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' CHAPTIR V., -
TXIE NEW TRIAL.
*'| People were surprised when Caspar Bagroon

was arrested for the murder o
1o one wag sorry.
a weather tock ere
produced. - -
Tho body of the pedler wiis brought into tha
court, and the doctor way there to examine the
wounds. ~ Caspir Bagroon was tlxérc, and:
though his bosom heaved, and his featureg wera

fthe pedler, but
Public opinion turned liko
yet the ovidence had been

RERY

Deooted fo Toeal ond  General  Hows, ﬁgrirulturp,'

contorted, by the fiercest passion, yet he spoke

Churation, Poralify, ﬂmwrmmf, Pukets, &, &

not & word. He turned hig flashing eycs upon
Mary Carrol, and he grated his teoth iogcther
like the stones of a mill.  He seeméd to forget
that this was working ngainst him. ’

[,
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The doctor began to probe the wounds.
first went to the heart, bu

ing. The second was fur

The

t there he found nothe

———
= R cnntiy upon them, at the same time murmur- *“ Don't you lie to me, Caspar Bagroon !" refused her.  Tlo said the young man was con- ) ** Corney,"” she snifl, “ T believe God some-
. 36 if4 tl ra [ . ing sadly to himself, he was startled by a ‘It isn’t a-lie. Corney Drake has been sen- demned to die, and none but the priest could be | imes puts the truth into the heads of us poor

‘MAY. '
“ BY ¢, JILLION.

Soft winds creep idly through the vale,
' ere winter lately ruled supreme ;
*And wake the flowers to life and light,
Beneath the sun’s congenial beam.
The birds have wandered back again,
To.claim their wonted bowers of ease H
Their music swells on everygale,
And cchoes from the waving trees.

The tales of youth have all been told
Beside the old familiar hearth ;
Where friends upon a winter’s eve
Mako glad their pilgrimage on earth.
The song of glee, the merry dance,
The beaming face lit up with joy.
Have made a thousand hearts more glad—
Their impress time will not destroy.

The farmer, at the close of day,

Fatigued by toil and worn with care,
Feels happy in his humble cot,

‘When all his houschold gods are there.
The winds may war and wail without,

The skies look dark and storms begin ;
Yet peace and plenty bless his lot,

And friends, true-hearted, smile within,

.0, winter is a joyous time,
For those who'love the sweets of life ;
And mingle with their friends at home,
While others chase the phantom—strife,
To those who love a social hour,
When evening pales the western sky,
- The sweetest that the year affords,
Is when the cold winds hoarsely sigh.-

The season of the year is phst,

And gentle May has comne again
With all her roses full in bloom,

And all the sylphs of Flora’s train.
All Nature seems in happy mood,

The earth is decked jn pride’s nrray ;
The stars above us glow with light,.

Such light as only shires in May.

MARY CARROL,
. —OoR—

fa2 3y BRAIP-1UIB3,

' OIIAPTER I,
THE JMURDER. AN ARREST.
Tr was a wilg, rugged scene, near the west.
ern shore of Lough Neagh, in the county of
Tyrone, and in the northern ‘part of Ireland. —
To the left, stretching away from the banks of
- the lake, wasg a dark bog, over which, in close-
tangled masses, grew the rank morass wild-
wood, It was just at nightfall that a way-
worn pedler entered upon the dubious foot-
track that let through the bog, and from the
- confidence with which he trusted to his knowl.
edgo of the way one might have supposed that
he had often travelled it. Iis way was tow-
ards Londonderry, and as he found _himself
in the midst of the gloomy wildwood he began
to whistlo a low tune by way of enlivening the
Scene. At some spots, where the flanking of
lithe shrubbery was quite sparse, the ground
trembled and shook beneath the pedler's tread,
but he felt'sure, or knew, that ho was in the
right track, and he kept steadily on.
Not long after he had disappeared from sight
in the intricate windings of the path, any one
stnnaing upon the edge of the bog might have
heard a sudden rustling of tho distant wild-
wood, as though some one had rushed hastily
through it. -Then came & short scufile, a sharp

cry of pain, a few deep groans, and then for a
few moments all was still. In five minutes

‘
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a heavy fall, and ero long afterwards a man
emerged from the bog path and stood a few
seconds upon the hard ground. He was not
the pedler, and yet he bore in his hand the
pedler’s pack. He gazed cnutiously about

- him, and being satisfied that all was safe he
stepped a little out of the way, seated himself
upon the grass, opened the pack, and began to
overhaul its contents.

‘“Curse his empty pack ! ‘muttered the man
ag hd seemed to have examined all its contents.
** I've done that job for nothing. I've sold my
soul’ for a miserable podge of old women’s
trumpery.”

The speaker started nervously up, for he
heard a noise in the bog, and with a hasty step
he hurricd off towards a small village that lay
upon the borders of the lnke ‘to the southward.

Not long after the man had left the emptied
pack there came up from the bog path another

man; and he bore a heavy body in his arms.—
‘When he reached a suitable resting place he

i

Iaid‘his burden down upon the grass. It was

p

fo

Young Corney Drake wont be my rival any

“Poor Magduhl " murmured “the young
man—for young he was, ¢ who could have had
the heart to take your life? There could have
been but a fow more years for you on carth,
and surely they .might havo left you those.—
Ah, what's this? Thy pack, as I live. Holy
snints, they've taken your last breath for the

m

th
‘been long, either

the heart !

The young man knelt down and pulled apart
tho bits of 1ago and ribbos, the pin-papers and

, for your blood is warm from

could not have done it.
in the bog, and T brought him up here; and
here T found his pack torn open, and the things
all seattered about. 'Tis true, what I tell you
-—as true as holy writ.”

dark agninst you. You'll go to the village
with us.”

and wateh it.

murdered pedler, then he gazed upon his bleod-
lowed his companions. He saw the full force

found. and hé¢ knew how summary was the
method in which such cases were dis
the courts.

cool of evening that she sat upon the door-stone
of her neat cottage, and over her fair features
was spread a cloud of despondent agony. She
heard footsteps appronching her cot, and lifting
her eyes she saw the dark form of Caspar Bag-
roon. With a shudder she hurried into the
house, but Caspar followed her. He was a
stout young fellow, but he looked ugly and re-

features a dark scowl, and his face bore nu
merous scars that had been left by the wounds

he had reccived in any brawls and drunken
rows.

Caspar, as'he unceremoniously entered
- *“Your presence makes it a bad one,” re-
turned the fair girl, in a firm tone. ¢ Go your
way Caspar Bagroon.”

to stay for the present.”

you time and again, Caspar, that T would have
nothing to do with ye. Now leave me in peace,
you, and you know it, and you shall be mine.—
more. I might have had your pretty hand long

ago if it hadn't have been for his win
and smooth tongue ; but he’s done

Corney Drake isn’t guilty of that murder, and
thoy' can't convict him. Go your way, and.
leave me in peace.”

‘what you're saying. Corney

has becn convicted and he s

‘heavy tread of feet behind him.  He looked up
and saw three stout men standing over him.
* Corney Drake !’ said one of them in tones
of rank astonishment. * Good God, is ‘this
you ?”
* Yes it i3 me,” retwrned the young man,
rising to his feet, * and this—"
He stopped and turned pale with fear. -The
idea came thundering upon him that he might
be thought the murderer. He read the convie-
tion in the faces of the men who had found him
in his present situation.
¢ Ah, Corney, no wonder you hesitate.
never could have believed this of you.”
‘Belicved what?” wildly exclaimed the
young man.
¢ Look at tfnis,” slowly returned the other,
pointing to the body of the pedler.
“I sce it. Itis poor old Magduhl; but I
did not murder him. I call on God to witness
that I had no hand in it.”
- *“ Don’t call on God with a lie in your mouth
Corney Drake. Look at your hands. Look at
your clothes. They’re all bloody. And feel of
the corpse, too,—it’s warm.”
I found it'in the bog. I was coming home
from the other side, and I stumbled against it,
and I brought it up here. No hand of mine
harmed him.”
‘ But the pack, Corney,—what were you do-
ing with that ?”
It was here—just where I laid down the
body."” : A
‘“And the things? You were making
mighty free with 'em when we came up,
Corney.” )
“ Lonly was looking to seo what—"
“ Don’t heditate.”
“Well, it was natural curiosity that made
me look at them. You would have done it,
Phil Kanaugh.”
“ Perhaps T might; but T couldn’t have
found it in my heart to have done f/at !* -
“Q, Coad, T did nobt Qo it! You know I
I found him murdered

We

“ I hope it is, Corney, but the deed looks

“Yes. That's where T intended to go.”
- ¢ Phil Kanaugh,” said onc of the others,
¢ what shall we do™vith the body 2"
¢ Let it be here, afid one of you must stay
The coroner must see it here
ust as we found it.  Come, Corney.”
Corney Drake turned ene more look upon the

tained hands, and' with a heavy heart he fol-

f the circumstances under which he had been

posed of by

- .

*
CHAPTER II.
MARY CARROL AND HER VISITOR.
Mary Carrol was an orphan, just lifting her
ead into beautiful womanhood. It was at the

d
d

a
k
: . . |
ulsive. There was in every lineament of his

i

‘ A good evening to ye; Miss Mary,” snid 4h

* This is my way, darling, and here I choose h

h
“If you stay here, then I shall go. I've told I
r I am miserable.” p

*No, Mary, I shan't len_vo you, for I love

ning‘ways
for, now.”
* Caspar Bagroon, you never could have had
y hand. : I hate you, and I always did.—

* Ha, ha, ha, Mary Carrol, you don’t know
Drako is guilty of
© murder, and he's been proved so,”

“It'salie!” . o C

*¢ Hold your tongng, Mary. It's nolie. He
going to be hung "
Mary Carrol grasped Ba

the little cushions, and white he yet gazed va-

‘and looked wildly into his

groon by the arm,

m

shegrew suddenl
she looked upon

‘

hand, too.

at both his hands.
Out upon your trick

by a strange power,
Lough Neagh make them so."

& frenzy of mad wrath he s
grasped the girl once more by the arm.

Carrol. Mine—mine !
never loved & human be

holy saints, you can tur
You may—

and leaped towards the
the garden, and' was Just open
Bagroon caught her by th

<oul was fired, her every nerve an

strung to its utmost. and the heart of the daunt-
less heroine stru

and looked down upon her i
Jtriumph. © Quick a8 thought the dauny
den leaned forward and wound her arms about

grasp, and on the instant Mary once, more
sprang through-tho doorw:
this time to open the ga
bound she leaped over ¢
guined the street.

neighbor’s house, and then she turned and look-
cd towards her uwn cot. She saw Caspar Ba-
groon just stepping into the strcet, and ghe
could sco through the dim twilight that his
hands were clenched togother, and she thought
shie heard bitter curses fall from his lips. He
camo not afterher, however, but walked moodily
offin the oppositoe dircction, and was goon lost
to sight in the gathering gloom.

and hastily wended her way towards the jail.—

be hung.”

¢ No, no ! they shan’t h
der. It wasn't in his heart.”
ing to you now.”

*“Yes, he can. o can be everything.”

“ Byt he shan’t, though,” uttered the dark
man, at the same time grasping hold of the ex-
cited girl with a rough grip. ¢ Now listen to
me, Mary Carrol. You've got to be mine, and
mine you shall be in spite of all the powers of
heaven and earth. T've set my very soul on
possessing you, and I don’t care if I loge that
soul in the getting of you !”
Bagroon looked pale and haggard—his black
eyes shot forth streams of fire—his teeth were
grating together, and his breath came hot and
quick. Poor Mary was frightened. She wasa
stout-hearted and true-hearted girl, but she
knew that Caspar Bagroon was a fearful man,
and she knew that he would do anything to gain
his ends. )
*“ Let go.of me !” .she shricked.
me, Caspar Bagroon.
swear—"’ .
*Hush, Mary Carrol,” interrupted Bagroon,
in a hoarse whisper. ¢TI am not a man to be
thwarted. I could tell you some things that
would open your cyes to your own fate,”
*“ Ay, you could tell of dark deeds enough, 1
ween. Ha, what’s that 27
- Where ? uttered Bagroon,
start.
¢ There ' said Mary,
a dark spot on his shirt-
¢ It’s nothing.”
* It's blood, Caspar Bagroon. It's dlood !
“Youlie! ¥t isn’t blood "
The villain hurled Mary from him as he spoke,
and his face turned to & livid hue. He trem-
bled at every joint, and his eyes glared wildly
upon the dark stain.
It isn’t blood ! Youlie
is no blood on me !
It seemed as though at that moment some
ighty power descended upon Mary Carrol, for
y calm, and with a steady gaze
the man before her.
“It ¢s blood,” she slowly, firmly uttered,
‘and you know it. There's blood upon your

“Let go of
I can never be yours I

with a qufck
laying her finger upon
sleeve. :

» Mary Carrol ; there

*“ Where 2 gngped Bagroon, gazing quickly
* There is no blood there.
ery. My hands are clean,”
¢ They are not clean,” said Mary, sustained
*“ nor can all the waters in
Caspar Bagroon foamed at the mout}n, and in
prang forward and

* Now hold that tongue of thine,

" he yelled.
‘T want no more of jt.

You are mino, Mary
I have loved you asg I
ing before, but by the
1 that love to madness.
At this moment Mary broke from his grasp
door.  She sprang into
ing the gate when
e shoulder and
ago.
" he hissed, * for if you | -

-

a
ragged her buck into the cott
“ Don't you scream,
o you'll never—* .
The remainder of hig sentence was spoken in
‘silent language by the drawing of large
nife. At another time Mary might have béen
ightened into implicit obedience, but now her
d muscle was

b

ggled in hesbosom ; yet for an
stant was she cool,

** 0, spareme ! she cried, and she sank upon
er knees,

- The villain let go his hold upon her sbonlder;

mocking
less mai-

k

is ankles, and with a sudden Jjerk sh
is legs from under him.
ke a leaden weight, his

e brought
He fell upon the floor |
knife flew from his

ay.  She did not stop
te, but with a single
he low paling and

CHAPTER IiI.

. TIE PRISON INTERVIEW,
Mary Carrol gained the garden-gate of g

‘The resolute girl stepped again into the streets

face.

She asked to see Corney Drake, but the Jailor

tenced this very afternoon, and next week ho'll

ang him ! cried the
half frantic girl. « Corney never did that mur-

* Peaco, Mary. - Young Drake can be noth-

bless you for this. I can’t embrace you, darl-
ing, for seo, my hands are chained.”

and for -eyen-that we may be thankful.
told me you ware to be hung,
you shouldn’t.”

power can help me now.”

Corney.”

out who did do it,” said Mary,

you the least idea of who did it m

ing your finding of the body.”

just as they had trauspired. How that he was
returning from the Londonderry side of the great

reached the T'yrone side he saw a dark object
against the bushes near the solid path. e
went up to it and found that it was the pedler,
Life was éktinct, but the body was warm, ‘and.
the blood was still flowing.” Under these cir-
cumstances he took the body up and carried jt
to the upland, whore, as the reader already -

told in a few words. Everything was against
him—the evidence, though circumstantial, was
yet almast positive, and it had taken but a few
minutes for the jury to bring in their verdict.

story, “is there no ono whom you think might
have dono this thing? Do you know of any.
ouc’s having been in that vicinity
"evening ¥ ‘

do you méan? My God! I believe Caspar
dogged me there! Io has sworn to kill me.
He may have laid in wait for me, and the ap-
]'Jcnmnce of the pedler, tho apparently well filled
pack, and the loncliness of the hour'and the
place, may have excited his cupidity. He had
the heart eapable of it—I know he did. But
we.can’t prove anything,”

and for some timeshe remained insilent thought,
Her' foot played nervously upon the tiled floor,
her little flupers passed to and fro around each
other, and when sho at length raised her head.
all-traces of tears were gone, and her whole

ther towards the cen.

and that a pass from him would admit her.

good fortune to find athome. She made know
her request, and he at first refused.

all the world to me. If he must die, 0,let m
see him.”

spoken in a wavering tone.

To-morrow may be too late. Corney neve,

had he lived ; and 0, who knows but he
live yet. Do, do. 0, do; sir.”
Mary Carrol sank u

her hands. Big tears rolled down her cheeks

admittance to the
to her said :

up your mind that this will be your last visit.

him,—by heavens, you shall not! Ife never
did it—he never did it ! ‘
The sheriff'pitied the poor girl, for tho thought
the thing had turned her brain. Ie knew not
that that brain was ten times more strong than
ever before. - )
"Mary sought the jail once more, and she
found no difficulty in gnining admittance.
Cornclius Drake sat in his cell. ITe was not
more than onc-and-twenty—a noble looking
youth, with apburn hair and large blue cyes,
and a countenance full of goodness and truth.
His very appearance gave the lie direct to the
idea that he could commit o deliberate murder,
and yet all knew that no one could have killed
the pedler except in cool blood, for old Mag-
duhl could have had no encmies.
“Mary Carrol entered the cell. She 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 saints

¢ Hush, Corney dear. I can embrace you,

They
but I swore that

"¢ Ah, Mary my fate is sealed, and no earthly

“ But you did not do that wicked murder,

““ You know 1 dida’t, darling.”

“Indeed I know it.”

¢ Then there's some satisfaction in that.”

* But there’d be more satisfaction in finding

* That's past hope,” returncd Corncy.

“ But don’t you suspect any onc ? Haven't

she eagerly
sked.

“ Not in tholeast. But why do you ask ?”
““ First tell me all the circumstances attend-

Corney went on and told the circumstances

og just at nightfall, and when he had nearly |

n0ws, he came across the pack.  The rest he

¢ Tell me,” said Mary, as Corney closed his |t

on that
* No,—only the threo men who found me."”

‘ Was not Caspar Bagroon there
“ Caspar Bog—. Dut tell me, Mary—what

Mary sat down upon the edge of the low cot,

of

admitted to his cell. She begged and prayed,
but the jailor was inexorable. He told her,
however, that she might apply to the sheriff,

With the fleetness of wind Mary darted off
for the house of the sheriff whom she had the

** O, T'must sce him,” she cried.  * He was

“ Not - to-night,” said the sheriff, but it was
‘ Yes, yes,—for the love of God, sir, do '—

committed that murder ; I know he did not. T
was his—his—TI should have been his wife, sir,
may

pon her knees and clasped

and as the stern officer gazed upon her thus he
could not find it in his heart to refuse her fur.
ther. He wrote an order for her immediate
jail, and when he handed it

¢ There, go and sce him ; but you must make

I shall feel miserable when I hang the, poor
youth, for Thave always thought him a noble—
480 he is. So he is. You shall not hang

‘who did it.” .
*“ You did not know who did it, Mr. Sheriff';
you did not know, I 82y, or you never waeuld:

cor, looking upon the girl in a 5
tonishment.

the matter, for there was somethin

murder.

enough " :
“I'll arrest him, by the saints, I will. e
needed it long ago.”

mortals when no earthl

have caughtit. To.
in may cottage, and he basel —"

“Ha! Did he dare—"

“ Hush, Corney, ho did not harm
blood upon hig shirt-sleeve,
it to him he trembled and stam
broke from me. Then he seized
leaped away, and he followed me,
me and dragged me back, and he dre
The thought came upon me like a gh:

n
e

God must h
came like o perfect conviction,.
him again and fled, and then I
Mary Carrol arose from her
her hands firmly together.

¢ Corney,” she continued, ¢ if th
of the real murderer on
'l find it out.
Corney Drake

r Igot

came

longed to clasp the.

bonds,

CHAPTER 1V. .
THE ENIFE, AND A NEW AcCus
When Mary entered her cottage it
late.

groon, for her heart had been made

| power was aiding her,
in the assurance that she should suce
efforts.  She opened her tinder-box, a
lighted a candle she bolted her door
dows, and wag turning towards her

when her eye caught an object that
the floor at the fu

ment.  She went to it and ' pi
was Bagroon’s clasp knife !

cked i

thumped Mis head that he
knife he had dropped. Mary knew i
saw it when he pulled it out th
and she had often seen it befor

could swear'to its identity,
other like it, Caspar havin

g made th
himself from curiously carvy

ed bog-0ak

upon that knife.

thoughtfully ran
Then she closed it
her bosom, she sought her chamber,

down upon her bed, but it was not to
her mind was too b
éxcited, for that.
forgetfulness, nor yet into dreams. .
the land of facts and cool calculatio

The blade wag open
her thumd along i

It
ng.

sun, and throwin
she hastened off to the house of the

exccutive and a coroner.) She had
sometime for him to make his
he came at length.

*¢ You here again 2* he uttered, with
yawn.

* Yes, sir,—and I have important b
too. Wero you not the coroner’
ed the body of old Magduh]
“Yes.” The sheriff
began to wake up.

** Wag 'the body opencd 7"

* No,—of course not. The pedler w
—stabbed twice or three times—and w

have put an innocent man in Jailand h

convicted of the murder. Is the body' buried 7"
turned the gffi-

*¢ Yes,—over & week ago,” re
tate of u

“ Then it must bo dug up, Dig, it

and I'll prove to you that Corncy Drake did
not do the bloody deed! Vil
Say, will you do it 7

you do

The sheriff began to be deeply intere
g mor

nanner of the girl than idle raving,

¢TI tell you ho may escape.”
¢ No,— he shall be arrested.” |
** Then 'twas Caspar Bagroon.”
"The sherift ‘s eyes snapped. -

‘ Can you prove it 2"

-

a resolute woman's unyielding will,

““Yes,"

y underétauding could
beautiful countenance had settled into the mould

-night Caspar Bagroon was
and when I showed

w his knife.

aft of light-
ning that Bagroon had murdered the pedler.

ave given mo the thought, for it
seat and clasped sheriff

the face of the earth the broken blade,
I will, or I'll dje with you.”

his swelling bosom, but he remembered his | [2ughed
and he could only thank her in words.

She feared not the return of Casper Ba-

the strange conviction that some ‘superhum
and she even felt happy

rther extremity of the apart-

In all probability the villain's fall had so
entirely forgot the

at same evening,
€, and, more than | but he certainl
all, sheknew that half the people in the village | Irish crowd jg
for there was none

For full five minutes Mary stood and

, and plucing‘ it carcfully in

sleep, for
usy, too active, too, much
It could not be lulled into

"The next morning Mary was up beforo the
g on her bonnet and shawl,

(This sheriff acted both in the capacity of an

appearance, but

who_examin-

opened his eyes, and

* Most assuredly,” he replied, *if you can
give me a good reason.

Whom do you sus-
pect ¥ - :

* Dig up the body and sco. God will not
suffer the guilty to escape. Di
and let the doctor examino it.” _
‘¢ Caspar Bagroon is a dangerous fellow,”
uttered the officer, “and I think him just the
man to have dono such a deed, IfI had reasons
I'd arrest him thig very morning.”
“Yon have. reasens. I belicve he did the
I accuse him of it! Is not that

g up tho body

** And you'll have the body dug up, too.”

tre of the breast, and secmed to have been g
very slight one. The skin was cut away, and

Ina few moments more the operator uttered a
slight exclamation, .

“Whatis it 2 What jg it "

Mary, springing forward,

* Wait & moment,” returned the doctor ; ang

a8 he spoke he produced a pair of forceps.

_ He applied them to the incision he had made,

and after two unsuccessful efforts he drew forth

a picce of metal which had been driven through

the tough cartilagn between the left ribs and

the sternum, anq which, upon examination,

proved to be the point of g knife ! ’

o Iere! here ! cried Mary, af the same

time drawing o clasp-knife from her bosonr..

““ You all of you know to whom thig belongs,

Try it, try it.» .

The people crowded cagerly forward, The
toole the knife ang openedit. The poing

of the blade wag broken off. II¢ toolk the picce

quickly asked

me. - T gaw
mered and
me, but I
e caught

away from
here.”

ere’s proof

piece !

fuir girl to “Ha, ha, ha ! hnlfwi]dly,
Mary Carrol.
groon’s knife !

““ You lic you she-devi] 1"
“No, she don't, Caspar,”

“ Wo all know that knife,” :
“ Ay,” cried Mary, “and he ‘drew it upon
me, too. Listen, hearts of Tyrone. That bad
man came to my house, ang he insulted mo,—
le taunted me becayse Corney Drake haq been
convicted of murder, T tried to flee from him,
but he caught me and drew that knife, and
swore he'd kill me if I Screamed.  Tsank upon
my knees, and grasping him by the ankles, I
tripped him up and then fled. IIc dropped hig
knife and forgot to pick it up, and twhen I pe.
turned I found it, J knew that ho had done’
the murder, for I say blood upon his shirt-
t up. It |slceve; but when T saw that broken blade I
believed that God had provided & way for me
to prove it. T have proved it.  You all see jt.
Bngl'-o'on is tho real murderer, and Corney is.
tree !’ .
The sheriﬂ‘mny have tried to quell the noise, -
y failed, for the enthusiasm of an
not to be hushed.
The new trial went Ssuinmarily on. The-
¢ handle | identity of the knife ‘was proved at starting, —

' Phil Kanaugh swore that he met Bagroon com- °
gozed § ing from the Log a short time before he came
,and she | across Corney, but he thought nothing of it at
ts edge. | the time, nor had it occurred to him since. In

less than half an hour the word « gidlty"'
sourided upon the cars of the villain,
““It’salic! alie! Curse yo all 1" pe yella
ed, and in a moment when he caught the chance,
he sprang towards Mary.
He did not reach her,
Kanaugh pushed forward his foot and tripped
him up.  Bagroon wag at full speed, and
when he-was thus thrown from his feet he fell
forward with a fearful impetus, and_his neck
struck the sharp edge of an ogken bgnch. An
instant be remained with his head lopping ovor
upon the seat, and then hisg body rolled over
upon the floor. There were two or three lox{g
struggles—a crimson stream started forth from
his mouth—and he was no more! The fall hag:

broken his meck ! 1lis fair victim had eg--
.caped him! -

half hysterically
* That ig Caspar ‘Ba.

roared the villain,

said Phil Kanaugh,
AL

Wwas.quite

strong by

an
ced in her
nd having
and win-

bed-room
lay upon

t, for she

She laid

dwelt in however, for Phil

sheriff,

to wait

a sleopy

usiness;

* God did that ! gaiq Mary, b
* God did it ! eried they all, .
* * - L - L3
© "l Mary Carrol held the ordor for Corney .
a8 dead | Druke's releag

¢ in her hand.- She rushed wild.
ly to the jail, and an hundred young men and
old followed her. & )

“Free! frec!” 'ghe cried, as sho fe
her_‘lovexj's bosom. ¢« Corney,
yott are free !’ . R

The jailor came and knocked off the shackles.
from the young man’s feet and.hands, but" be-
fore he could gain sense enough to speak *hig
cell was filled with men. They caught him in:

their arms and bore him to the street, whero

-they placed him in a carriago they had dragged
from the sherifl ’s stable, and seating the heroie:

Mary by his side, they proceeded to the fajr

girl’s cottage. Shouts of joy rent the air, and

& hundred lips blessed the saved and tho

saviour. '

Ere many weeks had passed away those peo-
ple were shouting ahd singing again, Thig
time thero was a wedding, and €orney and

| Mary were the happy couple.
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¢ knew

1l upon

dear Corney,
ad him )

tter ag-
up, sir,
it, sir ?

sted in
¢ in the
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Reap s, GieLs.—Sappose a’young man of
good sense, and of course. good prospects, to
be looking for & wifs—what chance have you
to bochosen? Yon may decoy: him: or trap
him, or catch him; byt how much bétter to
make it an object for him to catch ¥you. Ren-
der yourself worthy of catching, and. you will
need no shrewd mother or managing brotherg
to help you to find a market.

2= Fim, does your mother whip you 7’—
*No-0-0-0—but she docs a precious sight
worse, though.” - What ig that 2. « Why,
she washes me every morning,” S

7 Mother,” said an inquisitive archin, &
few days sincep.* would you have been any re-
\lntion to mo, if fathcr hadn't married you "’




