, singiig a clee-ful
though l suîbduîed stave as lie docs so. This
is what M r. O'Siuliivanî sings -

Oi ! lhistle, daughtier, whistle, iid yoit
shall have la cow."

Iever whliseitled in my life anid I can't
whlit:le niow,.

Olh ! wiistle, daughier, wliistle, aind you
shiall hiaven amani."

"I never whistled ii imîy life-bid PlIl whistle
i1 cami"

"Ilt's well to be seii," says Mr. O'Sul-
livan, ii sollioqiuy, " it isn't ii the pri -
sont day she lived, e- it's the cow she'd
harc whistled foi-, not the man. If ail
I liea- be tr-ue-and it's little I know of
thuemi exeopt by hearsay-it's more and
more mer-cenariy ithe wonen are grow-
ing. There is Mrs. Bekwitli-sure she
mktces no secret of what she imai-ied
Beckwitl for-. Tliere is Mrs. Sheldon-
doesn't aIll the world kIow she threw
Longworth to the dogs foi- Sholdon be-
cause-oh i faith, it's the cow they'd
haive whistled for, both of them P'

Mr. O'Sillivan sallies forth, goces to
diuier, at wvhieh meal Mr. Longworth
does not appear. After dinner, and a
moderate anoiit of time spent peace-
fully sioking te aid digeston, the sub-
editor of the Plienix starts off, for his
habitual Constitutional. One of the
prettiest walks, and that which lie nost
affects, is the road that leads to the sta-
tion.

As he draws ncar the church ho espies
in the obscurity a figure that hias a
viguely familiar air. In a moment
lie -ecognizes it-it is Màdemoiselle
einle Liaidelle. Is she going to

chîni-cli at this hour ? There is nothing
out of the conmon or surprising to
O'Suîllivan if she is ; ho goes himiîself
soietimes. But as the light of the
street lamp, burning in front of the
building, falls full on ber face, ho pauses
suddenly. Its deadly pal eness strikes
cven him. Obeying an impulse, he
follows lier in, and takes his place in a
pow near tho door, where lie cai watch
hor, himself unseen.

He scos ber kneel, bury lier face in
her lands, and so renain rigid and
motioiless a long time. Other people
are praying around hi , but their atti

433 -


