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THE HARP.

went out from the Stone Honse—a house
from which many dead men had gone.
They laid in the earth the last of all the
Windsors, and & monument that was a
marvel of Deauty, and sculpture, and
cost, was erected over him. Then the
Stone House was shul up, and for six
long years Mrs. Windsor saw it no more.

A stern and resoluto woman this Mrs.
Windsor—a proud and bitterly rebell-
ious one. Once in her hearing that
woll-meaning clerygman had said—

1t is ono of the mysterious dispen-
sations of Providence. She made a god
of bher son, and a jealous God has taken
him.”

From that moment, in her fiorce vin-
dictiveness, she arrayed herself against
the awful Arbiter of life and death, and
never until the day of her own death
crossed the threshold of a church again,

George Windsor had been dead some
fifteen years when Laurence Longworth
first came to Baymouth, bought out the
Pheniz, going rapidly to the dogs in the
hands of its then proprictor, and estab-
lished himself as a permanent fixture in
the town.. Mrs. Windsor had long been
back and resumed her old life, how un-
speakably lonely.and desolate a life no
one knew.  She would have died in her
relentless pride sooner than let any liv-
ing soul sce that broken and bleeding
heart of hers. There are some things
that not even time can help—this was
one. But ontwardly there was little
change.. She even went into society mora
than of old, and apened her house more
frequently to herv fiiends. . And it was
at one of these reunions—a dinner party
given by a magnate of the town—that
she and Lougworth first met.  As she

~sat in the drawing-room after dinner,
listlessly allowing herself (o be enter-
tained, she overheard the words of two
men behind her.

“So that's the man of the Pheniz.

"H'm! good head and frontal develop-
ment. Looks.as if he might know how.
Dooesn’t he look like some one T've seen
before ?”

‘“ He looks like poor George Windsor.
You remember young Windsor, don’t
you—drowned some dozen years ago?
The mother, fine-looking, stern-looking
lady in black velvet, here this evening.
He resembles George sufficiently tobe a
long lost brother.” ‘

The men moved away, and Mrs,
Windsor, with a feeling as if & knife had
pierced hor, looks {or tho first tima in-
tontly a4 the tall, fair-haired yonng man
leaning lightly against the chimney-
piece, and carnestly convorsing with a
little group of men. Iler face paled,
her eyes dilated, hor lips parted, her
bresth came quick. e was liko Goorge:
—s0 like that tho mother’s heart thrill-
od and trembled within her. 1t was one
of those accidental resemblances that
startle all at times, and yot sho could
hardly have defined whero it lay.  The
shades of hair, eyes, and skin were the
same. The figure of this young man was
tall and strong as George’s had been;
even a subtle trick of smilo and glance
that her boy had had this strunger pos-
sossed.

It troubled her at first. Gradually,
as they met oftener, it comforted her,
and at last, after years of acquaintance-
ship, Laurence’ Lougworth took the
place 'in her childless widowed heart
that, she would once have thought it
sacrilege to fill. People began to observe
her marked partiality for the young ed-
itor, and to smile and.opine that his
fortune was made, = Miles O'Sullivan
one day, not long before this night upon
which Dongworth stands waiting for ad-
mittance before the Stone House, put
the general opinion into werds,

“ Upon me conscience, Darry, 'tis bol-
ter to be born lueky than rich.  Hoere's
the widow Windsor, long life to her,
veady to lave you overything she's
worth in the world if ye only behave
yourself, and « mighty pretty penny it
must be.”

“ T wouldn't take it,” veplied Tong-
worth, cooly.

“Ye wouldn's, wouldn't ye? And
why, if' it's plaising to ye ?”

“ Mrs. Windsor has ‘her natural heivs
—her  daughter and her daughter's
children!”

“Mighty unnatural ones, if all I hear
be true.  Sure, the daughter ran away
with a Frinchman, and has bheen dis-
owned this many a day!”

“That is nothing to me. I would-not
accept Mrs. Windsor's nioney  while:
they are alive to claim it,”

Ob, then, by this and that, I wish A

widow woman, or any other woman,

would offer me a fortune. It's twice—



