
THE HARP.

me, ever so long igo,-do you not re-
member ?-that you would always call
me ' Clara,' just as you call Amy by lier
name."

The old man iooked towards the win- c
dow, and ho took off his spectacles to t
bave a good survey ovei the Crag. I
When ho cain back he was busily on- i

gaged in cleaning the optical helps with
his pocket hand kerchief.

l Well, Clara,'' he said, " we nust
5end foi Amy."

Not for the world, sir; oh, no "
"What! are you not going to say

good-bye te your companion ?"
Clara reddened a little, thon became

mueh moved, and frnally did an excel-
lent thing. She burst into tears.

What P" cried Mi. D'Alton, lookng:
at Mr. Midon. le beheld a smilo on
the face of the gentleman, and became
reassired. As Mr. D'Alton was a mon
of rapid thought and great penetration,
perhaps he began to have a provision
also. But, with ailis prevision and aIl his
rapidity of thonght, lo never dreamt of
what was coming. The fact was that
one minute after she had commenced to
weep Clara was wecpig around the
neck of old Mr. D'Alton and treating
hirm in every way as if' he were a rela-
fhve rather than a visiting acquaintance.
.L\Uot a word the young girl spoke, but
kept shogring upon the old man the
marks of a child's love.

The old man could only say " Child I
child I What is the motter ?"

" You like little Clara, sir ?"
The old man smilecd. "You scom to

know that very well."
"I do! And I know you have said

little Clara is like some ono you loved
long ago."

" True," answered fr. D'Alton with
a voice of roal feeling.

"And yon would not liko to afflict
Clara, and wound her and-"

What is it ?"
"You must send Amy with Clara on

this tour with papa."
The old man exclaimed tour I

on a tour l"
, Yes, sir, with me."
Mr. D'Alton loolred at Mr. Meldon,

and ho saw plainly Mr. Moldon had
come to the Crag with the objeet enun
ciated by;his daughter.

" Mr 31ldon" akedMr., D'Alton,
"what am It tlinilk of all this?''

Well, Sir" m11ildly replied i r. Mol-
ion, and with a voico like music, "l the
children nood each other. Neither of
hein has a nothier; and they have
earined to love ole another ever s0
mIich. If yoiu aecedo to Chu-a's prayer,
and give us Amy for the iext month or
two, she shall b as dear te me as
Clara 1"

The old man startcd, ho knew not
why; and he felt incliincd to weep; and
at last he yielded, lie kznew not why;
ad by the saine arms which won1 Cla-
raîS first victory, a second w'as won; lie
leclared "l no m:atter what Amy wisied,
go she shoilid."

"You shall heur from me constantly,
and wo shall bo home within six weeks,
I calculate. We shall briing vitIi us a
companion for Amy and Chira-our
friend Alico Hayes."

Thei 1 am to rely upon Nelly Nuarso
andI rny most excellent nephew," rathor
cynically remarkcd the old man.

Here was something very strango,
yet it fell in, somewliat, with Mr. D'Al-
ton's idiosynerosies. "1Mr. Mlc'don's
respectability was unquestionable. Mr.
Seymour was a man of great astate;
and te tell the truth poor Amy led a
vory mopish kinîd of life whoro she was.
If Mr. Seymour liked Amy ? Well, she
was as gcood as he was, whoever- ho
might ho; and she was rich too; and if
he happenod to like hier, she vould b
clear of Baring; and thon there was no
exponse. On Meldon ho-Mr. D'Aon-
would depond his life and fortune. Tho
man -warined him up, wlieneveri he ad-
dressed him." Such wore his reason-
ings.

That evening Mr. Meldon mot " Crich-
awn " at the hall-door.

"Well, Toin, how is the widow ?"
.iver so woll, sil."

"And Alico ?"
"Oh, sir, she lives in' tho othor wold

entiroly, thank Cod."
" You know she comes with us on cur

tour?"
l Cod blesu you, sir I 1 know all of

it; and sho has lier ieart fixod on sone-
thing else, her mothor sez."

IWould you liko to come with us ?"
"l Would I like to come ? Ah, sir, wid

Miss Amy that fed my family many a


