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Il As God is my judge, that is LIe trutli,"
replied the minister, Iland 1 had forgotten
ail about iL. Oli 1 John Percival, as you
are the nephcw of my beloved Mary, an-
swer me with trath, and say that you are
innocent of this heinous decd 1"

I amn indecd innocent, my dear unele,"1
said the young man; Ilnor did I know until
tItis moment who the unfortunate man was,
of whose untimely death 1 arn aceused."

IlHere lie is, gentlemen; we've got him
safe and sound 1" cried several voices; and
dragging a wild and liaggard.faced man, the
fishers and officiaIs of justice approached the
trio who stood by the Nut-tree-hole.

"1The Lord bie our guide 1" exclaimed Mr.
Comyn, it is really David Bain V" and as the
wretched sexton strugglcd to free hiniseif
fromn the arns that pinioned him, the minis-
Ler, prompted by a sudden impulse, advan-
cing toward him, and lookinag steadily in bis

fae sad
"David Bain, look fot to deny your

crime, but confess it, and implore your Ma-
ker's pardon, even at this the eleventli hour.
la my Bible, this moriiing-. I found a paper,
writtea by tIe spirit of. him you murdered
here last niglit, and charging you with the
commission of the deed."

At these strange words, which in our
modern times might have produced mirth,
the guilty creature, losing allself-possession,
ut.tered a loud dry, and pointing to tIe bloody
cudgcl 'which still lay at thc magistratc's
fcet, exclaimed-

I did iL with that! I did iL ivith that V"
and feIl back ini a fit.

It would lie easy to lengtlien ont our bis-
toriette into one of circunistantial evidence,'
trial, condemnation, and ultimate discovery ;
but wc have preferred tclling it as it really
happecd. On LIe person of David Bain
were found a pocket-book and purse, recog-
nized as Lhe property of the late Mr. Bruce,
and eontaining bank-notes and buis to a con-
siderable amount ; the siglit of whicb, in the
possession of his lodger, had evoked tIc cu-
pidity of the beil-man. Hc miade a full con-
fession, and in due Lime sufered the ýpenalty
due to bis oiffeace. Meaawvhile Lhe- miiste,
in the* thankfulnes of bis seul te fno i
nepliew guitles, emabraced hini tcuderly,
and freely permitted tînt eourtship Le pro-
ceed between bis daugîter and bim, whicb
lie Wa before so strenuously opposed.

One circumstance stili remainied a mys-
tery, undeveloped to ail save Barbara's aun4,
Percival, and the worthy magistrate,-by
whose advice, inde'ed, it was concealed from
the minister; who, to his dying day, confi-
dently believed that the paper lie had found
in lis Bible bail been placed there by super-
natural interposition. But the band of the
dead liad nothingr to do wîth it, as we men
to explain.

On the evening of the murder, B3arbara
Comyn sallied forth to meet lier cousin, leav-
ing Mr. Bruce and lier father discussing
punch and polemies. She was later than
usual, and as she sped along,. she became
aware of the approadli froni Aberdeen of an
individual, whom, she could flot avoid meet-
ing if she proceeded direct to the tryst.-
She therefore stole in a différent truck, think-
îng to make a circuit which i ouid oecupy
the time the stranger miglit take in passing:
the copse of hazeis; but, unfortuaately (or
fortunately was it ?), shc met a poor woman,
the wife of a neighbouring pcasant, wbo was
on bier way to the manse to implore some
black currant jelly for a child suffering fromn
sore throat. The eall of distress was neyer
disregarded by B3arbara, and she flew back
to the mause, procured the jelly, and giviug
iL to the woman, hastened auiidst falling
rain to the trysting-place. As she was
about to round the point whicli hid the NuL-
liole frorn view, shc beard thc sounds of
struggling feet and ivrestling arms ;and re-
gardless of danger Le herseif in lier fears for
Percival, suie forccd bier way througî some
bushes, and beîcld two mien, in no frieadly
embrace, staggering on the vcry verge of
the pool. Before she could look again thc
one had fUlen on tIc carth ; and the other,
witit a desperate blow of bis stick on the
Icad of tIe pI'oýtratc .man, uttered an oatI
in et voice whose pecdllar Loties were well-
knowa to Barbara, and in the twvinkling of
an eye elhoved tho wouinded man over the
batik into the Nat-trce hle

Uer blood curdlingý ivitli horror, Blarbara.
found ne voice, ne strength, to spea îk ortîi;
but .she became, se to speak, ail eye ; aad as
the murderer, swifLly cramrninýg inte his*batý
and pooketis sonietbing ivhich she could .»0t
défine, rose up, and forgetful of, theculgel,>
wbich lay blood-dabbled on the grass, rush-.
ed from the placé where ho bad taken ëh
burden of a deadly si upoii bie seul, sho


