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fitting the hour and the editor’s humor
falls upon him. They aro some twenty
minuates in reaching Miss Hariotl's cot-
tage, where lights shine cheerily, and
wheunee merry music comes,  Miss Ilar-
riott rises from her piano, not at all teo
tirved to greet and welcome the two
gentlemen.

“Ttis good lo sce yon home again,
Miss Hariott,” Tongworth says, throw-
ing himsel{ into & big chair, a geninl
look in hig eyes. ¢« Whenever, during
your absence, L felt partienlarly dead
tired and despondent, when snbscribers
refused to pay, when all -the world was
hollow and life a dreary mockery, 1
used to come here and sit in this chair,
and have in Candace, and talk of you. |
used to bring your letters here to vead.
L don’t say doing this was altogether
satisfuctory, but it was the best that
could be done under the circumstances.”

““ Don’t believo o word of it, Miss Har-
iott,” interposes Feank, A grouater
humbug than Longworth never lived.
Instend of spooning here with Candace
and weeping over your letters, ho wis
in Mrs. Windsor's back parlour drinking
tea. I neverthought it of you, Lurry;
but you are turning out a regular tame
eat. Bockwith—though' a fool inia
general  way—was correct in  his re-
marks at dinner to-day, by George! If
a follow doosn’t murry, and give half a
dozen hostages to fortune before he's
thirty heo's certain to develop intoa tamo
cat.” C

“Then leb us trust you will act up to
those noble sentiments, Baby, and pre-
senl your first hostage to fortuue, in the
shape of a wifo, as soon as may be.
Though at the same time the role of
tame cat is by no means to be despised.
Do you put in an appearance at Mrs,
Windsor's ‘small and carly " on Thurs-

day night, Miss Hariott?”

“I have a card. Yes, I .think so,
Prank, don't forget those gloves—six
and three-quarters— —" ;

“Darle browns and grays, Oh, T'li
not forget, although L think it was aw-
fully unhandsome of you, Miss Hariott,
to keep mo in the dark. T don't so
mueh mind Longworth—it's like his
sclfishness; but 1 wouldn’t have expeet
od it of you. How long haveyon known
who they wore?” ‘ ‘

“ Do you romoember. that night when

she refused to sing in the saloon of the
Hesperin, but said she hoped to sing for
us yet? 1t flashied upon me at that mo-
ment.”

“ By Jove!l what il is to be clover.
But then my head was always made of
wood—never had o blessed  thing to
flash npon me in my hfe, give you my
word, Longworth says the one L didn’t
seo and wanted to sce is 2 gem of the
first waler. In fact, as he raves so mueh
about her beauty, and as his talent for
domestic fiction 15 so well known, |
begin to believe sheis pockmarked. Did
you see her ?”

“I had a glimpse of her that last day
in saying good bye, and I did not notice
any pockmarks. Tt is as well, however,
to take Larry’s enthusiasm with a pinch
of salt. A poet in the past is apt to be
rhapsodical in the present.”

“Don't allude to tho poctry, L im-
plore,” says Longworth.

It is really one of the fow vulnerable
places in his armour, that bygone vo-
lume of ‘Shelley-and water.  Miss Har--
iott possesses a-copy, and holds- it over
him in perpetual terrorem.

“ Miss  Harviott,” “says” Frank, « 1T
searched every bookstore in New York
for a copy of Liarry's poems—oh, good
lad, poems t—and give youmy honor I
couldn’t find one.  Now, yon have the
book, I believe.  Look here—all ladies
like diamonds—1’ll give you. the hand-
somest diamond ring in Tiffany’s for
that book.”

“1f' she does,” says Longworth,
“7T'It have your blood with the bootjuck
before you sleep to-night.” ,

[ managed to get a copy of his
novel,” pursues young Dexter. “* Fire
and  Blint)” That wasn't hard to get,
bless you! The - publisher issued *tive
hundred for the first edition—thought
he had got hold of a New York Dumas,
fils—told me so——and he has four hund-.
red and seventy-five on his shelves to
this day. 'That was scven years ago.
You had better think it over, Miss Tlar-
iott. No one will ever make :you such
an offer again—the handsomest solitaire
in Tiffany’s for Longworth’s poems "
o fPhanleyou. Ul think  of it,” res-
ponds-the lady. “ It is apity the gifted
author conldn’s have sold them all at tho
samo price. Laurence, tell me how you
like our Lwo young ladies from France ?',




