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fiting te hour and the oditor's humor sle -efused ta sing in the saloon of the
falls ipon him. They aro some twenty Hesporia, but said she hoped to sing for
miinutos in reaching Miss Ilariott's COL- is yet ? ILt filasled upon me at that me-
tage, wheore ligbhts shiln chocrily, and inlc it.'
wheneo Imerry iusio cones. Miss IHar- "By Jove what iL is to be clever.
riott risos fron her piano, net at ail too But then my hend was always M ead of
tired lo greet and welcome the Lwo wood-nver lad n blessed. thing to
g otinmo. fiash aaipn Imle in ny ifo, give you mny

o IL is good to son yon hone agnin, word. Longworth sanys the ene I didn't
Miss n'iott," oingvi-ti says, throw- sco and vaited te soo is a gom of the
ing himrnsIf ilito a big chair, a genial iirst water. In fnet, as he raves so mieh
look in his cycs. Whencver, during about lier bmuty, aid us his talent fer
yuir absonce, I loit partieu arly dead domestic liction is so well iknown, 
tir-ed anid de os ponilent, whei subscribers bogin ta believe she is pock m aiked . Did
refused te pay, whelcn all the world waîs yoiu sec her ?"
hollow and life a dreary mnockcr.y, I "L liad a glinpso of lier that last day
ised ta cone Icre and sit in this chair, in saying good bye, and I d id not notice
and have in Candace, and talk of you. I any paok naks. It is as well, however,
used to bring your lotters bre ta rond. te take Lariy's enthusim with a pineh
I don't say doing tIis wus altagolhor of sait. A poet in te past is apt te bo
satisfactory, but iL was the best that chupsodical in the proscnt."
could b lono iiiider the cir stances." '.I)on't allude te the poetry, 1 im-

"Don't believo a word of if, Miss 11ai- ploro," says Liongworth.
iott," interposes Frank. " A groater It is really ano of the few vuîlnerable
humbug than Longworth inever lived. plaeos in his arinour, tlaut bygone vo-
Instead of spooning here with Candaco lime of Shelley-and water. Miss lar-
and vcoping over yoir letters, lie w;s iott possessos a copy and holds ut evor
n Mrs. Windsor's back parlour drinking luim in perpetual erromil.

toa. I nover thouglht it of you, Iarry ; " Miss Hlu'iott," says Frank, " 1
but yo are tui-ning out a reguiar Lame soarched every bookstore in New York
cat. Bockwith-though a fool ini a for a copy of. L7arry's poens-oh, good
general way-was correct in his re- Iud, poems !-and give yen my honor I.
marks at dinnor to-day, by George i If couidnt find onte. Noi, you have the
a follow doesn't marry, and give haif a book, I believe. Look hero-al ladies
dozen hostages ta fortune bofo.o he's liko diamonds--l'Il give you the hand-
tiirty he's certain ta devolop into a tamo soinest diameond ring in Tiffany's for
ec that bOok'.

" Thon lot us trust you will not up ta " If she dos," says Longworth,
thoso noblo soirtiments, Baby, and pr- "I Il have yoir blood with the bootjack
sont your first hostage te fortuito, in the beoi- yon sloop to-night."
shape of a wifo, as soon as may bc. Il I ianagod te got a copy of his
Thouigh at the saimo Lime the ral of novel," pursues young )Dexter. "' Firo
tamo cat is by no ieans to h despised. and liiit.,' That wasn't hard te got,
Do you put in an apparanc ut Mrs. bless yonI The publishor issucd tire
Win(isoi's 'siail and early ' ai Thurs- huindred foir the tirst e(ition--though t
day night, Miss haiott?" he had got hold of a Now York Dumas,

"II have a card. Yes, 1 think se, fils-told mc so-and he hs faut- hud
Frank, don't forgot those glovos-six rd and soventy-five on his shelves to
and throo-qua-ters--- this lday, That was sevan years ago.

Dark browns and grays. Oh, l'Il Yeu had botter think it over, Miss Ear-
lot forget, althoigh I think it was aw- iott. No onoe vill over- make yen such

fully Itil)unanome of yon, Miss Hariott, an offer agin--tIte handsoest solitii-o
te koop me inl tle dai-k. I doln't s in Timiny's for Loiigworth's peoims "
inich iiind *Lonigortiith-iL', lilke his Tliiiiik youi. l'Il thiink Of it," ros-
sclhishness; but I woulidi't havu oxpoot- ponds the lady. "It is a pity tle gifted
cd it or yoiu. How% long havoyou niown aiuthor couldi't lave sold tlhcm aill at tho
who they woro?" samo pirico. Lauroine, tell me low yo

"Do you romoinber that nighlt when lilo our two young ladies froniFranco?'


