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T he 1 nv sible H a rp
A Musical Ghost Storp From. a Western Hom es lea d

N TWITHSTANDING the objections of my
parents, who maintained that in three yearsI could save the price of an improved farmn
f rom my modest salary, I had resolved to

go homesteading. Vivid word pictures of the
dreary if e of the solitary homesteader, doomed
for six montbs each year to a hermit-like existence
far fromn civilization, failed to shake my purpose.
Thougli I knew that much of wliat they said was
true, still the idea of choosz.-g niy own piece of
earth, a piece unsullied by the touch of man, fresh,
as it were, fromn the hand of the Creator, and
shaping it to my own ideas, exercised somte subtie
fascination, over nme, as it doubtless lias over the
minds of tbousands.

This, then, accounted for my presence at Roscow,
a new Northern Alberta town in the centre of an
undeveloped but promising district where land was
rapidly being taken up. At the hotel the evening
of my arrivai I had engaged in casual conversation
an elderly man, evidently a resident, and had asked
if lie knew of any good government land there-
abouts.

"Settiers have been coming in so fast lately," hie
replied, "that you'll have to go out some six or
seven miles for a lirst-class quarter-section. Th'ere's
a bundred-acre fraction up the river, tliough-a
littie rough, -but pretty. Mile and a haîf above
town."

"Why, that's just what I want 1" 1 exclaimed, de-
lightedly. "I would like nothing better than to
lie located on the river, especially if the view is
good,,and I wouldn't care a snap if it was flot a full
quarter-section or even if the land was broken or
poor. A mile and a haîf from town! Why, that's
flot much outside the town limits, and if this place
becomnes a distributing point, as people expect, it
will be part of the city some day."

"Riglit you are, and you neyer saw a prettiei
view in your life," lie replied ; "fine meadowland,
sloping gradually to tlie river. Good spring on it;
lots of timber for building; the soul ain't so bad,
eit'her."

"Then wliy bas it not been taken long ago ?" I
asked.

"Ah! that's qu.ite a story, my boy. It has been
taken-twice; but now it's open again. It has a
Ilistory-that homnestead bas. The first man that
tried to prove up on it hanged himself; the second
wehlad to send to Ponoka, crazy as a loon. Tliere's
something wrong witli the place, lad. No Indian
will cross it if hie can help it, and neyer would.
Nobody wants that place, and if you take my advice
yQu'll leave it alone." 'His voice sank to a whisper.
"It's baunted 1',

"Oh, go on !" 1 remonstrated, laughingly; "I may
lie fresh fromn the city, ail riglit, but surely you
don't expect me to swallow any sucb yarn as that.""Weil, I was just telling you." He drew a news-
paper fromn bis pocket and commenced to read.

I considered for a moment; somehow bie did flot
look like a frivolous person given to stringing
tenderfeet. "Corne, now, don't get offended," I
Pi)ologized; "let's have adrink and tell me aIl
about it."

We bad a dnink-two or three, in fact. With a
bottie in my pocket to keep the old fellow's talking
apparatus, lubricated, we went up ta my roomn, and
there, seated on the littie bed, lie related the fol-
lowing stranige story:

"It was about three years ago, wliený Roscow
was a mere fur-trading centre, and railroad com-
munication was unthouglit of, that Ban-jo Sam
drifted into the community. He was a little dried-
up nigger, and that's thie rame we gave himn, on
account of bim everlastingly twangin' that ban -î'o
of bis. AIl the dancing folk-and that was about
everyb.ody-were a littie tireil of Old Mlichael, wbo
was a good trapper but a mighty paoo fiddler, and
Sam, who really could play, was a welcomne relief.
Being a good-natured nigger, thougi lie lad some
mighty peculiar ways, lie got to be rigfht popular,
and lie 'bowed lie was goin' to settie down here, so
lie takes Up a homestead-tbat fraction I'm telling
vou about.',

TH speaker paused and gazed at the ceiling
Iremniniscently. Presently lie continued:

"Well, sir, no sooner does lie go to live on that
place than his queerness begins to stick ont more
pronounced-like, When lie cornes to town he's
always talking about înventing somie new musical
instrument. No one ever saw bis invention until
after hit. death, but folks passing his place at niglit
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could hear some queer sort of music, like a cross
between a banjo and a barp.

"Weil, finally, it having been some tbree weeks
since Sam had been to town and I was happening
to be out that -way, 1 thought I'd drop in ta se
him. No fniendly smoke cunled above bis cbimney
as I drew nigb. The door swung back and forth
on cranky binges. A rabbit bounded out the door
as I approacbed. There was paon Samn, banging
by tbe neck from the middle rafter. He bad been
dead for some tim-e, sa the Mounted Police said
when tliey cut the body down. His banjo and a
crazy-looking instrument were iying on the faoon-
bath can still be seen at the barracks.

"Weil, that part is flot so very strange. Other
bomesteaders bave shuffled off the samne way. But
here's the queer part. Wlienever a bad stormn raged
at nigbt iSam's banjo can still be heard; not the
tinkie of any human-made instrument, mind you,
but a wild, rhunderous, discordant twanging, accom-
panied by a horrible, weird sound, something like a
fiddler makes when hie rubs lis finger up and' down
the E string.

"Two or tbree that lad a kind of hankerin' after
that place decided it would lie just as well ta file
on better land funther out when they got bold of
its history."

After a generous pull at the bottle the narrator
resumed bis tale:

"Weil, 'Heusler wasn't that kind of a chap at ail.
Just Iaughed when lie heard the story. Said that
sort of rubbish wouldn't sound so bad if it liappened
in an old-settled country, like England or even
Eastern iCanada, wbere there are decayed bouses
that look ghostly enaugh, but in a new country
it was nidiculous.

"He was a fine, strappin' fellow-young Heusler
was-and a good worker, too. Wel, sir, lie filed on
that homestead and went out there every nîglt, but
we noticed that, for ail lis big talk, lie didn't sleep
in Sam's cabin, but built himself another close by.
For over a montl lie came in negularly every morn-
ing to wonk on the new Methodist Chuncli, him
heing a carpenter by trade. Asked how lie liked
associatin' witli Sam's gb.ost, lie called us a lot of
aid grannys. 'I did bear some sort of hummin' one
windy niglit,' lie says. 'l suppose tbat's wbat you
imnagined ta lie Sam's music, but yau bet it didn't
scane me none. T'was only the wind whistling
througli the tree-tops.'

"\YJELL, Heusier seemed ta get aiong ail riglit,
YVand we that had beard the ghostly music

are beginning to think we'd only'imagined it, after
ail, wlen one nigît tlere cames a terrible-storm.
The next monning Heusier didn't show up, altbaugli
it was a brigît, dlean morning. Along in the after-
noan lie came down the road, unsteadily, like a
drunken man, only lie was a man that neyer ]et
liquor get the best of bim. His face was very paie
and baggard and most of bis talk was rambling-like,
aIl about harps on higl and angels singing and
sucli. As hie passed the poolroom, where a squeaky
phonognapli was disturbing the peace, lie gat quite
agitated. Altogether, it was quite plain that Sam's
ghostly banjo lad got the best of paon Heusler,
Sa we sent himi down ta, the asylum; thougli we
heard later that lie gat ail niglit again in a few
weeks. He',s neyer showed up around lere, how-
ever.

"Sa there you are, my boy. If you don't believe
it. ask the Mayor of the town, or tlie newspaper
editar,,or anybody that's lived here a year. Nobody
bas moniçLyed with that place since. It'd sure make
a.nice piece of property-so close ta tawn. It's too
close ta go unciaimed forever. Someone will lay
the ghost and realize a tidy littie fortune when the
town grows up. If yau've got the nenve, why go
ta it, Young man."

Next morning I walked out ta, the mystenious
homestead, easily necagnizing it by the description
given. It was tnu-ly a be2autiful place. A,ýbout hlf
of it lay on the top of a flat benrh; the othen haî
sloped gradually in soif, undulating rails of green
meadow ta the river, on whidli a mnotar-boat was,
p)uttering cheenfuilly. Clumps of bulshes here and
thene gave it a 13ark-iike appe,-rance. The few dead
trees that slightly manred the landscape could easily
lie reemoved, I decided. Along the top of the bendli
lay somne forty acres of oi)en meadowv 1-Tost neady
for the plow. But back of that, back of the narrow
strip fVhat extended'a.long the brow of- the bench-

ah! there was the discordant note. There lay a
dense forest of dead trees, fire-killed many years
before. Leafless and barkless tbey stood or leaned
on each other in aIl manner of grotesque positions,
wbite, witbered, crumbling skeletons of tlie long
ago. No underbrush relieved their gbastly naked-
ness; only crawly, slimy vegetation flounisbed in
that swampy desolation. It seemed like a bit of
tbis fae eartli blastedi by the breatb of God. I
ýstood gazing at this picture of desolation and death
for some time; then turned taward tbe river. How
different tbe view in that direction. As beautiful
as the other was abhorrent!

C OEto a spring that bubbled forth a stneamlet
of parkling water, stood the log cabin of

Banjo ýSam. I entered and gazed at the rafter from
whicli the unfortunate negro's dead body liad been
cut down. Ugli! it was a creepy-booking place. I
was glad to get outside. Some littie distance off,
near two taîl trees, stood the well-built cabin of
Heusler, the carpenter. This I decided to, pre-empt
-for I had already resolved, gliost or no gliost, to,
become tbe possessor of this beautiful estate. The
dead. forest could be burned easily, I thouglit, and
probably the swampy land could be drained and
made tillable.

Returning to town, I made some discreet in-
quiries. The Mayor and two business men assured
me that the strange story I lhad heard was true in
every particular. AIl tliree of tliem had beard on
stormy nigbts a distinct sound, as of a banjo or
barp, wlen haîf a mile or more fromn the place.
Tliey could offer no explanation of the phenomena,
but ail were quite certain they would nat stay there
alone at night under any circumstances. Thle news-
paper editor sliowed me bis file, and I read the
account of Heusler's experience. No paper bad
been publisled wben Banjo;Sam committed suicide.

Having learned ail I could, I entened the local
land agent's office and filed on the fraction-a ten-
dollar bet witb the government that I could fulfili
the requirements necessary for a patent, the chief
one being residence on the place six montlis each
yean for tbree years.

I liired a drayman to liaul somte furniture and
p)rovisions to my honiestead, bougbt a saddle-horse,and prepared to ]ive on the place six montbs, or
uintil late in the fall.

The first niglit I did not sleep very well. From
the abyssmal deptlis of tbe dead forest came a
dismal creaking and moaning-tliat my vivid imagina-
tion was only too neady ta interpret as the struggles
of departed spirits. At irregular intervals a coyote
gave vent to bis mournful cry-a long, drawn-out
wail like tbat of a woman in agony. However, the
nig lit passed uneventfully and I felt encouraged.

The next niglit the coyote and the dead trees dis-
turbed me liardly at ail, and after the first week I
did not feel even the least tremor of fear.

In town I was an abject of cuniosity, the local
paper having printed a lunid history of the so-
called baunted homeytead, together witli an account
of myself and my "Cbravery" in sleeping there alone.
Wlen questioned on the subject, I answered in a
liglit, disdainful way, as if sucb exploits were as
nothing to a daredevil like myself. The Young
ladies were flot averse to getting acquainted with
me, and in my awn estimation I grew more and
more important as time wore on.

But, as ever, pride goeth before a fali. I was
awakened one nigbt by a humming noise; somte-
tbing low and vibrant, like the wind blowing against
a stretclied rubber band on your bicycle, but louder
than a ihousand rubber bands. iSitting boit uprigit,
in bed, I clasped my pistol and listened for a repe-
tition of the sound. 1 did flot hear it again, and
finally sank into fitful slumber; but wlien next
questioned regarding thie ghost my manner was flot
quite so cocksure.

F OUR~ months passed. Witb j ayous anticipation
I okdforward tanearly return ta my

father's luxurious Edmonton home--to theatre
parties, ta the society of innumerable friends, ta,
aIl the comforts of life that only the lonely home-
steader can properly appreciate.

TPlen came the terribile niglit of the storm. As
1 retired, after an unwise indulgence in one of
Poe's morbid tales, that somehow gave me a creepy
feeling ini spite of myself, the wind swept around
tlie cabin in fitful gusts, and the skeleton forest
moaned more dismally than usiial, I thouglit.
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