
THE HARP.

if grcat hobbledehoys of two and twenty
could know what the word ieant. No,
imy preious boy, this is ou r hist day in
the City, and you are to take Ie to Green-
vood and Prospect Park. That will oc-

CUIpy the day. We will get back to a
si-o'cloek dinner, and thon we are
going to sec ' Rip Vanl Winke,' and by
to-mnorrow mornîing's carliest express
w'e vill shake the wicked dust of Go-
thain off our wandering feet and go
back to Bayiouth-faidr iBaymouth,
peaceful B3.aynouiti-saddcr and wiser
bcings for all this foreign gadding."

But you said-"
Never mind wlat I said. Pay at-

tention to what 1 ai saying now."
"You said I woulid ncet my little

ladies'
".Mr. Dexter, 1 amn on my way to my

apartient to put on my bonnet for our
excursion. Yeu arc to stand at this
door and wait for me until I eomei dlown,
and on penalty of the eternal loss of iny
friendship you are not so imuch as to
name any ladies, ittle or largei n my
hearing fer the rlest of the lagey,

Upon wbich Miss LHariott I sweeps"
out of the roon, and Frank sigls and
resigns hinsclf te his cestiny. Presently
she reappears they hail an omnibus,
and go rattling of' to one of the fcrries,
to begin this last days's sigit-sceing.

It is a long, warn, suniy day. Frank
for'gets bis troubles and enjoys it, looks
at ail the iandsome vaultb, amd mioniu-
ments, and mausoluims with the con-
placent feelings that he is on the rigit
side of themî. Late in the neilow after'-
non they return, and the programme
is gone through, dinner, Booth's, and the
last day in New York is at an end. Next
morning secs them in the train, and
next cvening secs them safely back in
Baymouth.

Dear, dirty New England town !"
murnurs Miss llar'iott, as she lies back
in the cab and watches with contented
eyes the flitting familiar landscape.
" Deair, disagrceable North Baymouth,
. salute youl Frank, I would insist
upon your coming home and stopping
with me during your stay, only 1Iknow
it wouId bore you to deati, and that you
would ever so much rather go te Mrs.
LongwIo'th's."

"WeII, you sec, says Frank, '! Larry's
there and the rest of' the fellows, and I

always stop there, arid it would put yout
out horribly te have a great follow like
me knocking about yoir. little dcll's
house. h'laniks all the saine, Miss ai'
iott. JIt's awfullly jolly to bei with yoII-
sliouldn't w'isih for botter company Iall
my flf-buit it wOuild ])ilt )-ou ont, youl

Anld put yo ou t a gicat deal more-'e,
laugis Miss Blaritt; "i understand,
M.ster Fraink. G ive ny regards to -Mr'.
Loiigw'oi'thi. Tell iiii to coue and sec
me as soon as lie Can, and l'or youi-
show yoir gratitude foi' ail the care i

aIVe takei Of you sinice wC Iet lin the
HLesperia by dropping in every day."

They shake hands and part. M iss
Hlariott's home is a cottage, many
sticets renoved fron either Mis. Long-
worth's or- the Stonc louse-a tiiy,
two-story cottage, with honeysuckie
ciand Virginia crecper, and ail sorts of'
limbing thinigs in front, and grape-

vin es, and thrifty peach and plim trces
in the reair.

A doll's louse, as Frank has said,
w'iti a big bay winîdow bulging out of
eue end, filled w itii roses, and tuhilisias
and rich geraninns. A louse I too
simali to live in, and too big to hang to
your w'atch chain," as Longworth
quotes, but amîply large for Miss harltio
and hier one handmaidei large eioigi,
too, for Lngwo'th hinseif te be iixiu-
rioisly lazy in nany a tinie and oft.

Tihe one servant, a tali, thin, beauti-
fully nîeat and intelligent won:an, openîs
the door to lier mistress, at sirit of'
whomi her whole yellow filce liglts and
glows.

" Weill, Canidace," MisHrotsays,
holding out ier hand, "home again,
you sec. Ah I we don't need the old
song to tell lis there is nîo place like it.
Hlow good it seens to sec the dear littie
house and your famniliari face. And hiow
are yen, and iov are the birds, and the
flowers, and cvery thing, and every-
body ?"

"EveI'yting and everybody are.
well," Cainidace answeis, smiliing jubil-
antly lI over ier face, "l and tiiankî
heaven that misses is back sale and
sound. And Miass Larry's, missie, he's
bein herie ever'yday a'moîst te look af'ter
the garden anid sec that it was fixed as
you liked. And there's a big boocay in
the parlour now, missis, that he sent au


