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He Careful of Your Money.

When life is full of health and glee,.
Work, work, as busy as a bee !

And take this gentle hint from me—

e careful of your money !
You'll find it true, that friends are few
When you are short of money !
The single grain cast in the mold
May spring and give a hundred fold;
More precious than its weight in gold !
Be careful of your money !
The grain you sow to stacks may grow;

Be careful of your money !

Bat do not shut sweet Mercy's doors
\When sorrow pleads or want implores;
T'o help 1o heal Misfortune’s sores,
Be careful of your mouey !
To Lelp the poor who seek your door,
Be carefol of your money !
\Would you escape the beggar’s lat,
The death-bed of the lLippling sof,
And live in eweet contentment’s cot?
Be carcful of your money !
And 11'_1-0-:1 need a friend indeed,
Be careful of your money !

e e —

MARY CARROL:
Or. THE LOST CLASP-KNIFE
CHAPTER L
THE MURDER.—AN ARREST.

It wasa wild, ruzged scene, near the
wostern shore of Louzh Neagh, in the
ronntry of Tyrove, and in the northern
part of Treland.  To the left, stretebing
uway from the banks of the lake, was a
dark bogz, over which, in close-tangled
s1asscs, grew the rank morass wildwood.
It was jast at nightfall that a wayworn
peddler eutered upon the dubious foot-
track that led through the boz, and from
the eonfidence with which he trusted to
his knowledge of the way one might have
supposed that be had often traveled it.—
His way was towards Londonderry, and
as he foand bimsclf in the midst of the
sloomy wildwood he began to whistle =
low tune by way of enlivening the stene.
At some spots, where the flanking of lithe
«hrubbery was quite sparse, the ground
trembled and shook beneath the pedler’s
'read, but he felt sure, or knew, that be
was iu the right track, and he kept stead-
1y on.

Not long after be had disappeared frem
sight in the intricate windings of the path,
any oue standing upon the edge of the
bog might bave beard a sudden rustling
of the distant wildwood, as though some
onc bad rushed Lastily through it. Then
came a short scufile, a ebasp ery of pain,
a few deep groans, and then for a few
moments all was still.  Io five minutes
more there was another rastling in the
Lushes, 2 heavy fa}l, and ere long after-
wards a man emerged from the bog path
and stood a few seconds vpon the hard
cropnd. Ile was pot the pedler, and yet
bore in bis hand the pedler’s pack.—
» mozed cautiously about Lim, and be-

inz satisfed that all was safe be stepped
a little out of the way, seated himself up-
on the grass, opened the pack, and began
to averbaul its contents.

“Curse bis empty pack!” multered the
man as be scemed to have examined all
its couteuts, ‘“T've dene that j-JL for
notbing. I've sold my sout! for a miscr-
able podge of old wewen's trumpery.”

The speaker started nervously up, for
Le bad heard a noise in the bog, and with
a hasty step he burried off towards a
small village thet lay upon the borders of
the lake to the southward.

Not long after the mav Lad left the
emptied pack there came up from the bog
path spother man, and Le Lore a bLeavy
body in his arms. When he reached a
cuituble resting place he laid Lis burden
down upon the grass. It wae the bloody
corpse of the pedier.

“Poor Magdull I” murmured the young
man—for young he was, “who could heve
had the Leart to take your life?  There
could have been but a few more years for
vou on earth, and surely they might bave
Ioft you those.  Ab, what's this! Tby
pack, as I Jive. Ioly sajuts, theyve
taken your last Lreath for the paitry store
you carried; ond it een’t Lave been Jong,
cither, for your blood is warm from tbe
Leart!”

The young man kuelt down aud pulied
apart the bits of lace and ribbou, the pin-
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papers and the little eusbions, and while

lie yet gazed vacantly upon them, at the

same timo murmuring sadly to himself,’

e was startled by a heavy tread of feet
belind bim. He looked up aud saw three

stouf men sl.andinq over him. "
“Corucy Drake !” said one of thew in

{ones of rank astonishment. “Good God,
j« this you "
Yes it 18 me,

‘{hat wurder.

R e R

man, rising to Lis feet, “and this—"

e stopped and turned pele with fear. | getting of you !”
The idea came thundering upon him that . ;
ITe black eyes shot forth strcams of fire-~his heart to refuse her further.

be might be thought the murderer.

'and T don't care if I lose that soul in the rclaspea ber hands. _Big tears rolled down

Bagroon looked pale and haggard—his

'
|

her checks, and as the stern officer gazed
upon her thus he could not find it in his
e wrote an

read the conviction in the faces of the tceth were grating together, and his I' order for her immediate admittance to the
men who had found him in hLis present breath came hot and quick. Poor Mary jail, and when he handed it to her said :

situation.

- was frightened. She was a stout-hearted

“There, go and and sce bim ; but you

*Ab, Corney, no wonder you hesitate. and true-hearted girl, but she knew that wust make up your mind that this will be

We never could have believed this of Caspar Bagroon was a fearful man, and your last visit.

oun.”

she knew that he would do anything to

“Believed what?"” wildly exclaimed the ' gain his ends. |

young man.

“Look at this,” slowly returned the oth- ' gzo of me, Caspar Bagroon.

cr, pointing to the body of the pedler.

“I see it.
I did not murder him.
witness that I had no hand in it.”

It is poor old Magdull; but '
I call on God to Bagroon,in a hoarse whisper. “Iam not thought the thing had turned her brain.

. “Let go of me !"” she shricked.  “Let/
I can never
- be yours I swear—" I
“ITush, Mary Carrol,” interrupted |

a man to be thwarted. I could tell you

I shall feel miserable
when I hang the poor youth, for I have
always thought him a noble—"

“So he is. So he is. You shall not
hang him,—by heavens, you shall not !—
He never did it—he never did it!”

The sheriff pitied the poor girl, for he

He knew not that that brain was ten times

“Don't call on God with a lie in your some things that would open your eyes to more strong than before.

month Corney Drake.
hands. ook at your clothes.
all tloody.
—it's warm.”

“I found it in the bog. I was coming
bhome from the other side, and I stumbled
against it, and I brought itup here. No
band of mine barmed bim.”

“Bat the pack, Corney,—what wcre
you doing with that!?” '

Look at your
They're

“It was here—just where I laid down
the body.”

“And the things?
wighty free with 'em when we came up,
Corney.”

“I only was looking to see what—"’

“Don’t hesitate.”

“Well, it was natural curiosity that
made me look at them.
doue it, Phil Kanaugh.”

And feel of the corpse, too,

' your own fate.”
. “Ah, you could tell of dark deeds e-f
nough, I ween. Ha, what's that?" :
“Where!" uttered Bagroon, with a quick :
start. .
“There!” said Mary, laying her finger
upon a dark spot ou his shirt-sleeve. '
“It’s nothing.”
“It's blood, Caspar Bagroon.
- blood!”
~ “Youlie! Ttisn't blood!”
The villain hurled Mary from him as

It's

|
|

hue. He trembled at every joint, and his|
‘eyes giared wildly upon the dark stain. |
. It isn’t blood! You lie, Mary Carrol;

there is no blood on me !”
It scemed as though at that moment

You would have some mighty power descended upon Mary saints bless you for this.

Carrol, for she grew suddenly calm, and |

Mary sought the jail once more, and
she found no difficulty in gaining admit-
tance.

Cornelius Drake satin his cell. He was
not more than onc-and-twenty—a noble
looking youth, with auburn hair and large
blue eyes, and a countenance full of good-
ness and truth. Ilis very appearance
gave the lie direct to the idea that he
could commit a deliberate murder, and
yet all knew that no one could bave kill-
ed the pedler except in cool blood, for

You were making he spoke, and his face turned to a livid old Magduhl could have had no enemies.
She '

Mary Carrol entered the eell.
stood an instant upon the threshold, then
sprang forward and threw her arms about
the young prisoner’s neck.

“Mary, Mary,” he cried, “the holy
I can’t embrace
you, darling, for sce, my hands are

“Perhaps I might; but I couldn’t have | with a steady gaze she looked upon the cbained.”

found it in my heart to have done that!”

“(), Ged, 1 did notdoit! You know
I could not have done it.
wurdered in the bog, and I brought him

up here; and here I found his pack torn

man before her. {
“It is blood,” she slowly, firmly utter-

' en your hand, too.”
“Where!” grasped Bagroon, gazing!

“Hush, Corney dear. I can embrace
you, and for even that we may be thank-

I found him  ed, “and you knowit. There’s blood up- ful. They told me you were to be hung,
lbut I swore that you shouldn’t.”
“Ab, Mary my fate is sealed, and no

open, and the things all scattered about. quickly at both his hands. “There is no carthly power can help me now.”

"Tis true, what I teil you—as true as ho-
ly writ.”

“I hope it is, Corney, but the deed
looks dark against you. You'll go to the
village with us.”

“Yes. That's where I intended to go

go.”
ers, “what shall we do with the body?”

“Let it be here, and oue of you must
stay and watch it.  The coromer must
see it here just as we found it.  Come,
Corney.”

blood there. Out upon your trickery.—
My hands are clean.” ;
“They are not elean,” said Mary, sus-
tained by a strange power, “nor can all
‘the waters in Lough Neagh make them |
'80.” |
| Caspar Bagroon foamed at the mouth,

forward and grasped the girl once more
by the arm. ‘-

“Now hold that tongue of thiae,” he!
“I want no more of it. Youare|

Mine—mine! |

yelled.
mine, Mary Carrol.

“But you did not do that wicked mur-
der, Corney.”

“You know I didn't, darling.”

“TIndeed I know it.”

“Then there's some satisfation in that.” |
“But there'd be moresatisfaction in find-

ing out who did it,” said Mary.

“Phil Kanaugh,” said one of the oth- | and in a frenzy of mad wrath he sprang| “That's past bope,” returned Corney.

“But don't you suspect any one!—
Haven't you the least idea of who did it;”

she cagerly asked.

“Not in the least. But why do you ask!”
“Pirst tell me all the circumstances at-

Corney Drake turned one more look I have loved you as I never loved a hu- | tending your finding of the body.”

upon the murdered pedler, then he gazed

man being before, but by the holy saints, |

Corney went on and told the circum-

upon bis blood-stained hands, and with a ' you ean turn that love to madness. You stances just as they had transpired. How

Leavy bLeart he followed his companions.
He saw the full foree of the circumstanees
under which he had been found, and be

' grasp and leaped towards the door.

may—"'

that be was returning from the London-

At this moment Mary broke from hisllderry side of the great bog just at night

She fall, and when he had nearly reached the

knew bow summary was the method in sprang into the garden, and was just o- | Tyrone side he saw a dark object against

which such cases were disposed of by the pening the gate when Bagroon eaught her | the bushes near the solid path. He went ¥

courts.

CHAPTER IL

MARY CARROL AND HER VISITOR. -«
Marry Carrol was an orphan, just lift-
ing her head into beautiful womanhood.
It was at the cool of evening that she sat
apon the door-stone of her neat cottage,
and over her fair features was spread a
cloud cf despondent agony. - She heard
footsteps approaching her cot, and lifting
ber eyes she saw the dark form of Caspar
Bagroon. With a sbudder she hurried

into the house, but Caspar followed ber.— |

Iic was a stout young fellow, but ke Jook-
ed uzly and repulsive. There wasin ev-
ery lineament of his features a dark scowl,
and his faee bore numerous scars that
bad been left by the wounds he had re-
ccived in mony brawls and drunken rows.

“A good evening to Fe, Miss Mary,”
«aid Caspar, as he unceremoniously cn-
tercd.

“Your presence makes it a bad one,’
returned the fair girl, in a firm tone——
“Go your way Caspar Bagroon.”

“This i my way, dariing, an
clioose to stay for the present.”

“If you stay here, then I shall go. I've
told you time and again, Caspar, that 1
would have nothing to do with ye. Now
leave me in peace, for I am miserable.”

“No, Mary, 1 shan't leave you, for I
love you, and you know it, and you shall
be mive. Young Corney Drake wount be
wy rival any suore.
your pretty hand long ago if it hadn't
bave been for bis wioning ways and
smooth tongue; but he's done for, now.”

“(laspar Bagroon, you never could have
had wy hand. I bate you, and I always
drl.  Corney Drake fsn't guilty of that
murder, and they can’t convict Lim. Go
your way, and leave me in peace.”

“Ha, ha, bLa, Mary Carrol, you don’t |

know what you're saying. Corney Drake
is guilty of the murder, and he's been
proved go.”

“It's a lie!”

“Hold your tonguc, Mary. It's no lie.
Ie bas been convicted and he is going to
be bung!”

Mary Carrol grasped Bagroon by the
arm, and looked wildly into his face.

“Don’t you lie £6 me, Caspar Bagroou'”

“Jt ins't a lie. Corney Drake has been
centenced this very afternoon, and next
week be'll be bung.” _

“No, no! they shan't hang him!” eried
the Lalf-fraptie girl. “Corney never did
It wasn't in bis heart.”

“Peace, Mary. Young Drake can be
nothing to you now.”

“Yes, be can.

“But be shan’t, though,” uttered the
dark man, at the samwe time grasping hold
of the excited girl witk a rough grip—
“Now listen to me, Mary Carrol. You've

ot to be mine, apd mine you shall be in
spite of all the powers of heaven and carth.

returned the young I've set my very soul on possessing you, '

. you do you'll never—"

He can be everything.” |

by the shoulder and dragged ber back up to it and found that it was the pedler.
as P

into the cottage. |

Life was extinet, but the body was warm,

“Don’t you seream,” he hissed, “for if and the blood was still flowing. Under

'these circumstances be took the body up

The remainder of his sentence was and carried it to the upland, where, as the

spoken in a silent language by the draw-
ing of alarge knife. At another time
Mary might have been frightened into|
implicit obedience, but now ber soul was/

fired, her every nerve and muscle was!itive, and it had taken but a few minutes |

strung to its utmost, and the heart of the
dauntless heroine struggled in her bosom; |
yet for an instant was she cool. %

“Q), spare me !” she eried, and she sank |
'upon her knecs.

reader alrcady knows, he eame across the
pack. The rest be told in a few words.
Everything wasagainsthim—-theevidence,
though eircumstantial, was yet almost pos-

for the jury to bring in their verdict.

“Tell me,” said Mary, as Corney closed |

his story, “is there no one whom you think
might have dove this thing? Do you

The villian let go his hold upon ber cinity on that evening?!”

shoulder, and looked down upon her in a |
mocking triumph. Quick as thought the
daantless maiden leaned forward and’
wound ber arms about his ankles, and
with a sudden jerk she brought his legs
from under him.
like 2 leaden weight, his kuife flew from

~did not stop this time to open the gate,

the low paling 2nd gained the street. '

CHAPTER IIL
- THE PRISON INTERVIEW.
Mary Carrol gained the garden-gate of
a neighbor's house, and then she turned
and looked towards her own cot.  She
saw Caspar Bagroon just stepping into

I might have had |the strect, and she could sce through the W

dim twilight that his hands were clenched
together, and she thought ske heard bit-|
ter curses fall from his lips. He came
pot after her, however, but walked mood-
lily off in the oppostte direction, and was
Isoon lost to sight in the gathering gloom.
| The resolute girl stepped againinto the
| street and hastily wended her way to-|
wards the jail. She asked to sce Corney
Drake, but the jailor refused her. e
'said the youmg man was committed to
‘die, and rone but the priest could be ad-
'mitted to his cell. She begged and pray-
led, but the jailor was inexorable. e
‘told ber, bowever, that she might apply
'to the sheriff, and that a pass from bhim
' would admit ber.

| With the flectness of wind Mary darted p

off for the house of the Sheriff whom she
bad the good fortune to find at home—
' She made known her request, and he at
first refused. |
“0, I must see Lim,” she eried. “He
'was all the world to me. If he must die,’
0, lct me see him.” |
“Not to-night,”” said the sheriff, but it
'was spoken in a wavering tone. |
“Yes, yes,—for the love of God, sir, do!'
To-morrow may be too late. Corney nev-
er committed that murder ; I know he
did not. 1 was his—his—I should have
‘been his wife, sir, had he lived; and O,/
who knowse but he may live yet. Do, do,
0, do, sir.”
Mary Carrol sauk upon her kuces aud

“No-only the three men who found me.”

“Was not Casper Bagroon there ?

“Casper Bag—.
what do youmean? My God! I believe
Caspar dogged me there! Ie has sworn

me, and the appearance of the pedler, the

» his grasp, and on the instant Mary once apparently well filled pack, and the lone-
more sprang through the doorway. She Jipess of the hour and the place, may

have excited his cupidity. He had the

d Lere T but with a single bound she leaped over peart capable of it—I know he did. But |

we can't prove anything.”
Mary sat down upon the edge of the

‘low cot, and for tome time she remained |
Her foot played ner- |

in silent thought.
vously upon the tiled floor, ber little fin-
gers passed to and fro around each other,
and when she at length raised her head
all traces of tears were gone, and her
hole of a resolute woman's unyielding
will. _

“Corney,” she said, “I believe God
somctimes puts the truth into the heads
of us poor mortals when no earthly un-
derstanding could have ecaught it——
To-night Caspar Bagroon was in my cot-
tage, and he basely—"

“Ha! Did he dare—"

“Hush, Corney, he did not harm me.—
I saw blood upon his shirt-sleeve, and
when I showed it to him he trembled and
stammered and broke from me. Then he

'seized me, but I leaped away, and he fol-

lowed me. He eaught me and drageed
me back, and he drew his knife. The
thought came upon me like a shaft of
lightning that Bagroon bhad murdered the
edler. God must have given me e
thought, for it came like a perfect eonvie-
tion. I got away from him again and
fled, and then I eame bere.”

Mary Carrol arose from her scat and
clasped her kands firmly together.

Corney,” she continued, “if there's proof
of the real murderer on the face of the
earth I'll find it out. I will, or I'll die
with you."”

Corney Drake longed to clasp the fair
girl to his swelling bosom, but he remem-
bered his bonds, and Le could only thank
her in words,

CHAPTER 1V.

THE KNIFE; AND A NEW AUCUsSAL.

\"hen Magey entered her cottage it was |
» {
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quite late. She feared not the return of
Casper Bagroon, for her heart had been
strong by the strange conviction that some
superhumanpower was aiding Lier,and she
even felt bappy in the assurance that she
should succced in ber efforts. She opened
her tinder-box, and baving lighted a can-
dle she bolted ber door and windows, and
was torning towards her bed-room when
her eye caught an object that Jay upon the
floor at the further extremity of the a-

up. It was Bagroon's clasp knife !

In all probability the villain’s fall had
so thumped his head that he entirely for-
got the knife he had dropped. Mary
knew it, for she saw it when he pulled it
out that same evening, and she had often
eeen it before, and, more than all, she
kpew that half the people in the village
could swear to its identity, for there was
none other like it, Casper having made
the handle himself from curiously earved
 bog-oak.

For full five minutes Mary stood and
| gazed upon that knife. The blade was
' open, and she thoughtfully ran ber thumb
along its edge. Then she closed it, and
'placing it earefully in bLer bosom, she
 sought her chamber. She laid down upon
her bed, but not to slecep, for her mind
was too busy, too active, too much excited,
for that. It could not be lulled into for-
getfulness, nor yet into dreams. It dwelt
in the land of facts and cool caleulations.

The next morning Mary was up before
the sun, and throwing on her bonpet and
~shawl, she hastened to the house of the
sheriff. (This sheriff scted both in the

capacity of an execotive and a coroner.)
She had to wait sometime for him to make
his appearance, but he came at length.

“You here again?” he uttered, with a
sleepy yawn.
| “Yes, sir,—and I have important Gus-
iness, too. Were you not the eoroner who
'examined the body of old Magdall?”
|  “Yes.” The sheriff opened his eyes,
and began to wake up.

“Was the body opened !’

“No,—of course not. The pedler was
' dead—stabbed two or three times—and

we knew who did it.”

“You did not know.who did it, Mr.
Sheriff ; you did not know, I say, or you
never would have put an innocent man in
jail and had him convicted of the murder.
| Is the body burried 77

“Then it must be dug up.  Dig it up,

gir, and I'll prove to you that Corney |

Drake did not do the bloody deed ! Will
ou do it, sir?” Say, will you do it!”

The Sheriff began to be deeply interes-
ted in the matter, for there was something
more in the manner of the girl than idle
raving.

“Most assuredly,” he replied, “if you
can give me a good reason.
you suspect 1"’

“If I tell you he may escape.”

“No,—he shall be arrested.”

“Then 'twas Casper Bagroon.”

The sherifi’s eyes snapped.

“Can you prove it !"”

“Dig up the body and sce. God will
pot suffer the guilty to escape. Dig up the

'know of any one's having been in that vi: body and let the doctor examine it.”

| “Caspar Bagroonisa dangerous fellow,”
‘uttered the officer, *and I think him just
| the man to have done such a deed. 41

ing.”

“You have reasons. I belicve he did

Ile fell upon the ﬂoorlto kill me. He may have laid in wait for the murder. [ accuse hkim of it/ 13 pot |

that enough!”
' #“I'll arrest him, by the saints, I will.
' He needed it long ago.”
| “And you'll have the body dugup, teo.
| “Yes.”

CHAPTER V.
THE NEW TRIAL.

| People were surprised when Caspar
Bagroon was arrested for the murder of
the pedler, but no one was sorry. Pub-
lic opinion turned like a weather cock ere

' yet the evidence had been produced.

’ The body of the pedler was brought
into the eourt, and the doctor was there
to examine the wounds. Caspar Bagron

' was there, and though his bosom heaved,

'and his features were contorted, by the

' fiercest passion, yet he spoke not a word.

' He turned his flashing eyes upon Mary
Carroll, and he grated bis teeth together

| like the stones of a mill. le scemed to

| forget that this was working against Lim.

. 'I'be doctor began to probe the wounds.

| The first went to the bheart, but there he

found nothing. The second was further
towards the centre of the breast, and

' seemed to have becn a very slight one.—

'The skin was cut away, and in a few mo-

ments more the operator uttered a slight

exclamation.

“What is it? What is it?” quickly
tasked Mary, springing forward.

“Wait a moment,” returned the doctor ;

'and as be spoke he produced a pair of

| foreeps.

|

. He applicd them to the ineision he had

! made, and after two umucccssful_ efforta

i he drew forth a piece of metal whieb had
been driven through (lic tough eartilago
between the left ribs and the sternum, and
which, upon examipation, proved to be the

{ point of a knife!
" “ffere! here ! eried Mary, at the same

time drawing o clasp-knife from her bo-
| som. “You all of you know to whom this
béjongs. Try it, try it”

I']‘lm people crowded ecagerly forward.

partment. She went to it and picked it

- ’ { more !
“Yes,—over a weeck ago,” returned the | Fis fair vietim had
officer, fooking upon the girl in a state of [ 1 25 shias
utter astonishment. i
[ |

Whom do |

The sheriff took the kuife and opencu
The point of the blade was broken off
' He took the pie¢e from the hands of t
doctor and applied it to the broken blade
It fitted—it was the missing piees !
“Ha, ha, ha!” half wildly, haly by«-
terically langhed Mary Carrol. *=Th
Caspar Bagroon's kpife!”
“You lic you she-devil I”
villain.
“No, she don't Caspar,” said PLil Kan-
augh. “We all know that koife.”
| “Ay,” eried Mary, “and he drew it up-
on me, too. Listen, nearts of Tyrone —
That bad man came to my house, and
he insulted me. He taunfed me because
Corney Drake had been convicted of mur-
der. T tried to fice from him, but hie caught
me and drew that Enife, and swore he'd
kill me if I sereamed. [ sank upon my
knces, and grasping Lim by the ankles, |
tripped bim up and then fled. o drop-
ped his knife and forgot to pick it up. aad
when T returned I found it. [ knew he
bad done the murder, for I saw Llood
upon his shirt sleeve; but when I =aw that
broken blade I believed that God had pro-
' vided & way for me to proye it. I have
proved it. You all sce it. DBazroon is
the real murderer, and Corney is :
The sheriff may have tried to qus

H
. i

roarcd the

| noisge, but he certainly failed, for the en
| thusiasm of an Irish erowd is not to Le
busned.

] The nvew trial went summarily on—
| The identity of the knifc was proved at

starting.  Phil Kanaugh swore that ke
| met Bagroon coming fromui the bog a short
| time before he eame across Corney, but
he thought notbing of it at the time nor

had it cceurred to him sinee. Iu lessthan
half an hour the word “gwilly " sounded
upon the ears of the villain

“IJt's a lie! alie! Carse ye all!" L

yelled, and in a woment when he caught

the chance, he sprang towards Mary
He did not reach her, however, for Phil
Kaoaugh pushed forward Lis foot and
tripped him uwp. Pagroon was at {oll
speed, and when he was thus thrown from
his feet he fell forward with a fearful jm-
petus, and bis neek struck the sharp edge
of an ocaken bench. An instant he re-
mained with his head fopping over upoun
I the seat, and then his bo r', rolled over
| upon the floor. There were two or three
long straggles—a ¢ am started
forth from bis mouth—and lLe was no
The fall kad broken Lis neek |—
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1d eseaped him!
“(iod did that!™ said Mary.
“God did it !” eried they all.

|
|
Mary Carrol held the order for Corne?
| Drake's release in her hand.
' wildly to the jail, and an bundred youn
men and old followed Ler.
“l'ree! free!’ she erted, as she fell upon

She rushed

b

Us

]

her lover's bosom. Cerney, dear Corney,
you are free !”
i The jailor came and Enocked off the

shackles from the young man's feet and
| hands, but before he could gzain sense e-
| nough to speak, his cell was filled with
'men. They caught him in their arms and
| bore kim to the street, where they placed
| bim in a carriage they had dragged from

| from the sheriff’'s stable, and seatinz the

heroiec Mary by bis side they procecded
to the fair girl's cottage. Shouts of joy
| rent the air, and & hundred lips blessed
the saved and the saviour.
' Ere many weeks had passed away those

¢ople were shoating and singzing agzain
- . [

But tell me, Mary— had reasons I'd arrest him this very morn- | This time there was a wedding, and Cor-

ney and Mary were the happy couple.
= et e =
A Big Slory.
|  Anold gc;:!feum". who had a neizh-
bor rather addicted to telling large stories,
after listening one day to several which
quite taxed bis eredulity, boasted that Le
himself could tell a bigger one still;
» procecded to relate the following:
Said be one d:i_‘.‘ I was tIL::.:n' at the
farther end of my farm, wmore than half
a mile from my house—when at onee, |
saw a heavy dark cloud rising in the wost
Soon I saw the torrents of rain deseend-
ing at a distance, and rapidly approach-
ing the place where I stood with my wag-
cn and horses. Determined—if possible
—10 escape the storn 1 instantly leaped
into my wagon, and started my team t
wards home. DBy constant appliestion
the whip to my horses, 1 barely esears
being overtaken, by the rapidly spproach
ing torrent. But so tremeundously d
pour down that w@~ little doz, whoe
close behind me, 2otually had to swim all
the way !'— A l30uis, '
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‘Ned, who is that girl I saw you walk-
ing with I
‘Mis Hogea.’
‘Hogg, Hogg—well, she's to be pitic
for having such a pame.’
80 I think,’ rejoined Ned. ‘I pitied
' her so much that I offcred her mine and
she is going to take it preseutly.’

= -
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‘There is o woman at the bottom of ev-
erv mischief,’ said Joe.

“Yes,' replied Charley, ‘when I used to
get into mischief my meother was at the
bottom of me.”

—— S

A late pumber of the Brookvwille A
meriean announead the destruction of the
cditor’s hat, whereupon the Counnersville
Times impudently wonders if {hete were
any lives lost!
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presepee of a spirit siwilar, yol superior

to our OwWh.




