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THE HARP.

next was to fire: “dead men . tell no
talos.” ' ‘ -

e stopped !

“Who's that ?”

“IWho's that? What a hurry you're
in! “Wasn’'t T to meet you on theroad?
and 'tis hunting you T am.”

Quirk was now reassured. Itwas the
decroed com panion.

They arrived at the court-yard. Sure

enough a light steals through a window,
looking towards the south. A ladder
lies by tho wall. ~ All things have been
arranged with dinbolical aceuracy. 1t
looks like doom.
" The house dog commences to bark,
and from a bark commences a dismal
howl—that ery so like the “keene” of
a mute beast, who wants 1o wail out
his sorrow by a grave,

“Cateh that dog and cholke him, or
Tl fire!” '

# Hush! do you want to send.for the
Peclers 7.

* The dog, somehow, seems to get care-
less. "The ladder is. laid o the wall
heside the window. Steadily thé mue-
derer mounts, step by step. e thinks,
in spite of himself, of tho many men he
saw ascending the steps of the gallows.
He thinks of his uncle in the pauper’s
garb; and the cabin in  ruins; and the
family scatfered over the world, Death
is trodden out of view. o

At last he has roached his vantage
ground.  All is still. e looks in at
;the window and plainly sees the bed and
its oceupier, - Gittard D’Alton is on his
left side. His head is turned somewhat
downward and towards his piliow. The
assassin has a plain and perfect mark,
as well as a perfect aim!. e collocts

- himself for the deadly assault, and stands
like a marble pillar. . e seems to move
the pieee by hair-breaths.  The. rifle
went off, but the ball glanced off the eve
of the house.. ' ‘

At the moment of firing, a-shot is
heard. Quirk is struck by a ball from
some one nearly in front of him, as he

_stood turned half round on the Indder;
and he dropped to .the ground a lifeless
“corpse ! -

;Giffaed D'Alton’s hour had not yet
come! . ‘ I

One second after the fall of the unfor-

" Junate man his.companion appeared by

_his side; but ‘only to snatch™ the riffe

from tho stiffening grasp of Quirk, and
then to take the ladder quiotly from the
window, and lay it flab on - the opposite
side of the yard. The man was thon oft
in the thicik darknoss.

IHuving sccrcted  the rifle, the same
fellow made his way to the “right-hand
man "’ and gave him tho full particulis
of the failure. ‘

“ Mg no failure after all” replied the
able coadjutor of Mr. Charles Buring.
“We'll hang the man that killed onr
brother! We will "

In half-an-hour afterwards the police
were at the Ceag, and in possession of
the dead body.  Quirk was well known
to them; but why he came there, or
who fired the fatal shot was a mystery.

CHAPTER XXI.
HOW THE POLICE DISCUSSED TIE DEATH
OF QUIRK—THE WITCHES OF THE QLEN
ONCE MORE.

Tug . morning  broke upon the whole
country-side in a state of feverish excite-
ment. - As we have said the murder-
ed man was well known to the police,
and not at all of unblomislied charactor.
What brought him to Mr. Giftard DAl
ton’s house? Why did he seek access
to- D'Alton’s . yard; and why was he
shot ‘down on tho premises? - These
were all questions which could only be
answered by conjecture.  Butone thing
was clear—a foul deed bad been dong,
and justice should energetically pursuc
the assassin, , '

We may say, without disparaging the
officials of the day, that the “enorgy”
was sometimes  stimulated by motives
hardly akin to justice, and - that many
an honest man_suffered by such zeal.
“IWe have obtained five-and-twenty con-
victions,” might be the boast of a Crown
Solicitor or even of Mr. Attorney-Gen-
eral himself’; and it would really appear
that the administrution, and: even the
bench, from time to time, measured the
success of juslice by the number found
“guilty ” more, thun by the merits of
their trinls; ‘and every one who knows
the history of the last: half’ century is
aware that hundreds fell vielims to the
activitywhich pursued its singular ends
by questionable means—and enjoyed the
rewards of public ‘servants while thoy
were a persccution and a' plague.




