
THE HARP.

does she talki in that way of Mr. Long-
worth ? What is lie te lier ?"

" Her best, friend in tho world. Sheo
w'as' in the Plenifx oilice almnost froin
the first she addrossed w'rappers and
did light work of' that sort, and was
the solo support of her old grandnother
for ycars. Thon she caught smiall-pox
in soie way, was tuuken to the hospi ti,
remlain ed thoroe two muonîtlhs, and e:în'
ouit as you see her--perfctly blind."

"lion Dieu / How teiiiblc h
Terrible indeed. There secmed noe-

tliing but starî'ation or the poor-house
for Em'îîily aid lier grandmother, and i
thiik of the two, starvation would have
beln preferable to both. She bore lier
bliiiniess bravely, but she broke down
atI the thonghit of tic alishousc. Then
3Mr. .Loigworth came forw:u-d, and in
the imiost mittei-of-fict prosaie, business.
Jike way, said that, as she hiad bcen in
tlie oilice se lon1g, and worked so wel,
she lad a claiî iipon the Phenix whiich
tliat ioble.minuded bild could not disre-
gard--her salary shoild stilI go on as
hefore. It was (ind of lii, ne doubt'"
sa Miss Hariott, in an impartial voice,
" but really nothing more than his duty
uider the cireumstances."

lKind of himll !" exclaims Reile, and
then sle stops aid compresses lier lips.

SOf' course," says Miss lariott,
-coolly; Il do I not say so ? le las con-
tinuied te pay it ever since, and vill go
on idefiniitely. Emily's gratitude is
boundloss; but still she party carns the
money, for she addresses wrappers still,
only at home instead of at the office,
and sows for me and for him vhein we
want hier. She is quite eheerful and re-
signed is you Sea, as she says,
teo maînîy blessings left to ' fly in the
face of Providence' for the one blessing
le lias takien from her."

There is silence for a little, and then
Reine spoaks in a low and broken
voice.

" And I, wîth siglt, and home, and
sister loft, repine and robol agaiis
heîven, grieve and mûoiuin for the
liberty, intd the home, and the friends I
have lost. Oh, miy friend, low tlanîk'
loss, hîow fuit of ingratitude I am. To
go thriough life ahways in night, to sec
noe sun, lie lovely world, îlo flowers, nc
soa, noe suiîmor And yet te kiss th
Iiaud that strilkes 1"

" Do you know Mis. Browniing's
poem, Reine ?" says Miss Hairiott.
" There is one verse I like to think
over, when the past vith all its losses
and crosses cone back to me.
I bless Thee while my days go on,
I thank ilThe whl my dCys go on
Th rough dlark aind deatl; thro' fireand frost,
With eiptied armsi and tr'easur elost,
I bless T ee wlile my days go on."

They go home through the sunset al-
most in silence. At Miss hariott's
gate they part.

Are you coming to-night?" Reine
asks.

e To the croquet party ? Of course
not, child. Th'le idea of playing with
little red and white balls at my time of
life I No, I expect a friend or two this
evening. If you see Frank Dexter, toit
him i vant liimî to corne and sec ie to-
mllorrow Nithout fail. Tho lad goes
moping about no more like hiiself than
I an like a statue of Niobe. I don't
know what's comle to him- Yes, I do
too," says Miss Ilariott, rubbing lier
nose il, a vexed way, " and I like the
boy, and it worrios me. His mother
wants him. 1 liad a letter froni lier te-
day, asking uie Iiow ho is car1ying on,
and thrcatening to cone and fetch him
if he does net report himself speedily
athead-quarters. lis continued absence
annoys old Mr. Longworth, and that
ridiculous fortune wc hear so mnuch of
fluctuates in the balance. Sond hlim to
me, will you, Little Queen ?"

Reine promises and goes, troubled
and anxious about many things. As
she enters the garden she finds Marie,

d all in white, and looking soraphie, lier
I " swet face int sunset lighît upraised
and glorified," gathering flowers for a
bouquet,

<'J0vory one will be here in lalf an
hour, Petite,'' slhp says, 'and hre you
are dusty, and worn, and dishevelled as
usual. How can yoit fancy rlnning
about those ugly streets in the hot after-
tunoon sin, instead of staying sensiby at
home, and imliproving your time anid
your temîper by a siesta ? I am sure
yo and Mias Hariott mîîust bore the
poor' people l'dreadfully with your per-
petual visits. Wear pale yellow to-
niglt, dear Petite, and this red rose in

e your hair."
Comle up with me, Marie," says


