THE HARP.

Tyrone, for it was he, scemed nigh
choking with tho emotion he sought to
suppress.

“Nay,” he continued, It must not
he.  Oh, did I love hor less, she had
heen mine !

“'Phine " suddenly vetorted the fa-
ther, somewhat scornfully.  “ And who
aave theo this power over woman’s
spirit 7 Thou has not even had speech
of her, much less the means to win her
favor.” ~

An almost supernatural expression
scemed to gather on ihe features of the
chieftain. His eyes after rolling through
the vista of pust years, began to pause;
appalled, as it approached the dark
troshold of the future. Lost to the pre-
sence of surrounding objects, he thus
exclaimed, with fearful solemnity —

“When the dark-browed Noruh nurs-
ed me on her Jup, and her eye, though
darle to outward sense, saw through the
dim veil of destiny, it was thus she
sang, as she guarded my slumbers, and
tho hated Sassenach was in the hall: =
¢ Rest thee, baby ! light und darkness

Mingling o’cr thy puth shall play ;

" Hope shall flec when thon pursuest,

Lost amidst life’s trackless way.

“ Rest thee, baby ! woman’s breast
Thou shalt durken o’er with woej;
None thou lookest on or lovest,
Joy or hope hereufter know. C
Many a maid thy glance shall ruej
Where it gmites it shall subdue.”

. %1t was an evil hour, old man, when
- Ilooked upon thy daughter.”

Holt, though of a stout and resolule
temper, was yet daunted by this bold
and unlooked-for address. e trembled
as ho gazed on the mysterious form be-
- fore ‘him, gifted; as it seemed, with
supernatural ‘endowments. - His unac-
countable appearunce, the nature of his
communications, togother with his man-
~ner and abrupt mode of speech, would
have shaken many a firmer heart, un-
< prepared for these disclosures.

“What is thy business ?” heinquired,
with some hesitation. . :

“To warn thee; to warn thy dangh-
ter. * She hath seen me.  And how runs
‘the propheey ? Liet her beware. L have
looked on her before time. *Looked on
hor ! Ay, until these orbs have become
dim; I'hayvo looked on her till this stern
bosom ha{h bécomo softer than the bub-

bling wax to her improssion ; but Iwas

coneenled, and the maiden passed un- .
Po-night I have -

harmed by the curse. {
saved her life. A resistless impulse !
Aud sho hath looked on me.” e smote
Lis brow, groaning aloud in the agony
he endured.

It may bo supposed this revelation
wits not caleulated to allay the listen-
er’s apprehensions.  Bewildered and
agitated, he turned towards the window.
The moon was glimmering through the
quiet leaves, and he saw a dark and
mufiled figure in' the avenue.- Tt was
stationary for a while; then, slowly
moving towards the adjoining thicket,
was lost to his view. Ilolt turned to
address his visitor, he had disappeared.
It was tike the passing of a troubled
dream, vague, and indistinct, but fraught
with horrible conceptions. A cloud
scemed to gather on his spirit, teeming
with some terrible but unknown doom.
Its nature even imagination failed to
conjecture.

Uis first impulse was to visit his
daughter. e found the careful nurse
by her bedside. As he - entered the

room, ‘Agnes raised one finger to het

lips, in'token of silence. | The anxious
fathor: bent him over his child. Her
slecep was heavy, aud her counfenance
flushed. A tremor passed - over hor
features—a groan succeeded.  Suddenly

she started up. With a look of anguish

he could not forget, she eried—

“1lelp! Oh, my futher!” She clung
round his neck.- - In vain be endeavored
to sooth -her.” She sobbed dloud, as if
her heart were breaking. But she never
told that dream, though her haggard
looks, when morning rose on her anx-
ious and. palli1 countenance; -shewed
the disturbance it had created.

Days and weeks passed by, The in-
trusion of the. bold outlaw was nigh
forgotten. -The father's apprehensions

had in some dogree subsided ; but Con-’

slance did not resume hor . wonted set-
enity. er earliost recollections were-
those of the old nursery rhymes with
which Agnes had not failed tostore her
memory. - But the giant-killers and
their companions now failed to interest
and - oxcite.  Othor feelings  than’'those

of torror-and of wonder were in opera-

tiou, requiring a. fresh class of stimul-

ants for support,—tales of ehivalry; and
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