
THE HARP.

They go homo to the white house
fiing the bay, ail ashino in the light of'
the yu nig.)n Jun moon, and Frank springs
up to bed, whbistling "l My love is but a
lassi yet." H1e would like to dreami of
his ' little lidies,' he tliinics; but nci-
ber tle d:n-k, dreamy-eyed Reinle, no i

the girl with the goldon bair, visit his
sound silm bers ail iigh t.

CHAPTER X.
NOBLEsSE OnLIGE.

Tii evening comes. There is ilitter
and pleasant tuinuit in any Baymonan th
homneos, as mai ds and matrons, sons a nd
fathers, array themselves for Mrs.
Vindsoi 's grand iield nigh t. It is a r'a-

diant sunuiner night, sweet anl starlit,
scented wi h the odou' of dowy roses
and Inignioiiette-a perlect sight for
youth, anud gladness, and foiasting, and
Iaiking merry.

Aftir consideîrable rumination, in
which she lias ignored the young ladies
:ind taîken counel off Longwor'tii, Mis.
Windsor alis decided thbat it shill b a
dancing party. Not :n absolute ball-
the word implies too much-bit some-
thing supposed t bo friiendly and in-
forml, wvith a sit-down supper,a
and conversation for the olders, and un-
linited dancing and flirtation for the
young ones. Sue had thought of atdinneir
pairty ait lirst, but heavy dinner parties
wecre not favorably regarded in Bay-
nouth, and whenî Mrs. Windsor did
open her house, sho lîonestly >vished to
please lier gusts. .To maintain ber
owin dignîity was, of course, always the
best, essenîial; but tiat maintained,
why, thon, eveiybody Inust go home de-
ligited.

Longworth, too, wlio know Baiymouth
tastes, pronouniced in fitvoi of tue
dancei se a tlaieo it w'as te bo, with a
band and a supper from Boston.

Of all who ïtood be'ore their miirrors
aînd anruyed tienselvas sunptuously,
n0ot/ono yotng boauty ai' thomi was in a
more fe(verish il utter than Fian k Doxte.
An irrîosistible and ridiculous lcnging to
sc tlhis goddoss described by Long-
worth was upon hin. H1e vould b glad
to mot 1>dle. Roine onco more, of'
course, and sea those deep, dusk eyes
light into sunshino as she velcomed
him ; but that othor, that unseon sister.

t was of her lie thouîglt as he dressed.
he grow hot and angry in the struggle
vith buttons and collars, and euiffs and
studs, and necties and gloves belore his
glass. INev'er liad lie hibored so liard,
never had le bean so disgusted with the
result. Certainly it was net a lanid-
saine faie Frank saw>', and the genial
boyisli jollity that was its priicipal at-
traction was sadly marred by an aniixiou s
seowl to-night. But lia nlishes at lasit,
na uhed :md heated, goes downII
wai t for Longworth.

Wzaiting forLngworth is, if possible,
a more tiying ordeal than diessinîg.
.Loigworth lias gone bock to the oflice
ai ter' tiier in his cu.stom;u-y coldblood-
cd a nd tiiiexcitable maniniier, remarkiiig
casually tnt he m1ay b late, as there is
a broai aside of vituperation to be poured
into a brother editor in next mi'orning's
edition, but will endcavor lor Frank's
sike te sliauglitei the enemy in as brif
a space as possible. Nine comes, and
thrce is ne Lonirgwoitli. A quarter
past, and Mrs. Tetty Sheldon, dazzling
in the sanlmon pink and peari neklace
-an old gage d'amour o Longworth's
by the way-her large, beautifuil arms,
and plump, polisied shoulders sparkling
in the gasiliglht, sails in.

Wili I do, Fi'anîk ? Do you like my
dress? Arc you coming ?"

" Can't, uinfortunuately, yet awhile-
waiting for Loiigwoi'ti. 1mpossible for
Ine to go without him, you know. Your
dress is ravishing, Totty-you are
bouînd to bo the beauty of the ball.

"No hope of that, I foar. Yeu for-
go Larry's description of Miss Lan-
tfelle. Only 1 ronder if' lie menant it.
Will, au revoitr flor the presen t.

She gathers up hier rich train, and
takces his arm to the cab waitir-g at the
door. iiaa, in a golden br'ownî silk
that has soen soene service, follow's, and
tiey drive ofl. Frank paces tip aind
down, gr'ownlig inaniidiibeo niiathenais
upoi Loingwiorth, lingering over his im-
becile newspaper' piiagraphs for no
other reiason, Franik is convinced, than
to exasporate iuin imto a braim fever.

But all tlhiugs end, and prescntly the
lagga'trl comes, the red tip of his cigar
an neu nîcing lis approach froin afar o',
with hi bis usual loisIr'ely aind dcliborate
stop. No liuman being can recall ithe


