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Sergeaut —— knows the spot, and ean guide |

tho party thither. Having read this im-

ortant document, which had beenaccident
y dropped by the Christino ofticer, and ex-
amined its appearance attentively noting
the burn, he raised it to his nose, when it de-
cidedly smolled of powder.  Ho immediate-
ly crossed the river, and in another hour was
safo within the Carfint lines, when his first
act was to wait on the colonelof his hattalion,
recovnt the events of the night, and acquaint
him with the suspicions he wnd formo(}.

It isnccessary to state here that Silva's
battalion was posted on a steep height im-
medintely overlooking, indeed overhanging,
Bilboa, and that so closely, that it terminat-
od on the side next the city in n perpendi
cular cliff, which actually formed ({mrt of the
wall bounding the military ground appropri
ated to the use of the Queen’s garrison in
the city ; so that any object thrown fromthe
top would necessarily, after n descent of
between three and four hundred feet, fall
within the limits of the beleaguered town.
O the table-land at the top of this dizzy
height aCarlist sentry was regularly station-
.ed, whose chief business was to observe the
movements of the Christino troops below,
and report accordingly to his superiors. It
had been remarked, that so inveterate was
the hostility of the man Murito—of whom
mention has been already made as having,
at an early period of the siege, deserted
from the garrison—towards his former com:
rades, that invariably, on being relieved
from his guard, he proceeded to the edge of
the cliff and discharged his musket at the
Christinos beneath. the great height of the
precipice precluding all danger from n re-
turn of the fire. Lieutenant Silva remem-
bered having made enquiry of this man con-
cerning the safety of the road ndjoining his
father's residence, and felt convinced that
1o ather individual in the Carlist camp was
acquainted with his intention of proceeding
thither at all.

Nothing further of importance transpired
that day.  Towards the close of the next, it
happened to be Murito's turn agein to
mount guard at the top of the ¢lifft As the
hour which would terminate his guard ap.
proached, Licuterant Silva and his colonel
appeared sauntering along the platform, and
sgortly after the relief arrived. The cus-
tomary form having been gone through, the
fresh sentry took his post, and Munto was
about to advance, as usual, to have a shot
at his friends below. To his surprise the
non-commissioned officer of the guard seized
his musket, and at the same moment he
found himself in the iron grasp of the men.
The chargo of his musket was drawn upon
the spot, when it was diicovered that, in-
stead of the blank end of the ‘cartridge, the
ball had been bitten off ir loading ; whilst
rammed down over the wadding, was found
a slip of paper, containing the words, in the
handwriting of Mu-ito—* Zumalacarregui is
dead : the siege must soon be raised if the
garrison hold out.! This discovery fully
vindicated the justice of the suspicions
which Silva had formed concerning the my-
sterious allusions of the Christino officer to
his intelligence received ¢ fromon high,’ and
the information communicated to him ‘from
the clouds.” Silva enquired whether he
thould order the man to the guardhouse to
undergo his trial by court-martial ; but the
the sergeant bluntly suggested to his com-
mander the propriety of orderingoutafiring
party on the spot, and bringing the matter
to a summary conclusion.

! Yoursuggestion is the better of the two,
sergesnt,’ replied the colonel, smiling grim-
fy. ¢} shx\l‘ adopt neither, however, but

-make the feliow the bearer of his own cor-

his e
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respondence. Death by the bullet is thel
fate of brave men and true soldiere, and an- |
munition Is not so plenty that 1 can aftord.
to waste a eartridgo on n traitor.  Pin the-
paper to the scoundrel’s breast,” he shouted,

‘and pitch him over to convey it to s

friends below!”

The blood of Silva ran cold at this terrible:
daom, and he attempted a remonstrance on:
behalf of the miserable culprit: but the:
colondl was inflexible.  The men to whom
the order was given were seldom troubled
with seruples: and if they had been, the
treachery of a comrade wounld have effee.
tually sifenced them.  The paper was nctu-
ally pinned to the breast of the terror-palsied
wretel; he was lifted from the ground, and
carried to the edge of the cliff by half-a
dozen pairs of sinewy mrms.  The Chridtino
sentry at the foot of the precipice wasstart-
led Ly n picreing shrick, ns of one in mor-
tal agony. in the upper air—then followed a
swift rushing xound. and then a mass of life-
less humanity lay at his feet.

Years elapsed ere the restoration of tran-
quility permitted the young Carlist officer
again to visit lus parental home. In the in-
terval, all that mediea) skill could effvet had
been resorted to for the restoration of Donna
Silva to her proper mind; but the occur
rences of one fearful ni;i'm appeared to have
driven reason from its throne for ever. On
the arrival of her son, however, it was re-
solved by the medical advisers, with Don
Ricardo's consent, to try the effect of his
abrupt apf)cnmnco in her })resence, allother
resources having failed.  On his introduction
to the room in which she sat, her counten-
ance was bent towards the ground, and she
seemed utterly rcsnnllcss of the presenceof
a stranger. He addressed her : she started
to her {eet at the first accents of the voice
which she nad decmed choked for everamid
the rushing waters of the Fiend's Fishpond.
She gazed upen him—the pallid cheek glow:-
ed agnin—the vacant, lack-lustre eye flashed
with the light of intellect—with & wild
scream of delight she bounded toward him,
clasped him in her arms, and sunk upon his
bosom. Her embrace was long.  The medi-
cal attendant at length raised her head.
¢ She hss fainted,” whispered her son. *She
is dead I’ solemnly replied her husband.
And so it was. The struggle had been too

great; and her gentle spirit had passed
away to the place where * the wicked cease

from troubling, and the weary are at rest.’

A GENTLE} \NLY FENIAN.

The Dublin correspondent of the New
York Tribune gives the followingdescription
of John Flood, one of the Fenian prisoners
recently convicted before the Dublic specinl
commission. He seems to bea marked ex-
ception from the ordinary run of low scoun-
drels who composed the leaders of the con-
spiracy :—

# Flood would be a remarkable man in
any assembly by reason of his personai ap-

rance, which is extremely handsome. He
is o young fellow—say of 25 to 27 years of
age—of rather more than the middle size,
and well built. His features, from every
point of vietw, are such as a sculptor might
take for a typeof beauty. His complexion
1s clear and healthy, his skin as smooth as
ivory. His moustache snd beard are full
and flowing, and of a light color, But with-
al the most noticesble thing about him is
the wonderful clearacss and brilliancy of
is eyes. IHe wears h's hair parted in the

e and brushed neatly to each side of‘ of that city.

s forehead  1is hands too, as one might
seo when he dbl not wem his gloves, e
smonth and white and nicely shaped.  And
hix dressin the lock was that of a gentle
mon. Napurewas very favorabide to him eer
t aly, so far as the outer man was concern-
ed: and it i~ evident he wiust have had e
cellent qualities of heart, too For, with
such an attractive pervapedle, would not many
men have found some lighter mode of spend-
ing their tme than engaging in a not very
hopeful political conspirney, and taking a
chance—a very strong chanee, too—of tueet.
ing the hungman’s halter or the horible
doom of penal kepvitude ? Yes, tuany a young
fellow <o gifted would have turne«d to doing
the rake. und the *swell,” and all that soit
of thing. and given up wuech of Lis time to
fortune-hunting <ecking to make a capture
of some romantie young lndy powossc(t of n
good yound sum in her own right, or else
some wealthy lady of middle age, whe would
Le glad to cateh a young and handsonw hus-
band.  But Flood was of tan manly a dispo
sition for this<ort of thing  Besides, he had
u dash of adventure in his nature, yiclding
to which he got invelved ut one time in
smufflmg operations at which he was de-
tected, and for which he was brought to jus-
tice—but not. it is saiil, until he had realiz-
od rathera good thing at the expense of Her
Majesty's revenue.””
e

Tue Disanstavest Question.—The Vienna
correspondent of the London Yorning Herald
says :—** Uy the disarmament question these
is but ome opinion—that not « man will be
dismis<ed. and that it will not be long be-
fore war will reign parunount in Europe.”
He goes on to way that the Luxemburg
question was merely @ dodge of Bistmutck ~.
‘The agitation to which it gave rise enabled
himi to carry out his plans fur reorgunisiug
the army, and to get the Constitution ac-
copted, as it certainly would not have been
otherwise  The correspondent adds. * The
two players now pitted aguiust cach other
aro skilful performers; very able ond very
bold. At present, I contess, the ruler on
the Renie ought to be the ‘favorite.” There
are no signs of imperfeét combination or of
feebleness of purpose for carrying out re-
solves, He Julled the saspicions into wn.
wariness hy foreigning to bie broken down,
like a certain cardinal who, at one time
stooping low as from the infirmity of age,
and walking erect afier he had been clect-
ed to the Papal chair said to those who ex-
Prossod astonishment at the change, that

he had been looking for the keys of Nt.
Peter, and now had found them.' "

A veEw dags ago Mr. Jefferson Davis was
serenaded at Niagara, and in response de-
livered tare following short speech, the only
one he has made in this country :—* Gen-
tlemen,—I thank you sincerely for the hon-
our you have this evening shown tome; it
shows that true British manhood to which
misfortune is always attractive. May peace
and prosperity be forever the blessing of
Canada, for she has been the asylum for
many of my friends, as she is nowan asylum
to myself. I hope that Canada may forever
remain a part of the British empire, and
may God bless you all and the British flag
never cease 1o Wave over you,”

CoxFEDERATION Day.—The Quebee Mercury
of Monday says : The Victorin Rifles are go-
ing to Montreal, to celebrate the Ist July,
in conjunction with thewr brother Volunteers



