
THE- HARP,

"Yesl I know .then. Because yeu
are a burthen at prosent you must go
away unnoticed -and unknown. They
would not let Annie comne eithcr, but a
few years will ari-ange matters differ-

ntly1Fred, I bot."
Ah I a few years 1 How I wish they

wore past."
They will pass in thoir own good

time," exclained the boy, prophetically.
So now don't make yourseltmisri-able.

But Clara-" he leant over and
whispered.

"Mol she didn't?' the young nian
said as if doubting the ovidonce ot-his
senses.

But she did! She was with Annie
atthe time, and there wero tears in ber
cyes, as she gave it to me. See here it is."

It was a snall link of hair, that he
handed his companion, who took, and
kissed it ecagely, and with a species of'
reverence. ",Oh i now I can go away
gladly indeed. The pain of (lparture
has lost all its bitterness."

They )vent arn la prm, loving]y to-
wards the carriage into which, the
travellers were entering hastily..

''Takeyour seats, gentlemen, please,'
cried an official. "Ah I only one going;
get in sir, if you please." Then he
ulosed the door.

.Good bye, Fred 1", said ,the boy
standing on the platforni, and holding
the hand, extended through the window,
"Good bye ! and.God bless yon I'll tell
Clara all,-and more if you desire it,"
ho added jokingly, and trying in vain
to vink, but2his cyes filled with.tears
in spite of him, and turned his head
away to conceal them.

"ilero, Good bye George. I- suppose
.t would not be unmanly if we kissed one
another ?" He clasped the boy's, hand
ln a vice-like grasp, mnd unmindful of
observant eyes kissed him twice.

The train did:not:mov for a minute,,
but not another word was spoken on.

'either side. .B]3oth ,weremastered by
theií em'otion. Presently,'a shrill.
whisle, a hoarse screan from the engine;
a dùllg'quieck-vibration as of, sorething
Pawingath'egroundin impatience,a a
snort oorf voexp'essiveoftwild, joy4dt:

bcIrelease, andaivay shàt the iilon inonsti:
into the,Âglrious sunlight, draggingits-
freightofyouthhi d À age, ,vealth and
indigenccî joy and 01'i-owi all strangely

intermingled,, Fredeiick. Graham sitting
sadly,. with the lik, ofU fair hair, wet
with therain of kisses ho poured upon.
it, in his thin hand-all speeding wif
lightning swiftness, northwards.

Il

F-edoickz Grahamn had beico five
yeai-s in Paris, tive long, y ycars
devoted by high-hearted youth to deep
and patient stnudy. Among the
thousands who attended the Lectuies ln
the School of Medicine, he vas cvor to
be sen, pale and thohtful, dreading
to nicet the learned ecturers eye, yet
drinlking in, the while, the very soul of
%vhat was uttered, and storing it away
in his busy brain. .Esteceed by his
folio w-students, wild, roarwing dîash ing,
jolly, devil-may-care blades, as a sort of
bandseogood natured dunce, he lived
alone. Mis hoes, if he- luid any, werc
knovn only to hiisclf; his cares, and
they werc nia titudi nons, w-er-e shared
by no loing heart. Nover hearing f-rm
home, dnring that interminable tinie,
friend.less and aimost hopeless,* he
supplied to various journals, affording
himi only scant means of livelihood.
The final exaininations foi- degrees wece
held at length, and Frederick, w-ho, dis-
trusting; his own abilities,,well-nigh
fainted at the trial, barely succeeded in
securing a ,ph ce in the list of young.
doctors. The multiplied labors, lie hiad.
undogone, coupled with the exeitement.
of a contest fron whieh his sensitive.
nature shr-unk, prevailed over bislweak-
ened energy. and constitution, and he
was stricen.odown, ând carried to the
Hotel Dieu, in a fever. _ln an iiterval
of conseiousness ho gave the attending
doctor his address, who imnmed iately-
telegraphed to his friends. Thencie
r'elapseci again, and his ravings. were i.-
newed.

" This is a.bad case, sister,' saidthe.
doctor, thiree days afterwards, to a nieek
attentive nun, who sat at the sickt, man's
head, wiping his wet brow, a' aRbd é'se.
Poverty and neglet hay.e done their
fell work bore. Ie isfearfully attenu-
atcd, and bas, I fear, strengthto
bear him up against the attack. ,PÔor
fellowv?". ~.:w ;

V Oh venay hoe still, may we not
doctor ?E 1-ettrned the tender-hearted
religious.
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