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CHAPTER XLY.

THE END.

Every one in Mangnn\s household is on the "look-out"
for the mysterious harper. Ennna is detennino.l to knownext time he comes, what he is, and what he i.,.i't Henrvsnys nothing, but thinks the more.

' ^
At the present point of our story, the doctor and hisady are not at home. They have gone out to take a walk

If the mus.cmn happen to come now, what a sad disa,>
po.ntn.ent to the hopes of both husband and wife !

^

Mary is sitting musingly by the front windows of the
parlor, and is feasting her eyes upon that portrait of whiJhn en .on as long since been made. Till now, that pictur

If h w,
'""' ' ''^' '"" '^^^" '''"^ '^'^ hiding place.

It he, whose representation it is. appear at this lat^seasonhow poor a hkeness will it prove. Why cannot M.;du 11 wtn secret pleasure upon the image that u.s, asLongfellow expresses it, rather than exchange it for some-thing which cau be little more than a shadow ?

" Perhaps I never may again behold,

Thlro7' 1
"'"''' ^'^"••""^^^•'^'•d fonn and semblance,

rhereforo to me you never shall ^row old
But live forever young hi my remembrance.'*

Would not this be better ? Yes
; but

" The heart that has truly loved, never forgets
But as truly loves on to the close

;

'

{As the sun -flower turns on her god, when he sets,
The sania look that gh« turned when he rose "


