
520 THE HARP.

"I ani older Chan I look-but I have
attenided a gre-at niyii death-bots"

" Did you er attend any olle--" lie
paused, partly from weakness, par1ty
fromi extrelle exhauîstion-" any one who

shad committed a dreadful crime ?"
It was not a very easy question te

answer, as she saw lie wished-nny, she
mighlit also say, hoped-she would anî-
swer it.

"Notexactly as yIounan ; butI have
beel with many prisoners in jail, and

oard their sad, sud stories. But, oh,
sir 1 what does all this matter now ? If
there is alythilg ou your mllind that yeu
do not wish te toit, oh t do, do tell it te
the good God, and ask limn to forgive
yon before yen die, and if there is any
wrong that you can repair now, pray di

*it at once-e-r it may soon bo too late 1"
.Did yeu over bear of Lord Eilis-

dale ?"
Yes--I know about his murder. I

know Ned Rtishîeen, who was acctsed
of it-I sav him in prison.'

He was not guiilty !"
"I never thought he was.

Cali soime one--don't leave ime--call
some one ouitsice. "

She did not go out of his sight. A
soldier was passing: she told hin to run
at once for, any officer lie could find, and
if he could notfind one in five minuts to
return hiinself.

He accolplisbed bis r-and iin los
thai the Lime named. An officer re-
turneid with him.

"1 ai Captain Hammersley Whmat
can I cdo for you ?"

The nun pointed to the bed.
Dying ?"

"Yes.",
Lord Elmsdal signed to them both

to come nearer.
"Tell him," he a-iculated, faintly.
Sister Vincent told in a low voice ail

she knew.

They both caine quite close to hlim.
IL was evident he had not may minutes
te live.

" IL was I-hot-my-ny-" The
nun looked at him as an angel wofki
look, pleading with him foi- the truth
-'father!--it was not mu-der--Io---h0

God t I cannot-I--I-it was from a
distance-it was partly an accident-I

put the woolien stuff on the hodge.
1t"

The nun cave him a cordial.
Captain Hlamm niersley coverod his

face with his hunds. Mon do not like to
show enotion, and he could have sobbed.
aloud.

Please say, God h moreiful to me
a sinncr t' and thon tell the rest.

"l od bc merciful to nie a sinnor "-
ah, how earnestly the words were said.
' God b merciful, b norcifil I will.

be merciful to Poor,1 Ned---where Vas I
-- tell him I did love him with aIll." is
mind w-as wandering now. "Say it
caught in the window---God be--
H1E wAs )EA)

LAST WORDS.
I sUAL not cali this a chapter, because
it is not one, but I suppose yolu will
want to kinow what " bocarme of eî'ry
one." It worl b quite inipossible to
toi], unless I w-ote another book, which
pe-haps, I may doe. I ca only say that
Ned and Ellie McCma thy were muarricd,
and are living now in Boston, Unitedc
States; and that Ned las been the hap.
piest of mon since the Iurder question
was cared up and iL w-as known for
certain

HVno FlRED THE FIRST Su'.
TR'JE END).-

Snows.-Nota hearthstono shali yon
find on which somne shador lias not
falleii, or is about to fail. Youî will prob-
ably find that there are few households
which 1o not eherish some sorrow not
known to the world ; who have some
trial whlich is thoir peculiar mlossenger,
and wbich thoy do not talk about excopt
among themnsolves ; some hope that hias
been blasted ; some. expectation dashecd.
down ; soule wrong, reali or supposed,
which sole mlmber of the househodt.
has suflered ; trenbling an xioties lest
that other monber will not succot;
trials from tho peculiai- temnperiamnent of
sonebody in the houso, or Some environ-
ment that touches it sharply from with--
out; some thorn in the flesh; sonie
plysical disability that cripples our
energies when we want te use them the,
Most; some spot in the house whero
death has left bis t-a1c, or pain-
fui listeninîgs to hear bis stealthy foot-:
steps comiug ou.


