THE HARP.
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Lant-for Itreddy.
to comfort him, while her own heart
bled.

“ My boy, look up—~iake this!” she
forced some’ wine - between his  lips.
“Surely it was an A(,(,ulem,, however,
torvible.”

1le only moaned ont,
mother!t”

“Ireddy, one word—you mustl answer
me one word.  Ts he dead 27

He monned the move. Iow was he
to tell her,

Another ring summoned the fri

“ QOh, mother,

righten-

cd footman, e had hewrd all. Barng
had kent on a messenger to tell the

servants; and it was he, too, who had
sent Ifreddy home.  1le could not bear
to tet the boy stay and loolk on the dead
face: he thought he conld break it best
to Lady Elmsdale.  No onc had scen
Hayry, but Freddy: had head the fital
shot tired, and had been on the scene of
the murder almostassoon as Barns, e
had followed his master with a telegr am,
marked nmnulmic, which had arrived
not ten minntes after he had lelt the
castle. e, too, had: heard - the shols—
in fuct, he had heard two shots in quick
suC ccwon—-.md with a presentiment of
evily he ran rapidly along the road.
lu\'en at a distance he Jcco"m/ed the
body of his master,

e body luy along the road, quite
«close {0 a thick hul'fe Tt was still
warm—indeed, Barns fincied he déteet-
ed wslight movement of the eyes. Al
fivst thue secemed no cause for death;
it might have been 2 swoon. A moment
more, and as he tried (o raise his master
in his arms, he noticed athin line of blood
trickling down through the hair, from
under the le ft tcmplo.
hands; they where quite warm; but it
necde(l no medienl skill o sce that this
was death. e determined at once to
remain where he was until some one
came by. - The road was a public one,
and it was never long ‘before a eart, o
earringe, 01 some counlly folks ])‘1\\0(1
~along it. - e could not bear the idea of
10.\\'uw the body—to stay by it was all
he cotild do now, and- his \cxy'h(lclll)
“prompted him to remain.

The telegram had fallen from his
hand to Lh(, glound unnoticed.  What
matter about,it now—there is no hurry
in eLcl mLy It was o message hom i

She tried, mother like,

Barns felt the

inwyer inLondon, to say thata friend of
Tord Elmsdale's had died very suddenly,
that he had left bim his executor; and
begging he would set out at onee {or
Norfolk to be ‘present at the reading of
the will. 1t was supposed, also, that Lord
lilmsdale was to inherita great part of
the property, and the lawyer knew very
well how acceptable such intelligenco
would be to his Lordship.  Whataifier-
ence would it make to him now? The
question wasnot how rich he might be
in this world, but how rich he should be
in the next—and s0 the telegram lay on
the ground untouched.: No onc even
(-'ucd to lift it up, It lay there, just as
carthly wealth will e at the Linst Day—
neglected, simply neglected, and the
very negleet not even noticed.

Barns was praying—praying with the
whole fervorof his heart:

Lary Murphy, the post-boy, came up

the road, whistling.” 1low conld he
whistle? The sound went through

Barns like o kuifet The boy certainly
would not huve whistled'if he had known
what he was coming to. - He stopped
abraptly—- 0 Lord | P 1fe did not suy ib
irreverently, but-in the very dc,])th of
fear and amazement.

e did not ask a question; he knew
the fhee too well.  Ile was too terrified
Lo ask how it happened, or even to think.
He stood perfectly still and silent, Then
he put his hand into his pocket.to feel
tfor n erucifix. . The nuns had given him
one the day before. 1le was a good lad,
and ~uppontc(l his old, widowed mother
by running with the mail bags to a cross
country v il 1gee: - Ile went ten milesand
ame back ten miles the same day, .
winter and summer, cold and wet, heat
and snow, all the same,and received the
munificent remuncration of one'shilling
aday#  ITe had put one halfipenny in
his pocket then, and his ‘crutix, The
nuns and his old mother were his only
friends. IMis only pleasure was to come”
up-to the Convent to see one of the ladies,
who used to lend him a bool sometimes.
. Liarey Murphy took the crucifix and
placed it in the dead man's hand. It
was done so gently, so reverently, so
tenderly, that poor old Barns ncmly
broke down; but‘, ho da%hcd bacle Jns

* A facty and yot peop\e will dare-to sy
the Irish are ]nz.v and will not work.




