
2 THE HARP.

This wîas 'he very inopportune montent at li hippy ? lsi't ie as rich ais tiy iire *? Hu y

vbich Cressy thought proper te iuburden ber- .Cs soiietliing in those nist letters

self of a question wvhich hias been puzziiig lier She pmîised as lier eye fell on the ldisordered
little head ever silice she and lier father came pile of themn thnt lay on the table. " miglit I
te Eilsheelan, liaNy fron snioly, foggy have ee little look I woider ?" Only tie ui-

London. ripe curiosity of i woni-nii ! 'l'le litt el lprit

"Pa," she asked iinoceitly, ' why don't we cast aî guiI ty glance aroind, and Ieered ino mn

visit at the Castile ? Everyone else goes there- of the open letters. Hardl had she' reiad ift

lie Sack wells, tlie Thorntons, tlie Binglais, throuigh, ilien siIvery peal of laiglhter Plroke

everybody. Why don 'et ie ? " froi lieri but the giddy child soon eliinîgel t(i

She stopped in dismllay, seeing tlic evl i graver m(ood ils she retlecteid

scowl lier idle query liad called up te Mr. Art .Poor tapae l a lt twilv l' Siî r tlî s

slade's face. It had raikled i wound deep aIFi-Y lits luit u1ilIle to illini w o hiever

down in his leart. titd lis tîl he wolil oni asI Me waIIt

Why do0 Yet asli chi ?I '' hi, sad u tî
I-I didnl't thin'lk Ia vas an imrîn Pa- Anîd the litho fairy sigled als th lgh ishle wvere

indeed I did not-ouI Ge c ilîwi personified.
'Well, well whatab ut h ? He lias net Wy d )esn)'t a liikIe (erald " slie vent

beeu ailnoying You, be lié elp? on in tic sane coitemlaliti me îîood. "1 l'itm sure
Oh e a, is it Griild. No but he d be se everyone dotes on Gerald. Blht oh I dear, tlere

glad I went to tht Castl like the rest cf tlem Jis ten oelock, and I promisel ti ieet iini to
-it's such agrand ol l place and liey have go for primiroses to tlle wood-the ie- batli lie
such fun t Whi nobod ever cones here ouly foind out vesterday-ver tlower îs yellow as-
tle tithe-procei., Only for Gerald-' gold ! Mary, Miiry, my liai! Do uni, llease, li 

D- Gerald 1' exelaimied Mr. Artslade, in au awfIIl hurry.
savaglyi. Cress I forbid von te see th t boe

re' . I>i Vith iber shiiiii -elwîSirtreaîiilig fre
again. I hate hiin for a prod liuppy. to the wind, and ier strawhat grasped carelessly

z01 te den toh, ferid t m yiiiher imnd, Cressy hiirried tlrougl tl e liivii.

cried Cresar earnestly tlie tears starting to ber 1p the little borheen that led te the wooi, and
lriglit ey. "e us I t friend 1 have ilinost into ile amis of a flill, hanisomîre Ir y
except yourscf, papa It s ne oeers, I lealied out of the iroad te nicet ier.

and thraslies aIl the bed bo 1 t Dear Gerald, ain i ]ltîe? lhe crieîl brenth-
ihose horrid IessousoiSt as asi as if e ere Is uil- rtnulinug. " Won1% tle d lovel

,nice. Oh! lpa, if i ou nly knie r hérid' olt bave a and tinie ini thie WoI."

Why I should bc dead if 1. hadn't bin d u d ..ddy/Cresaid
stupid Charlie Sackwell but be's nobody. i iîirúsctdam s

Mr. Artslade groaned, and turned te a deep lia-Cv v neli vour balink or n

bar-windov te hide his agony-for te Cress-' You bold loÿ w-hy ca ti coice to li I

eulogy there was no answer. "I wisb I coild Cres 1t I iiist go to <lie
Suddenly a loud bugle-note sounded tbrougli hruit. Youl kn11ow iV e close tle seasoh. to-day;

the valley- ontside. and papa will have a grand irut lit the Clstle

r The hounds. the hounds !" cried Cres'sy, rush- to-night. 1 bc goiig te College to-iiiorroew
ing joyoIsly te the wvindow, as tle pack with so papa wouldi't hear of Imy leaviig the ltint.
their merry huntsman d s rlet-contedretinue We're tohaveagrent dafyat theloui taiin Cover.I
swept ,past on the road below, and moiited the ihv I could go iwith yoi, Gerald' siglhed
acclivity on whiiitli the Castle of Kilsieelan Cressy, loohlciig tenderly up into his cleai-, eaîrnies;t
stood. face.

Mr. Artslade tîîrned fron the siglt as if it "l You little fool i What w6uld youi île if you
blinded Plim, and tore fromtî tle reoomî in firy. caine te a stonewall ?

What can be i.te inatter w-ith papa, to-day t rWlyyoi'dhelp me over, ofeoiii-se. Wouildit
said Cressy, witl a puzzled look. "Hle's crosser yoiu ?" ias the saucy reply.
tian usal, and-" this with a little shudder- And if 11r. Artslide saw the caress w-ith which
ilel's alvays cross enioigh. Poor papa! wly Gerald answered ber, and if le sai the light
can't lie be like O'Dwyer Garv and all thie rest of learted pair as thiey loOkeI amng the green.
tbem-ride te bounds, h ave grand dinners, and trees this sunny April ioriing, the siglt might


