THE HARP,

4y

sleigh, and bring your cotnpany along gafe ; but
T feared you might tose )om way and pcnsh
this wild night.”

“ Don't say another w oul " sxud Carl, © You
‘had better come intg the tslugh and drive : you
know the road better than I do, and: T want' to
enjoy my cignr after all my fatigue. These
horses are not so fresh as yours were, Krie. 1
suppose terror, poor brutes, has taken it out of
them :

So Eric got inlo the sleigh, and the man-
servant who had been thrown out in the first
cncounter with the wolves, rode his horse back,
Carl reclined lazily, and smoked a cigar, in
spite of the snow nnd the raging wind ; .though
it-was not quite so bud when their backs were
turned to it,  Krie, with a heart hounding with
joy, und every mnerve tingling with emotion,
teant towards the horses, and urged them on
with voice and hand, They sprang forward as
ifimbued with his own energy. At the en-
trance of Stettin they met o purty despatched
to their help.  Right glad they were to return,
for it was almost impossible for men' on foot.to
advance ngainst such » storm,

CHAPTER 111.

Arrived at t]lc'lnotci, the bruised servant was
led up-stairs, and got into bed.  Carl and Eric,
ushered by the landlord, found themselves in a
room prép:\'rcd for.ithem, and with cigars and
spirits'on the table, and slippers by the fire,
sat down to enjoy the repose they had \\cll
earned.

u C:ul,” snid Erie, between the whiﬂ‘s of the

meerschanm he was smoking, ¢*do you know
who the lIndies are whom
night?”

¢ No," snid Cm] l\nocl\mg the ashes off his
cigarwith his ﬁngu. T was just going to ask

we rescued to-

you!t" And he-leant back in the deep arm
chair,” and stretched his feet out before the
fire.

#1 don’t suppose, vou \\1]1 ever guus It is
shel”

“ Who 7 ¥

¢ The Indy of the Sistine Chnpcl 1" answered
Bric; *my drenm-—=my vision! "I knew lier
at once as she stood there, her. golden curls
sf;rcuming\in the wind, and her ;beautiful blue
. tyes raised to Henven.,  As we came: ulnng, 1

think she recognized’ mc "
“ And what is her name?
¢ I did ot ask her.
mg’ht n

1 must ﬁn(l out to-

“Not aslk her naine,” snid  Carl,  mising
his eyes in astonishment. ¢« What were you
talking abount so carnestly, that you for[,ob to
ask her name 2"

# Nothing,” said Bric. ¥ She said a great
denl to me about taking her bnck, so that I
mignt help you, and wait Lill you were 1'01\({)‘ to
come buaek with us.”

“«Much obliged to her, Inm sure, for taking
such interest in me.  And what dl(l you sy in
answer Lo hier-proposal ? *

# Nothing,” said Eric.

« Nothing, Eric—nothing? - What were you
thinking about so intently, th.lt you could not
answer her??

¢ [ am not sure,” said he, looking puzzled.

. Well, this must end in love, I should thinls,
ifit is not already begun,” said Carl. ¢ She
must, out of pure gratitude, love the handsome
knight who so gallantly cume to her rescue,
and is yet so daunted by her eyes that he can-
not speak to her.”

« 1 suppose it is-fate,? said Erie.

“And a very pleasant fate, my dear fellow,
to fall in love with o beautiful girl; with the
not improbable hope that she may return your
affection.  But I should like to know the name
of your beautiful lady with the golden locks;
let us ask the lnndlord,” »

# [ never thought of that,” sxud Eric.

¢ Of course not,” u.tmnul Carly laughing.

4 Who ever heard of a lover domg anything
half se matter-of-fact!™ :

The landlord now came in, fo]lowcd by a
waiter ‘bearing a savoury suppu, 1t seemed
as il worthy Merr Wirkmann could not do
honour -enough “to the young man who first
rescued the ladies, and then braved the storm
to go lo the ussi;s(,x_mce,of his friend.

“4You geem Lo know the ladies we were so-
fortunate. as- to’ save - from -the wolves, hest?
Can you tell us who they are, and what are
their names; and do they live in this neigh-
borhood ? " asked Erie, of the hospitable Innd-
lord, now busy. superintending the placing of
the supper, on the table. R

# Yes, noble sir) answered the. host -6 T be-
lieve they live apShuhlon, they are” two 'sis-;
ters, the ladies Marvie and Katrine: von MeHin- -
{hen—at least, so my will told me, for we had.
not seen them Defore, to-night—and: they told:
my wife their name was Mellinthen, and there

Jare no Mellenthens live nearer th.m Strablen,

and that is a good twenty luazues off. " .
t Which is \Tmu." ¥ .1sl\er1 (‘ml—-“ lhc lml\’
with the golden curls




