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'THE HARP.

Tako below, and amoung the trees ou the

borders of the lake a.lL neat white cotta-
gos and gardens of dxﬂcrentmxcs, and at
1(3 hoad arose the village spire. lfere
betore us in a sterile pL\m was o fovely
village with the gardens of shrubs and
ﬁowu's its shady groves and glades, ‘its
placid lec~ green hills and distant
mountuins, i its miniature Niagra, and its
little white church with its spire point-
ing heavenward, and that nothing should
be wanting to add to its lov lec»-——.\
beautiful rainbow spanned the sky, in-
closing in its many colored are nearly
the whole illusion.

1 looked upon the gorgeous spectacle
with rapture, and aftera few ejnculatipns
of wonder and delight, rode stowly. on,
almost afraid to-speak, lest a w ord
wounld break the enchantment. and dis-
solve, as itwere, a mystic spell; thankful
that althouo-h t])la wits but as a fleeting
to - vanish, 1fe
had clothed the enrth in places with
beauties like these to cheer and comiort
man. It wustoo beautiful to remain long
uyon such a desert; and soon the by th—
ost colors ‘of the bow grew dim, 1ho

“nearest trees began to disy lppc ar, and then

gradually, cach object faded from: view,
leaving, at last, only a dull leaden clond
upon the distant horizon,

# Thus,” I'said, as T gazed upon the
desolation, now ‘more. desolate, “ thus
passes away the glory of the world.”
& But the merey of God- endureth . for-
ever,” answeret my companion, . ¢ ’l‘l)c
voxda of nature,” he cuntinued, after
short pause, ¢ are glories to the Gre ‘\ior-
but we frequently stumble along thr ou{_,h
life, with eyes closed to the- beauties of
His handiwork. Now has this flecting
pageant reviv ed long-forgotten memor:

.les of many aseone of loveliness and gran-

duer in my absent home, the land of my
childhood, and my heart is lifted up in
pralae to the Giver of all good.”

That night I slept upon my cot to sec

 again the be’mtxi‘ul vision ; and in my
'dre'lms to.inhale the dchvhm’u! perfumes

of rave flowers, to hear the singing of
birds, the nrentle rustling of Ieaves, the
fnllmg of. the br ight wators, the clear

* tone of the village bell, the mellow notes
" of the!'or gan, B.nd the sweeb voices. of

fau- chomsters Worshlppmrr thh angehc
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CHAPTER X1I.—(Continued.)

It wounld only occupy unnecessary
space o give even the substanco of his
remarks. Tt was necessarily. a reeapi-
tulation of the evidence. The facts of
the evidence were few, the surmises
were miany.  But the tone of voice, the
slight emphasis on a word, the pro-
minently bringing forward of, and care-
fully " commenting - on, an unfavorable
cireumstuncee, served to give weight
to what had beforeappeared trivial, .

The great point ag mN. Ned Rusheen
was the torn comforter, for which ho
cither could not, or \\'o'u)d not dceount,
and the surmises or asseverations of
Cojonel fiverard,  The fact of the mur-
der, Loo, was against him.. It may be
Lhourrht that this statément s a truism.
[ mean it, neverthless.. A person wus
murdered : ergo, some one must have
murdered him—érgo, the only person
accused may have done it! The pu-
soner’s  previous  good
generally known, bhut their was no onc‘
to testity to il '

The evidence of the new master had
been against him. The boys were too
young to speak for him with ‘suflicient
weight. 1f Ned was innocent, it was,
perhaps, one of the most unfortunate
complication of circumstances possible,

The jury retired, and people began to
talk freely to each other, and calculate
the possible verdict. - Ned had again
assumed  his sulleu and unconcerned
look, ,

The jury came out, but it.was only to
ask the Doctor a qucamon. Was it pos-
sible that the rifie shot could have been
fired from the hedge?

The Doctor replied rather crossl ¥y that
it was not possible.

" Thejury went back to; consult again.
Half an hour passed.”

Sonie of the people got tired and ‘went
away. ' -After all;it ‘was not a question
of life and death to them. They murhb

conduct  was -



