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snid Kirty, kneeling by her father's
aide.

The ald man put out his hand ¥t
reasted on the girl's head with a ges-
ture of blessing.

“Speak to me—speak to yoor own
Kitty!™ she eried, and she looked
into hia face and saw

What?

That awfol change that comes but
once upon the face of mortals—that
straoge and solemn atillnesy and pal-
lor which have no likeness o lfe.
She put ber lips close to his ear for
some word that might convey a fure-
well; for though Ritty had never
seen 3 dying persom, she knew—she
knew! There ia something within
us that tells us when the e¢end huas
come.

Listen as she might, it was but a
hail-sigh, and a broken whisper that
mict her ear; and she faocied—was it
fancy ?—that the pale lips said her
brother's name. FPerhaps; she never
could be quite sure, for thea the
head fell gently back on the pillow,
the hand dropped from Kitty’s clasp.
snd she koew that she was father-
less. She knelt by his side still, as if
movement might bring oo the sarer
koowledge that she yet did not need,
{or she knew that he was gone from
Ler.

Presently the door opened; it was
Peggy. hastily summoned by George
Raymond, who had been the agent
by whose action Mr Mick Ryan bad
been forcibly expelled. One glance
showed the old woman the truth.

“Miss Kitty,” she said, “get up.
ckild. The poor masther's gone. The
lieavens be his bed! Get up, mis
yun can’t help him anyways mow.”

Kitty stood up and looked at the
slill, white face, and then Peggy's
words, so sternly true—for her puor
ntt father was far removed now from
he~ little cares and fondnesses—
struck the girl’s heart. That's what
we feel most, just at the very first
moment when our dead lie before us
They have dome with us. We may
weep and lament them; our tears fall
unheeded hy them.our cries are spenl
in vain. Afterwards may come hop:
and comfart, but mnot at that first
moment which breaks the closely-tied
bonds, and puts an awful pgulf be-
tween the one who has just gonc
from us and we who linger here.

“Cry ycur fill, alanna,” said Peggy,
whose own tears were flowing fast;
and it was in Peggy's arms that the
puor thing shed the first tears, which
seewd to come with actual bodily
puin.

George Knymond waited downstairs
as patiently as hest he might. As for
Mr Mick Rvan, short work had been
uwde of that hero. Mr Raymond,
though not & young man, was strong
#1dd active, more than @ match, you
may be sure, for the feeble, unsateady
creature whose daily potations of bad
whicky had several gimes brought
Lim within the grasp of the demon
delirium tremens. Get the strong man
held him gently, and took care not
to Lurt him, thinking, “Poor wretch!
this is what drink brings a man {o;
awil, after all, there is love and regret
for n dead master and friend at the
bottom of all this impudent presump-
tion.” Yes, he held him as gently as
he could. though those strong arms
of his could have made Mick Ryan a
helpless cripple for life, and he took
him to the hall-door and set hin free.

Then he went back to the drawing-
roorm and waited—almost in dark-
ness, save for the small light that
the hall lamp threw in at the open
door. How very still everything was!
How distinctly one heard the ticking
of the preat old clock! Sometimes
the wind shook the window frame.
and once (George Raymond almo:t
fancied he heard a step on the gravel
without.

Then he heard a door somewhere
up=tairs shut, and then Ateps, He
knew very well that those ateps were
not those of Kitty; rather of tremb-
inp nge, that comes roftly, and ni it
re was nathing worth much haste,
ne it eaution and care burdened the
heavy feet and bowed down the
weary limba. Deggy it was—Tegay.
with very red eyes and a melancholy
louking candle in her trembling hand.

“1a that you, sir? she said. “The
poos masther's gone, sir. 1Cs o Rod
an” sorowful night for us all.”

“And your young mintrera?”

“{'ve just come from her, sir. She'a
tnlf dead with eryin' and nournin’,
an" 1 think she'n nuleep, 'Tin the
more wakin' she’ll huve.”

“Then 1 cannat are her to-night?”

“Ya, nlr, na, Let her sleep, if she
can; she has the youth In her, an'"

"tis aisy to wear them out. The likes
af them can't bear much sorrow. 1If
we ooly knew where Misther Des-
mond was™ said the poor old wuman
sadly. “Shure he ought to be here,
row that hia father is dead an’ his
poor sister all alone in the world.™

But nobody in or about Bally-
brophy knew where Desmond O'Urady
wnus, or why he had disappeared so
strangely. Mr Raymoad could give
her mo ecmfort on this point.

“L shall come early in the morn-
ing,” he said. “Tell your young mis-
tress 1 Inust see her— 1! have some-
thing to x4y to her that she will be
glad to hear.™

All night long in the still chamber
where the dead mun lay lights were
burning, and watchers sat \n patient
cttendance, after the kindly Ilrish
fushion tha* has surely somechiog to
recommend it

Mudame Rourke had sent a special
messenger, who came straight as the
crow tlies, over miles of bog and
country rosds, with a kindly little
nate to Kitty, and all sorts of mes-
saged, which would be followed by her-
st lf as speedily as possible.

“Mr Raymoand wants to see you,
Miss Kitty,” said Peggy. The long
right was over, and the tardy day
stole in at the shrouded windows.

*I can’t see him,” ghe said.

“But he says he won’t keep you &
moment,” said Peggy. “lt's about
Master Desmond, b think, mise”

“Pesmond!” cried Kitty, starting
up: has he heandl from him?™”
0, miss, nol that; but bhe has
something to tell you about him.
Shure you'd better dome and see the
gentieman. Just smooth your hair,
alanna, an” dont keep him waiting.”

George Raymond knrew the step
very well, you may be sure, though
it was very slow, and unlike the
rapid. lightsome spring with which
Kitty generally descendeqa the stalrs.
Then the door opened and she came
in and shook hands with him: aod,
lonking into his fuce, she read two
things—one, that he was very sorry
tor her loss; but the other—could it
be possible that be had any goud
news for her?

“You have somethi
she suid. “YWhat is i

“| have heard nothing about your
brother,” said he, at onee replying
to her enger and anxious look. That
was one thing about George Ray mond
—strnight to the point he always
went.

Her face fell, and she withdvew the
hamd that she had allowed him to
retnin for 8 moment.

“Rut | have something o tell yon
that you will like to hear. You know
about the accident—how people
spoke, and what snspicions attached
to vour brother? Well, 1 was deier-
mined to try myself, and senrch for
the gnn that must have been used by
the man if he shot himself. Eve
body seemed to think that that gques-
tion wns set nt rest by toe assertjon
made by Rynm ns to the mau having
gone out without his gung but  the
gun has heen fonmd.”

“Where? Whe fonml it?”

“Not far from the spot where he
fetll—perhaps. indeed, on the spot, for
the men who took him home conhl
noi clearly fix on the pluce. One suid
it was close to the bop: nuother, that
it was in the bog: aml it is not euny
to distinguish one part of it from

to tell me”

another,” added Mr Raymond,
W0 rememnbered that T
amd it monntainous  tufts  of

grusa and henther. and it unvarisd
surface of brown turf.

“You faand it she naid.

Then he told her the siory of s
discovery; how he had determined 1o
ke an efforlt to seareh the ground
more thoronghly, in epite of the wike-
heads of the villoge, who were remdy
to swenar that *nl) wag done that men
eauld do.” . like the hopeleas worl
of the Jucohite eavalier, “wil hod bheen
done in vain” Why, they snid, the
man wus dend—wanld groon be buried;
the “Crowner”™ hod sal on hi ol
though they were “certaln snre” that
Desmand O'Grady had kilbel i, vt
1 lunl el manl, with
nRy groi nnture of the Trieh,
they asked what on earth wna the
goml of moking more fuxkk about the
nintter?

George  Raymoml  1is
flently (o nbout hald th
then he went Ao the 1011
tion, nml there he got wl
viz, two men who waouold » ¥
him in his renrch; not sirletly legol,
perhapn, but one munt atreteh the line
pometimen, and hend conntahle Mnlll-
gon war 4 friend of Demnond (FGrady,

H
.

wil  tpn-
wpreches:
= poliee wtae

_and quite willing %0 lend his aid to

anything that might help to raise the
yeil which shrouded buth the desth of
Jemmy Sullivan and the fate of youny
Uilrudy.

Had the men who came acrogs Jumes
Sulbvan’s body been careful to uole
the exact spot where it lay befure they
moved it, it would hdave been eusy to
make a close search; but in the fright
and wooder of rhe moment vae was
ready (o swear to vue place, anuther
equally willing to declare that they
had found him in quite another. Due
thivg they had agreed upon, ar least
without much diszension, and that was
that the body bad been found some
yurds from a little stream or ditch
where the black bog water slowly
crept along; and glfi alobg the bauk
they had scouted for the possible gun
sthat might have been Iying there, but
nothing was 10 be found save the
brown turf and dry heather. Georyge
Raymenii who had a share of northern
perseverdnce, was not to be foiled by
disappoiatment. Steachily refusing Lo
think of its being a case of murder,
there remained but ove possibility---he
must have shot himsell. To be sure,
there were ame odd looking bruises
oo the poor dead budy, in addition to
the more deadly wouwmd from which—
as the doviers swore—he must have
bled to death within a very short
periedd alter the gun had been fived;
aod thouyh a man might. in a fit of
mdness If, he  would
hardly bruise himsell wlso.

1e was George Haymond who was to
find the missingr grun.  He fouml it
half buried in & greal toft of heather
and moss cottou, just whers the pal-
sl hand of the wourmbed man muost
have let it fall, The first impulze was
to stoop amt pick it up. the secomd
wis of a more caleu ey gd prudent
nutere.  He stood still amt valted the
others.

“TNedadd, he's ot something, 4l e
ol the and they ran to the spot. It
was plain envugh then how the acei-
deat hall happened; for the oid, much
worn, aml offen-mended pun bhod a
Iaxt tinizhed it carver—it had bursr,
the contents going through its owner's
body, and part of the stork hitting
himu severely.

“0Oh, hol

Hiddy ! said une of the
men, picns Y1t the world's won-
der of a now, so il 13" Neither
gunsmith nor any other =ith could
mnke it & gun again,

“I always tokt him he’d zet his death
by the sume gun’ =aid the other ofii-
cinl.

They toek it up carvefully
they =aw n brace of deal e vlose
by, murked with Lfood nob their own.
It was plain enough now, Jaoees Subli-
van had died from the bursting of his
own gui. The dead birds must bave
fallem with the gun, at the same mo-

anil then

menl, from his aponised hand; and
then hee mnst have exerted  bix last
ey, in vrossing the little st m,

for there were the macks of 2 man’s
feet in the thick bluck mould. “Phis
war certnin, fur it was at the other

sitle of the sbream that the body had
Been fonmd, nwd  nobudy had ever
thought of what wos the truth - that
the  injured man had  desperately
songht the bearest home, and had
sunk exhnusied from loss of blood,
afler stopgeringe seme yards, There
vinild 1w ne  reasonnlle donbt now

abont the atToir. The wonnds were
precisely those that would be cansed
By sueh nn oaceident; aad Deamond
O*Grndy was quite eleared from alt
ANKPHCion,

Kitty henmt what Georpe Raymond
hml to tett her. “Oh, yeu good, kit
mnan!*" she anid, awd the lhcht came
intn hwer exer and the eslour to her
checks—only for & mement. Then the
apdness of the present came back o
lher and ciowled her faece.  Her fathe®
dend  upstairs, ol Deamomt -
where won he? They might usk that
quention, but ne answer came to it.
He wan gone, never araln (o come hack
1o dhe old honse where he haad spent
hin careless, thonghtlenn life;  never
agnln 10 hear ihe svulee of the ol man
who hut mowe away from them wll o
the far off lund of shadowa.

Qeorge Ravimond hul semething else

tn way to Klidy, hat not then oot
fhe Hrat Rharpuess of wotrow
her mpered in hin eves. Afler-

. perhap, when w i le thme had

and  her sorrow should  bhe
xoofter. nnd his stery abont Den-
il #lwm b be elenred up, 13 [wr-
Tops. e mdpht kpow fhal he eared

for her, nil whe might e willlng to
come to bl sud be his love: hia wibs
-—the only womnn in the world for
him.,

Poor man!

One ean't help pltying

bim, for his youth was past, wnd yet
there he was as luve-dick as may school
boy, remly 10 ly himseif, bis money,
and his goods at the feet of a simple
&irl who wore shabby drewses and un-
tidy bair, and who badn’t the accom-
plishinents that vove wpon s time he
thought every woman vught to have.

CHAPTER VI
NEWS OF DESMUNL.

Winter and spriog weie things of
the pust. Here way lusly summer, like
a4 qu. vrewurd with blood-red roses,
aaking the varth beautiful with leavey
and bivssvwas, Hiling the air  with
sweel esseuces, and painting the skice
all of a sapphite blue. Sumunes not
less beaulitul in the quiet lrish howe
where Kitty had found a cumfortable
it not happy refuge than in dear old
Hallybrophy.

The latter place was empty pow
and bare, suve for & carviaker who
bad leen installed by Mr Raywond.
Everybody—tbhat  means the  litihe
world arvuud him—wondered at his
lethargy in wot at voce altering, pull-
ing down. buikliog up. making & grand
vew lamp, in short, cut of the old
dim om. He did pothiog of the kind.
He seemed to be guite tuken up with
hix work upon theuther property he bhad
bought, where indeed be was making
Unprovements that opeoed the eyes
of the country folk.

“Dig wid a four-provged fork is it?”
one Faddy says with horror. “Shure,
=uch u thing wus ever scem, Anyone
van dig wid a spade.” Hut Mr Ray-
moncl and hix Sculch overseer meant
thuse new steel furks for use, mot for
orusueet, aud it soou became known
that those whe took Mr Raywmoumd's
moaney il ax he, Mr Ra_vmoul‘l, pleaa-
b and exuctly as he pleasedt.

Then he  plieted  judiviously, aud
then were  carefully  fenced,  Little
giowps of young larch and fir, placed
Just where they would be most effect-
ive, aml where o uther sort of vege
tubbe life would de much gomd. Not
it he peglected Balivbrephy,  The
rdebns were sel to rights @il vare
fully tended, amd sundey very peces
Fepairs were nhute. loaks were
wil, broken wslls vepaived, and
house put in fair order; but be-

the
youd that Mr Raymond did not go.

No. theugh lood Eoniskeap pointed
ont te him how it would “pay™ to
have a conservatory thrown out here,
amd pnew offices there, and, in fact,
how a “few thousands” would make
the otd home of the O'Grady's & place
worth inhabiting by such » wan us Mr
Ray mongt,

Even Muadame Roarke, under whase
ample wing the orphaned gicl fownl
shelter, wondered at hiz abstineiwe.

“For” said she, “when those new

wen come to an ol place they like to
pluy 1

pitch amd toss with it. New
ivns everywhere, 1 declate now,
amd ig a nice maun, thai he
S0 And she wondered why the
wirl should blush se deeply. ;

Minlame war gnick-witted, she counld
Mpur twa amd twa fosether™; she re-
menthered that Mr. Ravmond had al-
iven up ealling at the le
tine day when

Kitty hml taken a walk to-
md when Kitty had cowe
of headache o the eveniug.

“Ritry.” sail Muda
never told me that
you e mmrry him”

Kitty grew redder und tossed hey Mit-
e bhensd detlautly; the wicl's spirils
wire voming bark te her with the
Dlesmedd elastivity of youth, Not rhae
she forgot “daddy™  don't think !
nor Desmond either- poor  lost Des
mond, of whose  fale nothing =
known. Giuessed, indeed, had bee
nuntle ax to his baving come te his
By xene mischance, Bash wnd heat-
mtrong, thers were civers to drown
him, bog-holes 1o swother him.,  He
wus rone, his place knew him no more,
that time softens, thoagh i may wot
remove, prief; so Kitty had regained
semeibiing of her olid pretiy ways, st
wisnhil even 4 © ko, amamiging Yt
e “Mudime,” aod ugh al and wish
her taao,

» solemnty, “yown
Kaywond arked

1501 Madunse hud been too sharp for
Misn Kitt i i T How dind yua
asked the lutter, luuking
fudoad,
foul,"™ anid Mok, |
it you are the foual,

L What conbd you wake such

rlithe h velfuse the man whn

roulid ha oo b af yeur
awhi! UHy, K Kitiy!™

“Xxnd thut's the very Tosson,”™ walid
the “lhecnune ever wordid
Just way b owantied w home, not the
wi, there!  wiil becauss ho'd think
B, Now wihen 1 du warey §'1 due it




