
THE HARP.

I My soul 1 PIrise ta give you my
Soull In the name of the iend, whîo
are you ?'

IYour humble servant 1" said the
blaclk-elid creature. bowmg: and 1liiiiii
Gomiley saw a loven foot pecpii froni
the queer boot and distinguisicd the
perfuine of brinstone.

Lct ne go I " lie said. " Lot me
go ."

Softly '" said the cicature ait his
elbow " Softly I why do you care so
inucl for what you lavec aiiady mort-
gaged? You are half mine alieady, do
you know thait ?"

It is fatl:e" said old Hiram. "I
clieat nio man ; I belong to the church ;
und Isubscribed 850 to tho missioiaries
a yeair ]go."

The dark boing grinned contemptu-
ously. " Ering lue Mr. Guimley'is box."
lie said.

And he who had conveyed old ]iram
ta the spot where bc now stood, set u)-
on the table a box like that in whieli
lawyeis kop the papoa of theiir clients,
labeled, "Hiran Goriley, Esq." Fron
the depths ofthis box ho drew a pile of
pi-chiment, and iead from tience: "A
morgago on the soul of Iiramn Goi·mley,
givei on the day when ho turned his
daughter from the door. Another,
when he seized old widow Potter's fur
niturc for ront. Another, when ho took
advantige of a fliw in the papers to
evade the payment of a just debt of his
own. Myriads wihen ho lirst began bus.
inîess, told fifty lies a day, and gave fait.
weihit and measure, and one trenen
dous mortgage for passing through tht
world without one loving tender, sym
pathizing feeling for miiakind.

Your soul-bah I What is it worti
110w ?

"1l'Il take it all back. Pil haive mj
daughter and lier husband home. 'I

"To laite 1 " satid the dark creaturc
"Too late, Hiram Gorley; too laite I

But the old min, stretchirig out hi
haids, screamed aloud in terror, ani
fell backwards in uciconsciousIess.

Whèn krs. Gormley retu-ned fon
the dinnor party she found her husbani
trotchod upon the heaith-rug, with

blue limp upon his forehead ais large a
2 hen's hgg.

Wheai ho related his adyenture Sh

considered it a di can, and laid tho
blame upon the old port in the decanter
on tie sideboard ; but, dream or rality,
it haid a istrange inllîuence upon old
Iiram, for in a weeck lie was reconciled
Io his daughtier, hald igiored the flaw
and made the F ettlencit, pieifimed
various uiwonted nti of chaiy, mid
vas, in fuet, an utterly hainged and

altei ed man, while, singuiar to say, no
earthly power havryet been able to
induîe liihiam Uormley to speculate in
breadstuffs
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My feet are wearied, and my hands are
tired-

My soul oppressed-
And with desire hauve 1 long desired

Reit-onily rest

'Tis hard. to toil-when toit is alrnost vain
lu barren ways;

"Tis liard to soe and never garner grain
la larvest days.

The burden of my days is liard to bear-
But God knows best;

And I have rayed, but vain lias been prayer,
ur rest-sweet rest.

"Tis liard to plant i sprng and never reap
'lie autinnîîî yiild

'Tis liard to till-and wlen ti tilled te weep
O'r ruidlesà utId.

And so I ery a weak and humai cry,
S. leart-oppressel

And s I si h ai weak and hurnan sigh
.eur rest-for rest

My way has woiiid across the desert years,
And cares infest

My path and througlh the fowring of hot
tears

I pined for rest.

'Twas always so; when i still a child, I laid
0 iluthe' breast

My wearied little lead e'ei ien I prayed,
As now, or rest.

And I arn restlem etill. 'Twill soon be o'er
For duwi the west

Lhfest stn is Petting, and I sec tte shore
Where.E liall rest.
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