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lie seized the blacksmîith's hand, and a tear other the mountain wood reaching down to the
el upon it.

Miint,'! he said, in a broken whisper, ' if any-
thing happens rie -it can't be munch for the
%vorse, God knrowrs!-but if it do happen, yen
won't forget ploor Kitty au' the childber?"

The tear in the blacksmrith's eye glittered
threateningly, as though it vould fall perforce.

''Tis a bad business, m1Y boy, he said, Ilan'
thev sez 'twi 1 be n turn nixt to be routed ont
o' thic oruld forge; Iut as long as I [ive.-
Tiere, Taie, I enn't say another word--'twvould
choke nmre."

And the tear fell triumiphantly at last.
God bless you !-God bless ve all ! " The

ew-fangled mruniderer was gone.
The blacksmithi stood in the forge's gloomn for

a few minutes, thinking-for unîder the iron

cap tiero wvas ar thourght-apparatus, how clogged
soever.

'''Thlie boy manes munrdher!" ie imutterred,
reflectively. " Well ? 'Tis only dcath here or

there. What miiattier?'
And the ,blacksmrith betook imiiisel f ta his

cieerless cribh behind the bellowrs writi tire iron
wrinrkles hanmrered once mnore into decorous
rigidity î : ashamîed of his unusural emotion But
the apparats irrmder tie iron cap irever cersed
working in its ownir dull chaimbers a i tit
nigit.

It was a weary niglt for the hinted outlav
in the imouitain wood, when the birds were at
rest and the leaves-all but the owl lûoutitgg
f:om the ivy of the old Castle, all but the oiwl
and iis own br.athing ieart-r-eary when the
mrorninrg broke in ioly purity-rweary and more
weary asr the sun mournted by slow seconds to

the ineridan, and beaned over the ripe corn-
fields, and gladdened the happy birds-asr if

tirere was no grief under the surn. fe iad
seen Sir Albin Artslade go to Cloniel in the
isorning, accompanied by Mnrrphy, the baliff:
both arnd te the teeth -but as arms were in

tiose days amrong the equipnents of those whio
wrre priviieged to carry ther, ie saw no
grorund of suspicion on that score. tiat his de-
sign could irve beens anticipated, the more

espýeihly. rs his wife was the onrly one actually
aryrairrnterd with it.

Thre was on the old road between Clonrecl

arrnd Kilsheelai, soe two niles ourtside the

forner place, a rdeep anid onely gorge kiiown as

the Pass of-Caia. Here the road took a bend

immrruediatch trunier the brow of tire imountain,
and passei for aboutr twoo liudred yards be-

tweeri a steep aclivity on one side, and on the

very border of the road, and bacik in the dense
covert of pires and irrrderwvood to tire recesses
of the rointains. it was rr place made for
inrder-gloomiy, isoilated, Ind to tire mrdrrerer
otfering ample shelter and easy escape. iere
'Tre tyanawiterd his victim: berinda thiciket
on the rorusire, rraut ru i red yards rr the
Pass, whience ie comnurided a ekcar view of the
roai froim its entrance, and in r few hoinds
corld conceal hiiiirself in iie depts of tire iiood.

Wearily the irrgge iours toiled ilong.
Every sound of life startled the wartcher.
Every one that rpssed th road seeied to ie
concious ofiis presence and siiiddered. Every
iorse's iorrf-breat made his iart, juip into his
throaît. 'l'ie sun bre'gurr tanoeliiie, and sti iro
sigin of tie victim.

Tade Ryan began to ainost wish ie ivoild
not coue at i l. Terrible is tie ragony of the
deliberate iurderer. Like minute grrnrs aimid
a roaring sera, the conscience voice shriek be-
tiies, and thn are swriowed ii the clash of
star-striking billows and hrrienrrrs of passion,
irraking the poor ierrrt rirrirer and ienve witih
the olia hrrsting withii its bounds. ArinI
the minte-grrrrs coine agaiir like spasms oIf
agony for ail tie stortrmy rage tint sewk tr
drown their and iwill n t be drowied.

But when it is despair tiait reisons, where
will be foinid the carrons? Talde Ryai
thourglt of his wirfe and starving children, of
his itinted self, of iris wreckei home, of his lost
cause, and of the pitless stranger iwio ivoild
Ilorisi in thir ruin : and ie iras a dmion
again. The haggard, look in his face denied

parley ta Irudlerrce-life for life was his terri-
ble game; le lookedi once mor ta the priming
of the bliiunderbrrs, and patted it wvith savage

glue. Then resumred his anxions wratch dowrin
the rond. A liniatie in a powder magazine with
ligited match !

ln the ieantinre, Sir Albin Artslade raid set
out froi Cloinmel, little srrspecting the dreid-
fil fate that was preparing for himir. Ini the
rxcitermrent of a heavy day's business in towvn,
he. had alimost forgottein his darugiter's silly
fears,.and was riding along Ieisurrely writh
thoughts that were nearly aul! pleasrurable. ,ie
wras atfter receiving a large consignment of
gold, transmritted to hii by tie igent ivho still
carried on his niioiy-endinrg hisiness in hon-
don ; and the gold was stoiwed away ini a bulkyi
ieatiern sruckr attacied to his saddlei close iy
tire pair of loaded pistols stiick in the .holsters.
iHehad inadue the foew arrangements necessry


