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THE HARP.

£ T am older than I look—but I have
attended a great many death-beds.”

“Did you ever attend any one--" he
paused, partly from. weakness, pavily
from extreme exhaunstion—** any one who
JJuad committed a dreadful erime ?”

It was not a very easy question to
answer, as she saw he wished—nay, she
might also say, hoped—she would an-
swcr it.

“Not exaclly as you mean ; but Thave
been with many prisoners in jail, and
heard their sad, sad slories. But, oh,
sir! what does all this matter now ?  1i
there is-anything on your mind that you
do not wish to tell, oh ! do, do tell it to
the good Gad, and ask him to forgive
you before you die, and if there is any
wrong that you can repair now, pray do
-it at once—or it may soon be too late !"

“Did you ever hear of Lord ]hns-
dale ?”

““Yes--I know about’ his murder. - I
‘know Ned Rusheen, who was accused
of it—I saw him in prison.”

“ He was not guilty!”

#7T never thought he was.’

“ Call some onc—don't 1e'1\'e me--¢ .11]
some one outside.”

She did not go out of his swht A
soldier was pas smg she {old hm to rn
, at once for any ofticer he could find, and
if he could not find onein five mmutcs to
" return himself. ‘

He accomplished™ his errand in less
than the time named. An otﬁccl- re-
‘turned with him.

“1 am Captain Hammersley, W h'lt
can T do for you?”

The nun pointed to the bed.

“ Dying ?"

“Yes.”

“Lord Eimsdale
to come nearer,

“Tell him,” he artmulated I‘unbly

Sister Vincent told in" a low voice qll
she knew,

<« Nearer,!

They both came qmte closc to him,
It was evident he had not may minutes
to live. :

4Tt was I—shot——my—my—”

signed to them - both

The

.. nunlocked at him' as an angel -would
. Jook, pleading with -him for “the: truth
% father l—it was 10t murder~-I-—oh
God:} I’ eannot-—I—I—it. was from a
" distance——it was partly ‘an: accident—I

‘de‘xth

put the woollen stuff on the hedge:
l____‘”

The nun gave him a cordial.

Captain  Hammersley covered his
face with his hands, Men do not like to-
show emotion, and he could lmvo sobbed
alound,

“Please say, God be merciful to me
a sinner {’ and then tell tho rest.”

“(iod be merciful to me a sinner!”—
ah, how enrnestly the words were said.
‘God be merciful, be morciful! T will
be merciful to poor Ned--where was T
-—tell him I did love him with all.” His
mind was wandering now. “Say it

sucht in the window--God be——""
HE was pEap!

LAST WORDS.
I snanr not call this a chapter, because
it is not one, but I' suppose- you will
\v.mL o' know what ““ became of every
one.” It would be quite impossible to
tell, unless I wrote another boolk, which
perh'\ps I may do.  T'can only say that
Ned and Ellie McCan thy were. married,.
and are living row in Boston, Umtcd
States; and that Ned has been the hap-
piest of men since the: murder question
was cleared up and it was known for
certain
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Sranows.-Nota hearthstone shall you.
find on which some shadow has not
fullon, or-is about to fall. Youn will prob-
ably find that there are few houscholds.
which do not cherish some sorrow. not
krown to the world; who have some
trial which is their pecuh.'u- messengor,
and whieh they do not talk about e\copb
among themselves; some hope that hag
been blasted ;- some. expectation dashed
down ;.some wrong, real or supposed,
which some member of the houschold.
has suffered ; trembling. anxioties lest
that other member wxll not succeed ;
trials from the peculiar temperament of
somebhody in the house, or some environ-. -
ment. that touches it sharply from with-
out; ‘'some thorn .in . the: flesh; some:
physical disability - that -cripples our
energies when we want to use them the
most ;- some: spot in the house where.
has -left ihig'  track, or: pain.
ful hstenmgs to hear hig stc'llhhy f‘oo -
stcps commg on. -




