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CHAPTER V.

A NIGHT RIDE.

It would be difficult to put in lan
guage an adequate description of the
consternation that fell upon the whole
oity, when at 0 o'clock on that fatal
Friday evening, the court broke up,
snd the alarming tidings spread from
mouth to month, 7The charge of Chief
Justice Grady at the former Assizes,
the difficulty in empauelling a jury, the
tradition that no conviction could be
obtained on the evidence of approvers,
unsupported by direct or circumstantial
evidence, had made the acquittal of
the prisoners a foregone conclusion in
the minds of the poople. The friends
of the accused had not even taken the
trouble to secare the services of coun-
sel. Now all was changed. The con-
victed prisoners were warned to expect
no mercy ; and, as the same evidence
was forthcoming in the subsequent
trisls, for the informers had boasted
they would ** swear up to the mark,"’
that is, to secure convictions for the
COrown, it was clear there was no hope
for the remaining seventeen prisoners
whose trials were to follow. Despair,
deep despair was upon the souls of
many who had come up from the coun-
try to stand by father, or husband, or
brother, in this supreme crisis of their
lives. There was just one faint gleam
of hope. The Solicitor General had
announced that the trial of the next
batech would be deferred to Monday
morning. It would never do to lock up a
loyal jury for forty-eight hours. In the
afternoon of Saturday, a hurried con
clave was held of ali the prisoners’
friends. No one knew who were to
form the next batch of prisoners to be
placed on trial. But no matter ! All
were friends and neighbors here. All
should stand or fall together. Yes !
but what hope ? The same judges, the
same approvers, the same prosecutor,
and a similar jury. Given these factors
you must necessarily have the same
vesult. Cortainly, if no one can be
found to knock that process to bits,
snd by breaking up one factor, break
up the whole result. But where can he
be found ? There is but one man in
Treland—in the world—tbat ean do it ;
and be is ninety miles away in his home
by the Atlantic. Nay, he is engaged
for a great meeting in Tralee to mor-
row about the everlasting question of
tenant right.  There is no train, no
welegraph, no postal service. It is
impossible !

Nay, not impossible to such love as
brother has for brother. They speak
of a certain horse in the city here,
broad-chested, sinewy, deep-winded.
He'll do the journey to Macroom if put
to it, and there we get a relay of
horses for the west. And you ? Yes,
1, Willlam Burke, whose brother is
over yonder awaiting trial—I will ride
to Derrynane Abbey, I will see the
Counsellor, [ will offer him your be-
hests, and bring him hither if I can.
But his fee ? That's easily settled.
in one hour, 100 gnineas are collected,
the horse is duly fed and caparisoned,
a little group, outside the city, bid the
young night rider God-speed | pat his
gallant horse on the neck, grip his
hands in a farewell ; and the lights of
Cork sink behind him, swallowed in
atter darkne:s as he plunges into the
night.

It is a wet, warm night, dark as
Erebus ; and the twain, steed and
rider. knew nothing of the road. All
they knew was, that they should follcw
for some time the course of the river,
which they could hear murmuring on
the left, as it tore over stones and
pebbles on its mad rush to the sea.
They were soon splashed with mud from
head to heel, and the soft, warm rain
had penetrated under and through the
light garments the rider wore, that his
weight might lie easy on the gallant
animal, on whose endurance and swift
ness 80 many lives were now depend
ing. But neither animal nor rider
felt aught but the stimulus of some
mighty force that summoned all their
energies, and would make their success
a triumph beyond description, and
their failure—well, as the thought of
its possibility flashed across the young
man’s mind, a great lump came into
his throat, and he had to gulp dowr
his emotion. His brother—the Iad wn
was endeared to him by a thouvsao
associations, of childhood, boyhood and
manhood, was within possible distauce
ot the hangman's grasp—and oh ! it
was too terrible to think of it! He
freed his bridle hand, and dashed it,
wet with the rain of that winter's
night, across his eyes, and urged the
brave animal more swiftly onwards on
thelr great mission. He saw but the
pale glimmer of the road before him,
and now and again the ghostly trees
that loomed up against the sky and
disappeared. He heard only the swish
of the rain, thas streamed on his face
and hands, and the hollow murmur of
the river on his left. Now and again
he dashed past some laborer's cottage,
saw the glimmer of light against the
tiny window-pane, or perhaps, if the
halt door were open, the humble family
sitting around their frugal supper, and
thought of their happiness, and his own
~0 God! so great a trial. And it
spurred him onwards into the night.
People passed him, and leaped aside
into ditches from the furious horseman,
who tore through mud and slush along
the road. ¢ Life or death I'" they
oried to one another ; ** "tis a ride for
life or death.’’ Ohildren cowered over
the bhalf smouldering embers in their
cabins when the swift, heavy tread of
the gallop smote their ears, and they
whispered : **The headless horseman 1"’
Once or twice, a word of warning was
shouted after him, but he heeded it
not. There was one fearful object be-
hind him, the phantom of a horrible
dread ; and one objective before him—
the man who could exercise that

. phantom, and he knew naught else. A

few times he had to rein ap before a
blazing forge, or a laborer’s dwelling,

frightened at his appearance, and his
panting horse, would ask :

* What is it, boy ? A sick-call 2"’

¢ A death call,”” he would answer.
“ Which road ? quick, quick.”

Aud they would poinu it out, with &
muttered ejaculation, as the phantom
horseman disappeared in the darkness :
“God save us all, this blessed and holy
night !”

At last, without stumble or accident,
the horse and rider burst into the
streets of Macroom about 9 o'clock,
and drew up at the principal inn. It
was a strange apparition and presently
attracted a crowd. A great clound of
steam arose from the chestout coat of
the horse, as he stood there panting
and covered with sweat ; and a similar
cloud arose round the rain-soakem gar-
ments of the rider. And whither is
thy night-ride ? was the ory. Rest
here ! Horse and man both need it !

“ Rest ?'’ cried the young man. *I
have done but a fraction of my journey.
Good friends, food and a driok for this
poor animal, and a morsel of food for
myself. Then, & fresh horse, if he is
to be had for love or money, and I'm
off again !"’

‘* But whither, boy ? No man ever
rode like that before, except to flee
death, or win a wife !"’

And he explained.

“ Derrynane ? O'Connell ? Bixty
five miles as the crow flies | Nonsense,
man, the thing is impossible. Some-
body arrest that boy! He's gone
clean mad !"’

* But he only listened, and ate and
drank, and said nothing.

The ostler came forward.

* Not a horse to be had in Macroom.
All gone up to the Assizes. Big busi-
ness there ! and all the lawyers and
gentry are gone up.’

The boy's heart sank. He looked at
the weary, foam-flecked horse, thought
of the seventy miles of road, declared
it in his judgment an impossible feat.
But then the face of his brother, John,
staring ous from the dock, rose before
him.

** Look here, men of Mutkerry, I am
riding to-night as no man ever rode
befora. We are all on the same side.
The halter is around my brother's neck
to-day. To-morrow it may be around
yours, or your sons'. Is there no
horse to be had ? I was told I could
get a change of horses here !’

They greatly pitied him. But no!
pot a horse was to be had? If
MeWilliams could not give one, there
was nowhere else to look, unless he
would take some farmers garron, that
would piten him before he was half a
mile ¢n the road. But t-omorrow,
Sunday, the farmers would be in
town, and they would search Muskerry
for him.

“ Tomorrow ! Alas  to-morrow !
would be too late! Seventy miles to
go and ninety to return——""

A gleam of hope shot up.

*» Can you, good people, let me have
a relay of horses here for the Coun-
sellor and myselt tc-morrow night 2''||]

** Yes, lad, if they are to be had in
Muskerry. Twenty, if you like, and
stout men to lead them.”

“ Can you send forward—say twenty
miles or so—a horse or two? The
Counsellor will probably drive.”

Ay, ay, lad, it shall be so. They'll
meet him at Keim-a-neigh, or beyond
Inchigeela, so surely as I hold the
Muskerry Hotel.'

“ A thousand thanks! Now, give
him his head,”” and forward again into
the night !

And the women said ‘‘ God speed |
Surely God and His mother will help
him !  The brother of such a cradle
must be well worth saving !"’

This time he missed the companion-
ship of the river. He had now to
plunge into a wild savage country,
across woorlands black with bog and
turf, through deep valleys and horrid
crevasses between mountains, where
the dark night was even blacker than
in the open, and he had to trust en-
tirely to the instinets of his horse,
He leaned forward and patted the
neck of the noble animal and said :
“ 8o far, so good | But the worst of
our journey is before us. Can you de
L%

And the falthful beast as if he under-
stood, threw back his ears, as if to
BAY :

‘ Yes ! barring accidents—the
casting of a shoe, a stone on the road,
a mountain torrent, or a broken bridge
—1I shall carry you to your destina
tion I'"" For who shall say that some
gecret instinet does not awaken in the

mnds of these poor dumb beasts faith-
ui servitors of man: or that some
unle, aiectric influence does not pass
trom rider to horse and make them for
the moment one ? At least this brave
animal breasted the night and faced
the struggle before it, as it he knew
that some great trust was reposed in
him, as he strode along through the
darkness. For now no light in the
cottages by the wayside cast a cheer
ful gleam across tte rider's path. All
was hushed into darkness and silence
broken only by the hollow hools that
echoed through the blackness, and the
far-off bark ol some farmer’s collie,
awake in the watches of the night. [t
was midnight as they passed Inchigeela
leaving Lough Lua on the left, and the
horse's hoofs began to thunder and
wake dreadful echoes from cliff to cliff
amongst the passes that guard the
Kingdom of Kerry. He guessed from
the descriptions he had already heard
that they were now beyond the fron-
tier ; but the whole width of Kerry was
before them, afar to the very headlands
that have breasted the Atlantic since
Oreation. Will the brave animal do
it ? Well, who knows ? And surely
God is with us. A little after 6
o'clock in the morning a faint pearly
light behind him foretold the dawn ;
and soon the mists cleared away, and
he saw beyond the cloud of steam that
rose from his horse'sneck and haunches
that they were passing throngh glens
and valleys of great loveliness, though
the winter was upon them, and the
shadow of the night. Cattle browsed
peacefully along the meadows that
skirted the wayside ; and here and
there, on knolls and between rocks,
hidden in moss and lichens, sheep lay
guietly awaiting the fuller dawn to go

to their pastarage again. Signs of life,

to ask the way, whilst the villagers, | too, became soon visible amongst this

early-rising and industrious people ;
and the weary rider was able to dis-
mount and get food and drink for his
horse and himself. And everywhere
the sympathetic inquiries were met by
the same replies ; and great pity was
lavished on the boy who had under-
taken #0 tremendons a task for a
brother’s life, Bat there was no stay-
ing nor stopping. The goal was not
yet reached, and there were difliculties
yet to be surmounted. The last hours
of the weary ride were the worst,

* Go straight on,’”” he directed,
“ till you see the say. Then turn
sharp to the right, and down in the
valley you'll see the Abbey. And may
God grant you'll find the Counsellor
before you this blessed and holy Sun
day morning.”

And on he went, his hopes rising as
the physical faculties were giving way;
on, on, in & kind of dream; for the
brain was weary after a night of anxiety.
He saw, as in a vision, houses, farms,
trees, speeding past ; he returned the
salute, ** God save you! God save you
kindly!"” as if he were talking in his
sleep. He nodded in his saddle, and
even the mighty errand on which he
was sent was fading away into a thiog
of insignificance, when a stumble
suddenly brought back his senses; and
pulling up the animal tightly, and as i
by instinct to save the fall, he looked
up and saw the steel-blue sea, shivering
in the dawn wind, and he knew his
journey was at an end. He turned
swiltly to the right, and in a few
moments, saw deep down in the valley,
at the foot of a purple mounntain, aud
embowered in forest trees, the Abbey
of Derrynane, the home of the Liber-
ator, auvd the goal of all his desires.
He stumbled into the courtyard, and
dismounted, or rather fell from the
fagged and froth-flecked beast.

CHAFPTER VI.

AVE, LIBERATOR !

On that momentous Sabbath morning
0'Connell was at breakfast, after having
heard Mass in his private oratory, when
it was annvunced that 8 man, quite ex-
hausted after a night-ride of ninety
miles, wished to see him on urgent
business. The great tribune was then
more than fifty years old. He had won
his greatest trinmph, when in the A pril
of that year he had wrung the measure
of Catholic Emancipation from an un
willing King, Commons and Lords. He
was now resting from professional and
parliamentary labors, away from the
bustle and noise of cities, and far from
the treachery and hostility of men, here
in his quiet home by the seaside. He
was decidedly unwilling to be dragged
from his peacefal retreat into the arena
of courts and camps. The Parliameut-
ary session of 1830 was looming up be
fore him ; and he foresaw how tumultu
ous it would be. Yet the moment he
heard of this midnight ride, he ordered
the young maun to be brought into his
library. Here, young Burke, face to
face with the man whose image was
before him all night, blarted out:

*Jleft Cork last evenirg at night
fall, and I rode ninety miles to se> you,
Counsellor. There are four men already
under sentence of death in Cork, on ac-
count of the Doneraile Conspiracy.
There are seventcen more to be tried,
amongst them my brother, John, If
you don't come, Doherty will hang
every mother's son of them. Here are
a hundred guineas! If you come our
men are saved, and you'll have the
biessings oi their mothers and wives for
ever!”

Briefly, O'Connell, touched with this
signal proof of public confidence, signi-
fled his assent. Barke turned, with
light in his eyes, to remount his jaded
horse, and ride back with the glorious
news. But this O’Connell would not
allow.

“ There’s plenty of time. Rest here
for the day; and in the evening we
leave together.’”

Monday morning, October 26th,
dawned gloomy and foreboding for the
groups that were gathered here and
there around the corners of the city.
The judges had spent the Sunday at
Fota, where they were entertained by
Mr. Smith-Barry. The people, the
prisoners’ friends, spent the same Sab.
bath in the churches, hearing Mass and
praying the Lord God of Jusrice to
show justice, which was also mercy, to
the accused. By order of the Bishop,
the churches were kept open all night,
and were more or less filled with men
and women, who, leaning on forms and
benches, besought the Invisible Powers
to interpose, and stop the iniquity of
men. At 9o’clock the Court assembled,
the judges took their seats on the
bench, and four prisoners — Edmond
Connors, Barrett, Wallis and Lynch—
were put on trial. Kdmond Connors
was a respectable farmer, remarkable
for his great strength, a frame of mass-
ive proportions, a face of innocence,
and the heart of a child. Perfectly
consecious of his freedom from al! gailt,
he looked around at judges, barristers
and jury with a calm, unembarrassed
gaze. He was innocent; and God was
over him. If acquitted, well and good!
Jt convicted, welcome be the will of
God! You ecannot hurt OChristian
stoicism of this kind.

Just as the proceedings wereabout to
commence, there was a faint cheer out-
side the courthounse, and young Burke,
after his return ride of mninety miles,
pushed his way through the throng and
spoke to counsel for defendants. Scouts
had been ovt all the morning watching
for his arrival, and as he rode in trinmph
into the city, he had been greeted by a
hundred voices :

¢ What news, William? Is he com-
ing 2"’

* He'll be here in an hour |'’ said the
boy with trinmph and exultation in his
suppressed tones.

& Mr. McCOarthy at once applied to the
Bench for an adjournment. Qaite im-
possible! The business of the Court
has already bren delayed over much.

Proceed ! But there are little strat-
agems known to men of the law by
which they can throw little barriers and
. bstructions athwart the course of busi-
ness, and these McCarthy freely used.
It was seen through, however, and
Judge Torrens, raising his head from
his papers, said sullenly, but definitely:

*The Court should make it ite busj.

:ul.t'» prevent delay and defeat arti-
ce.

8o the jury (this time partly Catholic,
partly Protestaut) were sworn, snd the
Solicitor General was glibly and gaily
unrolling his long arguments against
the unhappy prisovers, when a mighty
shout was neard outside the courthouse.
It was taken up and, in increased
volume, reverberated around the walls,
and penetrated into the sacred precincts
of the Court iteelf. Kven there, men
could not control their enthusiasm, and
they cheered in the face of judges and
counsel, as O'Connell, clad in his great
frieze-coas, travel stained and wet after
his night's drive, strode into the court
house surrounded by a wild, exultant
crowd, and escorted to his place by the
friends of the prisoners, no longer cowed
and frightened, but trinmphant and
daring. A new light shone on the faces
ol the prisoners in the jdock, and the
Angel of Resurrection visited the con
demned prisoners behind the bolts and
barriers of their convict cells., It was
the Ave, Liberator! put in their own
rough way by the people, the people
who worshipped him and would have
died for him,

Whilst writing these words, my eyes
fell on an open pige, where a certain
poet, an idolator ot Napoleon. describes
the entry of that world-destroyer into
the streets of Dusseldorl. It was a
triumphal march, surrounded by all the
pomp and splendor of military display.
Yet it was calm and serene as the face,
colored and chiselled like that of a
Greek statue, or the little hand that
toyed with the bridle of his richly
caparisoned horse, But, beneath that
serenity, one could easily hear ‘‘the
drums and tramplings of three con-
quests,’’—the crash of artillery, the
thunder of cavalry, the destruction of
cities, the deatk-cries of two millions
of men, the ramble of ammunition tum
brils as they tore over the dead and
woanded, and you could hear their
mutilated carcases crack beneiath the
wagor-wheels that bore the thunder-
bolts of the little god. Yes! all was
here serene on the calm streets of the
German city; but every one, even to
the boy-bugler, or the dranken dragoon
who shouted his Ave Imperator! knew
thot this little gcd was Apollyon, the
destroyed. How different the enthus
iasm and acclamation that hailed the
Liberator in this city by the Lee! He
comes to save, and not to destroy ; to
rescue, not to capture; to open the
prisons, not to fll them ; nay, to bring
back the already dead from the grave,
and to restore them to their friends.
And his very presence, apart from his
ministrations of mercy, is an assurance
that all will be right. The might of
England is against them; tte Judges
are plainly prejudiced; most of the
juries are packed ; the Crown Advocate
with his gentlemanly presence and
aristooratic aire, is bent on driving
that large batch of peasant farmersic-
to the hollows of premature graves.
But, no matter ! Here is the Deliverer!
It shows the genius, as well as the
sufferings, of the race, when this psople
struck on the only title that was com-
mensurate with O'Connell’'s great
gervices to them ; and in a far off echo
of that name which haunted the brains
of king and prophets for four thousand
years, saluted their champion with the
ever memorable title, Ave, Liberator !

0'Connell bows to the Bench, salutes
in a particular manner Baron Penne.
father, an old comrade on the circuit,
apologizes for his unprofession appear
ance (no time for toilettes on that night-
journey), and asks permission to break
fast in Court. Certainly! It is uo-
precedented, but—— A formidable
breakfast is supplied, a pile of sand-
wiches, and a huge bowl of milk. A
meal for a giant; but then this is a
giant. Meanwhile the Solicitor Gen-
eral goes on airily spinning his viscous
webs around these men in the dock—
finely rounded sentences, for he is a
gentloman and an elocutionist, each
sentence loaded with its fatal innuendo
and appeal to prejudices already keen
enough—when suddenly the beautiful
sentences are rudely broken by a
voice :—

“ This is not law!”’

The Solicitor General is surprised at
such audacity. He has not heard any-
thing like it before—leastways from
the gentlemanly advocates who had
been playing tierce and quart with him
for the last two days. He appeals to
the Bench. The Bench decides against
him. And on he goes in his spinning
minuet, the web ncw rudely broken,
and he trying ineflectually to repair it,
when again, the same deep thunder
echoes from a mouth filled with meat !

“ And THAT is not law"”

Hello, there! This is intolerable.
The strands of the web hang piteously
broken in his hands, as he appeals
again to the Bench. Again the Bench
decides against him. With somewhat
less assurance he proceeds, again to
have the airy fabric rudely torn : —

“ That statule has been repealed !"

There is no gainsaying the fact. The
Bench upho!ds the interraption. Doherty
now quite aogry, forgets himself
utterly, and unfairly twisting and mis
interpreting certain evidence given
the day before, asserts that John
Harold-Barry had taken the White-boy
oath, and was privy to the intended
murder of George Bond Lowe.
0'Connell springs to his feet, and re-
gretting that he is not permitted to
rebut the hideous ocalumny, requests
the Solicitor General to observe the
rules of forensic debate, and not to
refer to evidence given in another trial.
The Solicitor General sits down.
Clearly this is no gymnasium exercise ;
but a duel to the death.

The approvers mount the witness
table. In five mjnutes O'Connell elicits
the important fact that two of them had
been kept for the last few months in
Dublin in a police office; also, that
Daly's brother had been tempted by
the gentle Owen to join the gang, and
secure a subsistence for lite at the
simple cost of perjury and murder of
the innocent.

] never saw such well-drilled wit.
nesses in my life, "’ said O'Connell.

Solicitor General protests. O'Connell
threatens to have him impeached be-
fore the House of Commons.

% The allegation is made on false

facts,” saith Sollieitor.

s How oan’facts be false?” asked
O’ Connell,

+ I have known false facts, and falee
men, too,'’ says Doherty, perturbed
and illogical. The cross examination
proceeds, Patrick Daly, the glib per-
jurer, is somewhat embarrassed.

' Wisha, thin, Mr. O'Connell, 'tis
little 1 thought I'd have you before me
this morning."’

Yet, so well was the fellow drilled,
that O'Connell failed to shake his evi-
dence.

Late at night another approver,
pamed Nowlau, touched by remorse, or
irritated at the evident smperiority of
Patrick Daly, shouted out, a3 he went
down from tke witpess-table :

“ An’' it the thruth wor known, there
are the innicent there as well as the
gailty.'’

An admission that didn't seem to
create any qualms of conscience in the
prosecutors or judges.

Jury retires late. Promptly returns
to declare there is not the slightest
chance of agreement. Ordered into
retirement again. Doors thrown open
at 10-30 at night. Tumultuons crowd
rushes in. ¢ Well, gentlemen, have
you agreed to your verdict " No
chance of agreement whatever ! Go
back and rumipate. No fire, no food.
That may bring you to your senses.
At 2 o'clock in the morning, judges
summoned from . their lodginge. Jary
agree to acquit one prisoner, Barrett,
who instantly vanishes in the darkness.
Jury also acquaint judges with their
convietion that they do not believe one
single word sworn by three of the ir-
formers. Deflant, almost treasonable ;
but they are cold and very hungry,
and these two factors do away with a
great deal of caution. Next day it is
the same story. One juror, Edward
Morrogh, is for acquitting all the
priconers. Nine for acquitting two.
At 6 o'clock a certain”juror, Atkins,
complains of gout—a strange exper!-
ence after an enforced fast., Dr. Town
send, promptly summoned, is put on
oath, and alter some demurring is duly
commissioned to briefly examine the
patient, make his diagnosis, speak to
this subject and to other jurors not one
word on any other topic whatsoever,
report to Court if life is in danger,
ete., ete. Dr. Townsend is introduced
amongst these weary and doleful gentle-
men, examines foot of Atkins, finds it
much swollen (patient has touched no
food since he ate a crust of bread the
foregoing morning), returns to Court,
reports juror's life in danger. Judges
wish to discharge jury. Pritoners’
sounsel, McCarthy, probably instructed
by the wily O Connell, strenuousiy
objects. It is quite illegal. They can-
not be discharged until they fiad a ver
dict one way or the other. He is
merciful, however. He will allow the
jury any food or refreshments they may
require. Court rules this to be strictly
illegal. They must be discharged, or
content to be starved into a verdict
At last, and alter many a weary legal
argument, the jury, after their forty
hours’ session, are discharged, and the
prisoners put back for a second trial,
But the watchful and wary O'Connell,
who had purposely absented himselt
from this discussion between his janior
counsel and the Court, instantly seized
on this illegal proceeding to demand
the liberation of the prisoners. Dar-
ing the whole day, October 28th, there
raged a triangular orossfire between
him, the Solicitor General, and Judgs
Pennefather,0'Connell strennously con-
tending against the Court and Crewn
Counsel that, according to the law,
the jury could not be legally dis-
charged ; that if discharged, the prison-
ers should have the benefit of acquittal,
and that the presence of the physician
constituted a breach of the principle of
non access, and therefore vitiated the
entire proceedings. As a mere foren
sic debate it is extremely interesting,
as found in the Southern Reporter and
Commercial Courier of that date. One
can easily read thac O'Connell was no
mere platform orator or Parliamentary
debater, bearing down all before him
in the torrent of his vituperative elo
quence, but as close and skilful a
reasoner as ever took a knotty point of
law, and tried to disentangle it, or use
it against his antagonists. He suc-
ceeded so far that he compelled the
Crown to postpone to next Assizes the
trial of those three men, who would
otherwise have been sarraigned the
following morning.

Just before this great debate arose a
characteristic episode took place. A
poor fellow, named O’'Keeffe, forgetting
his frieze-coat, had the presumption to
show himself on the courthouse steps
the previous evening, and was promptly
arrested. The other vermin were run
to earth ; but here was a new quarry.
Stunned and bewildered, the untortun.
ate man bleated pitifully :

** Why am I brought here ? I have
been tried on this charge before at
Doneraile, before Colonel Hill, Major
Vokes, and other magistrates, and ac-
quitted. Iamasinnocent as the judges
on the Bench, and am brought here
wrongfully. I met Daly the day of the
Fair, and he was so stupidly drunk he
was turned out of the tent. This was
the plain truth, If there was anything
against me, why was I not arrested be-
fore?"’

Then it transpired that a most im-
portant witness for this prisoner, and
for John Leary and the other prisoners,
named Heireen, had been taken away
from the office of the prisoners’ solici-
tor, Mr. Daltera, by the chief constable,
Keily, under a distinct engagement
that he would be forthcoming at the
trial ; but he had been spirited away,
no one knew where, and was not to be
found. It also appeared that one
Daniel Keefte, another material witness
for the prisoners, had been seduced
away by a man named John Shinnor,
connected with Crown affairs, and had
not been seen since. Other little
things are coming to light, for Astraea
is not altogether blind ; and Penne-
father, apparently a just man, is be-
coming somewhat scrupulous and con-
cerned. He animadverts bitterly on
this system of tactics ; men's lives are
concerned ; already one man, lying
now under sentence of death, might
have been saved ; what were counsel
for the priscners doing, that not a word
was said about the spiriting away of

witnesses during Leary’s trial ? Mr.

o B
McOarthy is put on his defence, g,z
pleads that it was Leary's own wish t:
proceed without this witness, Yo, by
Leary was too sure of his innu«(:rge
He did not know the subbleties of p,
law. One witness, more or lese &
thought, could make no material d/fr..
ence. But you knew the law, fri.q
McCarthy, its pitfalls avd dange;
and these were ignoravt peasant
wonder, they cried, in the fatal d

‘“ We are betrayed !"" Baron Pey
father is evidently angry. There
some foul play here, or gross neglect .
and he orders the humbled and peniten:
McCarthy to sit down. Then he ro.
lents a littla and excuses the crese.
fallen coursel., Bat he has hig \'w';
ideas clearly on the whole matter.
Suddenly Daltera declares that he u"
submitted the affidavit to Leary's cou;..
sel, aud they had declined using i
This puts a new complexion on the
affair. The Judge's indignation is
rising again, Mr. Pigot admits that
they had read the affidavit, but de.
clined using it because Ileireen could
not be got at, and they were stren
ened in that belief by the manne
which this most important witness b
been spirited away from Dalters's
office. 8o the matter drops. Baror
Pennelather leans back in his seat and
thinks a good deal—thinks especislly
of these four men, who are to swi;
the frosty air in two weeks' tine,
Keefle is put back ; and the hounds ar¢
drawn off. The great forensic don
commences ; and so ends the scco:
act in the little drama. But som«
the judges seem a little abstracted
the Crown counsel are a little dis
certed, This little episode has intro.
duced the first element of panic, wi

is to end in absolute rout.

TO BE CONTINUED,
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ARCHIE.

BY FLORA L. STANFIELD.

(As narrated by Joel Currier )
When I was asked to write down some
of the queer happenings I've seen since
I've been driving for the Aloha, I did
know what to say. But the lady sort
insisted, and said she'd fix up the spe!l-
ing and straighten ont the grammar =
that was necessary ; so I said I'd do the
best I knew how.

For forty years I've been, man an¢
boy, taking summer visitors aronnd
see the country. For the first few d
after they come up from the city, t
walk on the beach at low tide, and
up starfish and beach dollars,
scream at the jellyfish, and sit on ¢!
rocks ; and the old ladies stick to ¢
piazza and crochet. But before they've
been at the Aloba a week, they's
pretty sure to ask the landlord if there
isn’t some good man with a conveyance
and a horse that won't scare at aot
mobiles, that'll take a party for a nice
long drive. Then he tends for me.

They generally go up the mountain
first. 1v isn't a real mountain, but it's
too high for a hill, and there isn’t any-
thing higher in sight ; so when the lady
visitors clap their hands and say,
** What a darling little mountain!' |
say, ** Yes'm,”’ and let it go at that.

Mountains are tefribly scarce near
the coast, and that's why we make
much fuss about this one. [t is always
put down on|the map, and they do sar
that it was the first bit of the mainland
that Captain John Smith saw when he
was cruising off the coast. My s«
who has been to OColorado, says
wouldn't cut any figure tkere. Bot
after all, old Agamenticus has a way
stealing into your heart, when you'v
watched it in storm and shine as long as
| have ; and after you've climbed to the
top of it, you jast hold your breath and
wonder if there is a prettier sight oo
the whole earth than the one that's
spread before you.

Often, when the summer folks have
been lavghing, and looking througt
their opera-glasses trying to count
ships, I've wished | never had to g
down to level land again. You see that
if you have the mountain blood in you
a mountain sort of draws you; and
was born on old Kearsarge, and so were
my mother and father before me.

Agamenticas wounld look sort of tame
if yon'd put it in the White Mountains,
to say notbing of the Rockies; but it's
the best and highest there is where the
Lord set it down, and | love it foritse
as well as for what it reminds me of.
It's a nice, easy climb to the top. You
drive up part way, then everybody gets
ont and scampers up the path. picking
blueberries and sweet ferns. | used ¢
go up with them, so as to point out the
sightsand tell them about Saint Aspen-
quid, But most of them took it as a
joke: 8o now I feed my horses where
we stop, and read till the folks come
down. It's a good deal easier. !f
there’s a gentleman along, he's pretty
sure to hand me a cigar to help pass
the time; but generally it's school-
ma'am’'s instead of gentlemen. You
never saw such a place for schoolma’ams
as our beach in August.

As to Saint Aspenquid, nobody seews
to know very much about him, only
that he was an Indian that the Catho-
lic missionaries converted centuries
ago, and was 8o good that he got the
name of ‘‘saint.”’ Some say that when
he died his people carried him up to the
top of the mountain and buried him
there, and that they used to put 2
stone on his grave every time they said
a prayer there. I[t's the tourists that
put the stones there now, and there's &
big pile of them; but I'm afraid they
forget about the praying.

It was the story I'm going to tel!
that started me to thinking about old
Agamenticus, and you’ll see why pretty
soon. ‘‘ Now to our tale!' as the
novels say.

One summer morning last year I was
hanging around the Aloha, hoping that
there'd be enough wanting to ride so
I'd have to get out the biggest buck-
board, when the train whizzed in from
Boston and the passengers began 0
walk up from the station. Ahead of
them all, and walking very fast, were
two old-fashioned-looking persons—a
man and a woman. The old ladies on
the piazza began to smile at one
another ; and the lady from Ohicago
said, "’ Did you ever see such peculiar-
looking people?’’ and looked at them
through her gold glasses. But I haven't
driven strangers all these years for
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oothing ; and I koow
the commoner folks |
swells they are. So
in snd took & glance
after the man had wr
little hand, ** A. Mac
Inverness, Scotland. "

S®mehow, | wasn't
when the landlord saic
there’'s enough to Al
now. The Scotch gen
come heard me ask
wanted to go up ti
said he and his wife
there was room for
yind of invalid, and I
numor her. *’

The landlord and I
and he is pretty cont
about his boarders.

We started early |
and the newcomers sa
me. 1 suggested it; i
wide, and evidently ]
looking for inform:
country —to 8ay nof
that the rest of the p
ma'ams, and the furt
get from thelr giggli
suppose it's because
serious the rest of tl
do so much giggling |

1 was right about |
ne asked me one ques
asked a thousand ; an
to what I snswered
pended on it. He w.
lived in every house,
ers had come late!y,
all the little towns v
and especially aboi
There was somethin
made me tell him abot

And I was glad I did
his wife and said :

‘i You should thar
for making you acq
pew saint, Margaro!

(** The young mai
Afty-seven next Apr

His wile smiled, ar
out his cap straigl
Scoteh cap, with fur
behind and a feath
schoolma'ams in the
langhing at it ever

It was a good nin
confess I got a litl
questions ; though I
and they were s0
couldn’t bear to |
that wasn't just so,
believed it. Theyl
You see, I've kind c
adding a little here
tiil some of my stor
grown a little, and
self whish parts of
when we came to a
started to go up ¢
said, *I don't kn
when the Scotch
lives in that singula
though I'd always
about it before tha

Then I told him
that & young man |
carly in the sprinj
{ellow, who was 1
when he was out d
generally was; bat
noise at night tha
of him.

“ What kind of
Scotchman, just as

“‘I never heard i

‘ but they do say
squawk ! that yo

AWAY.
The house was
passed. It was a

ready to tumble d
been a fine one, b
mountain farmhou
slone for years.

i dreve up as f
then my passenge
the rest of the wa
all had alpenstoc

ust about long er
girls. I suppose
23 afterward al
-limbing. Mr. N
his wife a little
ast [ saw of he
toward the little
crazy fisherman 1

They came ba
schoolma’ams did
we drove to the
told me afterwar
didn’t seem to aj
just sat quietly r
and once she kne

‘¢ Superstitious
she added.

The next morr
man asked me i
covered rig ; tl
wanted to go up

‘“ We're High
‘ with a fondnes

‘“ I'm a Highl
answered—** a Y

And he laug]
would go to S
pleasure in shos
try could do in

It was rathe
started., Mr, |
any questions ;

I had told him t
always saying,
don't you re
When we got to
she needed no
before he did.
before they gof
tain top, and I
nervous. I had
with me, smoke
and cast up m
still they did
nce I heard tk
from down be
sort of a gr

‘squawk ! sque

I’ve been in |
and hunted bi
woods, but I
bofore. The
other down m
chattered like
knew the cra:
loose. But I h
or hide ; for d
Scotch lady,
close behind he
his cap on oro
flying, How o
down that mot
headfirst, I ne
atop, to lool

hy along.




