
nto THE HARP.

" One of them is not frou i"îrance.
.Barring the slight drawback o' having
been bonIl iln Paris, and havilng h ad a
French father, she is to all in tots and
pur-poses an Engish girl. She has lived
in codon ail her lie."

" And thc other in Roien. She tld
nme thiat, lthugh she was wondleriily
reticent about herself. Tlink of the
litte brown-eyed pussy sitting there so
demurely day after day, listening t
Frank and I discoursing aymouth, and
never dropping a hint that she vwas
going there."

Longworth laugis sigbtly.
SUe is a yoing person wvho cau keep

her ownî secrets if she has any to keep,
and hold her own with tu stately grand-
imother. I doni't think 31ademoiselle
Jteine and Madane Wind.oir vill hit it
of wvell. 31ademoiselle is wiser in hler
generation than the little one."

" an't iike Ms. Windsor," says
Miss Hariott inpetioisiy. 'I can't
forgive her for being se flinty to that
por daughter of hers HIow are she
leave lier in poverty because she ran
away with the man shc loved ? I sup-
pose poor Mary Windsor did die poor ?"

Madame Landelle certainly died
poor--xtrenmely poor, from what I can
learn. Marie is comnenicative enough.
Landelle taught French and mIusic-
mamma was always ailing-who cver
knew an Ameican nmatron wo was net
always aiing ?--her doctois bills so
ian away with pool Landelle's earnings
that they were peipetuially in debt, per-
petually receiving notices to quit from
indignant landladies. T can infer, too,
that poor mamma was f'etful and frac-
tious, eter'nally bewailing the luxury of
the past and the nisery of the present.
I think that unlucky Hippolyte Lian-
delle mnust have 'ealized the dismial
truth of the proverb about naurying in
haste and repenting at leisure. I think
he fully exp iated lis sin of iiling
away with a heiress. But she is dead
now, rest her soul, and on the whole
Madame Windsor.is disposed to act ge-
nerously towards her gr'anddaughteis."

"Is she dispesed to act kindly ?" in-
quires Miss Hariott, abruiptly.

"Well, you know, indiscrininate
kindness is notone of the weakness of
ber nature. In ber own way, and if they
will lot her, I think she is."

"elht do youi ean by ' if tlhy will
lut her?"

l If they are like Uriah H'ep,'umble,
if tliey i11101 her, if' they tlke painls to
pliese--""e c they riige i f they criwl, if' thy
toady-hah! I i have no patience withî
the woman, nor with you eithe', Larry,
when you defend her.'"

" Comle away, Miss Hariott, don't lot
your feelings carry you away. Shc is
kind. Does not the pIr'ty look like
it?"

"This pariy sfr hel own sake, not
theirs. 'I am) the greates. t idy in thu
land. It is due to mue that mîy gr'anid-
daughtCrs are received into the very
best eii'cles of' this nufacturing New
Eiigiiil town. Ha1viig received tliemi,
a slight shown to theni is a sligit shownm
te Ie. 1 do not like thei, they are in-
tr'ader's, bat [ an Mîrs. Windsor of the
Stoe House, and nobility obliges.
Tlheieforîe they shall be presented tu
awestrickeni and aIdiiring Baymlnou ti in
a grand. coup de thcatre on Thursday

igL.' Dnn't let is talk about it. i
have no patience vith the womnan, f re-
p eat.

So I pcive. I thiink it would be
better and mlore like you, Miss lariott,
if you had. She is a pr'ofoundly disap-
pointed woman-disappointed in her
ambition, leri love, and hei' piide. And
t is not your ietier te be hard on the

absent."
"l Thank you, Larry, says Miss IHar-

iott, and holds out ber hands. " You
are a friend. Com-e, what shall I play
for youi? Ilere is onîe of' Choipin's
inarels in two dozen flats, and no ond
ofldouible shar'ps. Will you have th:it ?"

They linger long, and Candace brings
in tea and transparent biscuits. Long-
vorti is I taine Cat " enougli te like
tea, and sips the Cup she gives hilm with
relish. They Cail te gossiping about new
books, until Frank, wlomî literature na-
turally bores, yawis drenmily, and
brings the eye of his hostess upon
himni.

"Take that child hone and put hini
to bed," she says te Longworth. "We
might have kInown it was dreadfully in-
discret to allow a boy of his tender age
te sit up until a quarter to eleven.
Good night, Y ranky; good night, Larry,
and thank yeu for everything"


