880 ‘ THE HARP.

Look at his pistols—{hey are (hschnrgcd-—\\ hile
mine—~"

He paused, as- he remembered his' weapon,
$00, had been discharged in his collision witl
the bailift, and started mth dnmn"mg confu-
slon,

HOWell, whe t about yours 2" cried the other,
tauntingly. * Ha, ha, you know well I dis.
charged mine in definse o' my poor murdhered
masther; maybe you'd giveas good an account
of the bullet you sint to his poor heart? an’
pray who gev you lave to carry this purty blun-
dherbus you have, eh 7"

Ryan bit his lips with rage. Every circum.
stance convicted him. He remained doggedly
silent : ready to strangle the foul coward that
accused him ; but to what purpose? -

¢ This is horrible—most horrible I” exelaim-
ed Mr. Sackwell, glancing in terror from the
murdered baronet to his murderer, ‘and then
again to his accuser, and wiping away the big
beads of perspiration that gathered on his fore-
head.  # Asone of His Majesty's Justices of
the Peace, I—I:realy.don't-know what te
do.”

# Isin’t it casy 7" eaid the philosophieal Chat-
lie. ‘¢Ench of those men says the other is the
murderer.  If they're in earnest, let them keep
one another company till we get to Clonmel
and have the thing investignted, and if either
of them stirs a.peg to escape in-the -meantime
I'll shoot him dead. Thal's all.»

**Y—yes that's-most admirable,” cried Mr.
Sackwell, with great relief, © «For you it's
quite a stroke of genjus,  T—I think 1M go
away—ihis sort of thing doesn’t do you know
formy nerves.. I—1 sincerely trust the mur-
derer—whocver he may be—mind I'm- not pre-
judging the case=—not by any means l—whoever
he may Dbe I &incerely trust will be brought
Lo justice®

“1am r.ady to go," said Ryan, boldly. 4P
84y no more; but av the dead could spake—"

¢ Bah ¥ cried the bailiff loudly, but with some
show of trepidation in his manner;-for all his
braggaddocio, ¢ ¢ you wouldn't be 50 anxious to
bear him, only )uu know well “he's stone
dead.” : : :
% I'm not so sure of that " said Charlie Sack-
well, who had alighted From his horse and swas
engagcd c\:ummmg lln, body of the murdered
baronet, oo

“ What 12 cried Mr. ankv.cll who was still
within hearing.: and 7 What1” cried the other
two men simultaneously, the one in a voics of
{lcadl)' terror, the other of cager expectancy.

«He is yor quite dead," snid Charlie’ Sack-
well, calmly,
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# Not quite dead”

In an instant the four men were huddled
eagerly round Sir Albin Artslade’s body, Char-
les Sackwell, who, with all lis casy stupidity,
combined some practical resource upon ocension,
made a deliberate examination of the wound and
its conscquences, He laid his hand on the
wounded man's heart, and waited.  There was
1 feeble flicker of life, rare and dull, but grow-
ing quicker,

The nssassin’s cheeks were ashy pale: his
heart-bent furiously,  What if Sir Albin Art-
slade lived 7 )

But the wound was & mortal one, The bul-
let had entered below the left breast, and must
have lodged somewhere in-the region of the
heart.. But the worst sign ofall was that it left
but a faint bluish puncturé.in the skin,—there
was no . blood ﬂowing—-nonc but - what
flowed within, v

Young Sackwell \mtchul (hc ﬂlcl\crmg life
ag it struggled fitfully to assert itself, and assist-
ed.its struggle by every.means in’ his power.
By_dcgfccs he forced n draught of brandy down
the wouaded man’s throat, and and at last had
the . satisfuction” of seeing. the limbs "quiver
feebly, then move more frecly ; and then with a
convulsive shudder, Sir Albin Artslade woke to
vonciousness once hiore,

His eyes wandered- for’a moment heavily -
around asif to collect some sense’ of the situa-
tion, and closed again as ifin pain, Bul when
they opened a sceond  time - they fixed. them-
selves with unearthly steadiness on the murder-
er: who. stood routed ‘to. the spob in mortal
terror, -

# Hush! he is going to speak.”"

‘0f n sudden, a ficrce light was kindled in the
heavy eyes, which HOLde fo pierce “lL mur-
derer to tho soul. : :

t Murderer ! he eried; jerking himself - up
violently, and clenching his fist fiercely in the
very face of the bailiff. But the effort awoke
all the n"onits‘of his wound, and with a groan
he sank back, pressing his hnnd w unnl) ng'\mht
bis side.

““He is dead, " eried the bnmfx‘, with intense °
relief. ¢ He must have been ravin’

& e is not dead,” said Charlie Snckwell,

supporting the wounded man’s head as tend'crly'




