
THE HARP. 147

scietiies vontured a duet, having NI- It is, Miss D'Alton. That sketch is
ly Nirise and ny cousin foer ai appreci- of a beauîtiful home, boyond the Atlan-
ativo audience,"aswered Amy. '- Wlint tic; anid te tints aro those of tho Indii
says te ' Queni of, the UMa y? ' Sumier, which corresponds with your

ie I uee of' the May '" only biash- Iarvost. Indood the perfection of the
ed and rose. She was taken to the sketch would demand aifeoftheabori-
piani by M 1 . M on, her kind and de- gines and a canne or two along the
voted patron. Aiiy stood by, nid Mr. ilining water. I thi ink of addiig thenti
Leytoin Symour turned tie music. to-morrw.
-iFlow on, thou shining river!"was Amy w'aitod for more informatioi.
chr:ingly rendered. She waited in vain.

lter the applatuse and t hanks had "T ho proprietor of suchi an estwblish-
ceased, M r. Seyinoiur- said the l shinling ment mnîust he rich, and miglit b hap-
river reminded him oi the Ghen leading py," Father Power put in; but r.
up I I.D'Aiton's, and the siigular Soymocuîîr made un remark, and the coi-
apparition sta te tto have occuirred th ee paiin wer'e too polite to for ce a confi-
some tUe :ago." dence te whiebii no une lind any chlin.

Fathler N'ed Power'," .Sy Amiy was full of ihoight, and built
,- do you beieve in apparitions ?many'istlos in the air-. This wis evi-

Weil, it wvould lie lificute to ey dd, et-tlhat Mr. Seymour. was ai artist
"ppritions :ud admit hie .1oly i hald been in America, and had known
tures. the coiintry and people; and who knows

Fathlu Ned, what of' the lPookah's aftei ai, but the beauitifil mansion be
liole?" said Father .lin. longed to himiitsolf. "But w'hat is that

"I am not going toi nvolve mysclf i to me,'' "Jhe inquired of her busy set of
coiflicts Ntit the thiis,' said Fathe feelin gs, and, as usuai, s laughecd at
Ned but th10re vas a wicked light m herself-aughed at lier own absurdity.
hiS eyes-whichi imighlt meai thaFath- A loud ring at the door ianounced a
er .Ned knew a gr.cat deal inore. visitor.

Aiy had for sonme thne been loking " Crichawn " caime in and iancled a
over a portiolio. She start'ed with a card to Mr. Leyton Seymour. Mr. Sey-
sligit. exclamation. Clira wias by her mour looked atonished, but said noth-
msue- ing. A i ely oit aiarined-she knew not

"see you like that sketch" remnar
ýed Miss Meldon. i.. Scymou' rose fremn his chair and

"Oh 'Lis imost beautiftil. Is i t iincy, inoved towards the (ooi-; but Mr. Mcl-
or las ,uch a sketih ain Original ?" don at once said, Any friend of yours
Illr eyes dilated at the view, is welomne hru.

What was it? It was a mansion by
a lak, hi sieid i t.-eli' like n ii- J3 cggig preit, hW ecî ri. Sey-

ed-u m away ; an th narrow ae 1pproachaeid the door. " Crichawn " held

w'as Spailnied by a b so l ad the boit m his hand tightly. He steop-
beautifuil that isemO made for spirits ed over tO Mr. Seyniour âind whispered
to pass over,. The mansion was regl v e- distmcly.

in its looks and luxurieant in veght te com in only h'd
roundiiting. fighton the ladies-and Miss Amy. But

Clara evidci tly enjoyed .Aiîy's won- ni matter," said " Crielawn ;" no mat-

du; ad Amy, 1ising h e eyos, saw thie teri; you doi't care ut pin foru lim ;" and
quizzill looek of ier yoniig friend. hi spped nte Mr. Symours hand a

"Oh1,, you havesoni thatplace, Clara? revolver.
Isec yo have." The visitor N'as III. Charles Bariing,

"I know who mnde the sketch at any who liad lost the live hiundred pounds
rute," answored Clam, 'u"limg and on tue race dyin Traior, where, for
slo turned hoi oyes towards Mr. Loy- roasons more Mir. Mekon's than his own,
teu Scymour. M. Ley'ton Seymîouir vas. preteit and

I Oh, Mr. Scynioir 1 Tlie sketch is betted on the various natches.
'yoursi la it takei froim nattre ?" Mr. Scymocuir liad over'heaid Janes


