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These were identified by the Squire and Timotheus as
belonging to the Bridesdale kitchen. lhere was neither
time nor necessity for prolonging the examination.
Matilda Nagle and her son Monty, with much satisfac-
tion, confessed that they had followed the Bridesdale force
and had seen the man fall, that she had turned him over
on his back and struck him to the heart with the knife
she carried, which she left there, because she had no fur-
ther need for it. Her son had followed her example.
The jury retired, or rather the court retired from the
jury, and, when Squire Walker called the coroner in again,
he read the second verdict, to the effect that the deceased
Harding, while in a state of insensibility owing to a fali,
had been murdered by one Matilda Nagle with a table
knife, and that her son, commonly known as Monty, was
accessory to the deed. The double inquest was over, and
the bodies were transferred to coarse wooden shells, that
of Nagle being claimed by his fellow detective, and Hard-
ing’s being left for a time unburied in case some claimant
should appear.

The magistrates, and Mr. Bangs as clerk, now sat in
close session for a little over half an hour, inasmuch as
they had already come to certain conclusions in the office
at Bridesdale. One result of their conference was the
arrest of the madwoman and her son, much to the regret
of the Squire, Mr. Errol, and many more. Rigby was
ordered to treat them kindly, and convey them, with a
written order signed by the three justices, to the nearest
town, there to hand them over to the police authorities to
be forwarded to their appropriate lunatic asylum. Old
Mr. Newberry, whom the case had very much affected,
volunteered to accompany the criminals, as he had to go
to town at any rate, and offered to drive them and the
constable there, and take his wife as company for the
insane Matilda. Accordingly, he brought round the wag-
gon in which he had driven up, and took the constable
and his prisoners away towards his own house, which was
on the road to their destination. The Squire and his
battalion were much relieved to find that they were not
responsible for Harding’s death, although the fact reflected
on their aim a3 sharpshooters. The two wounded men
were informed that a magistrates’ court was sitting, but
evinced no anxiety to lodge a complaint against any person
or persons in connection with their injuries. The coroner
paid Messrs. Johnson and Pawkins their fee as jurymen,
and, with the Squire’s permission, invited them to dine at
Bridesdale ; but they declined the invitation with thanks,
and retarned, in company, to the bosom of their families.
The lawyer, filled with military zeal as a recruiting officer,
secing that the new Beaver River contingent was armed,
asked Carruthers if he had room for them.

“The mair the merrier,” answered the Squire, and bade
him invite them. So Coristine invited the three to dinner,
and to help in the support of the justices in the afternoon.
Barney Sullivan said he wasn’t going to leave Ben. Mr.
Bigglethorpe, as a fisherman, had always wanted to see
these lakes, and, if it would help the cause of good fishing,
he was ready to lend a hand to drive out poachers and pot-
Lunters.  Pierre doubted how Madame would tako his
absence ; of course there was Bawtiste, but, well yes, for
the sake of the poor dead M'syas Nash and Meestare Veel-
keenson, he would stay. Que dommage, Meestare Bulky
was not there, a man so intelligent, so clever, so subtle of
mind ! Mr. Bigglethorpe was introduced to the drawing-
room, but Pierre, though invited, would not enter its
sacred precincts. He accompanied Barney to the kitchen,
and was introduced by Ben to the assembled company.
His politeness carried the servants’ quarters by storm, and
wreathed the faces of Tryphena and Tryphosa in perpetual
smiles. Mr. Hill and the Sesayder succumbed to his genial
influence, and even the disheartened Maguflin, though
deploring his poor English and lack of standing colour,
confessed to Rufus that ‘“ his ways was kind o’ takin’.”

¢ Squire Carruthers,” said the detective, as they re-en-
tered the office, ¢ there is wen thing you failed to have den
at the inquest,”

% What is that, Mr. Bangs?”

“To search the bedy of the men, Herding; bet I
attended to thet, and found pore Nesh’s letter to his sister.
Pore Nesh mest hev lost his head for wence, since he
trested thet dem villain. 1 seppowse there’s no such
thing as a kemera ebout here ”

“ No ; what did you want a camera for 1”

“To phowtogreph this Herding ; there’s a mystery
about him. Nesh trested him, and he terned out a dem
traitor. Nesh mest hev known him before; he would
never trest a stranger so. Is there no wey of taking his
likeness 7

“There's a young lady staying here, you saw her at
breakfast, Miss Du Plessis, who's very clever with brush
and pencil, but it’s no’ a very pleasant task for a woman.”

“ No, bat in the intarests of jestice it might be well to
rigk offending her. If you will reintroduce me more for-
mally, T will esk the lady myself.”

Mr. Bangs was escorted to the garden, where the lady
in question was actually sketching Marjory and the young
Carruthers in a variety of attitudes. To the Squire’sgreat
astonishment, she professed her readiness to comply with
the detective’s desire in the afternoon, if somebody could
be left to accompany her to the post office adjunct.

“ How long will it take, Miss Du Plessis ¢ ” he asked.

“ A few minutes,” she answered, * a quarter of an hour
at most.”

“Then, if you will allow me, I shell be heppy to be
your escort, and indicate the features that should be empha-
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sized for purposes of recognition. As I ride, I ken easily
overtake the perty.” This being agreed to, Mr. Bangs
asked Carruthers to let him look over Nash’s last memor-
anda, as they might be useful, and any recently acquired
papers. Among the latter, taken from Newcome, was &
paper of inestimable value in the form of a chart, indi-
cating, undoubtedly, the way to the abode of Serlizer and
the Select Encampment generally. In the memoranda of
Nash's note-book the detective found a late entry F. al.
H. inf. sub pot. prom. monst. via R., and drew the
Squire’s attention to it. * Look here, Squire, et our dog
Letin again ; F. perheps Foster alias H, Herding, informer,
under my power (that's through some crime entered in
this book), premises to show the way to Rawdon’s. This
premise was made last Tuesday, at Derbham, a whole week
ago.”

“ Why is Harding called an informer ¢”

“ Because he belengs to an infamous cless raised up by
our iniquitons kestoms administration. These informers
get no selery, bet are rewerded with a share of the spoil
they bring to the depertment. Semtimes they accuse
honest men, and ectually hev been known to get them con-
victed falsely. Semtimes they take bribes from the great-
est scoundrels, and protect them in their villainy. Nesh
thought he hed this fellew safe by the law of fear ; bet
fear and envy and the dread of losing Rawdon’s bribes,
combined in his treacherous heart to make a merderer of
him.”

¢ But Nash couldn’t have written that letter last week.
He knew nothing of his sister’s whereabouts till yesterday
morning.”

‘ Exectly ; see here is the nowte, a sheet out of this
very book fowlded sp. End it says: ¢ Meet me at wence,
not later than noon, outside the barred chennel. You say
he fellowed Rawdon from the powst office; then, at sem
point behind Rawdon, this Herding must hev terned ep,
end, O dem the brute if he is dead! hev cheated the
cleverest fellow in the service.”

“ Bat why should he have killed him ?
leave that to Rawdon }”

“ Rawdon’s kenning and deep. When he knew it wes
Nesh, he got a fright himself end then frightened Herding
into doing it. I'll bet you whet you like, thet revolver
found with his body is the kelibre of the bellet wound in
pore Nash’s head. 1’ll look when I go ep this efternoon.
His trick was to lay it all on Herding ; I shouldn’t wender
if he towld thet med woman to kill him. It’s jest like
him, dem the brute !”’

In order that due preparations, in the shape of
accoutrements, might be made, and after dinner delay
avoided, the Squire and the colonel assembled the forces.
{ncluding the absent Richards family, the upholders and
vindicators of the law numbered twenty-six. The Captain
Lad already signified to Richards senior his willingness to
take command of the scow and its complement of five men,
armed with guns, and with axes for cutting away the bar-
rier at the narrows. There was much romance about this
side of the campaign, so that volunteers could have been
got for marine service to any extent; bat the means of
transportation were limited, and even that able-bodied sea-
man Sylvanas bad to be enrolled among the landsmen,
Heppily Tom Rigby was not there to see him descend once
more to the level of military life. The colonel, rejoicing
in Newcome’s chart of the marked road, called for cavalry
volunteers, Squire Walker, Mr, Bangs and Maguflin, hav-
ing their horses with them, naturally responded. It then
came to a toss-up between Mr. Perrowne and Coristine;
the parson won, and the disappointed lawyer was relegated
to the flat feet. As the doctor had been major in a
volunteer regiment, the Squire ceded the command of the
infantry to him. It was proposed to have at least one
man behind as a home guard, but nobody was prepared
to volunteer for this service, Messrs. Errol, Wilkinson,
and Lajeunesse, who were severally proposed, expressing
their sense of the honour, their high regard for the ladies,
and anxiety for their well-being, but emphatically declin-
ing to be absent from the common post of duty and
danger. Miss Halbert voiced the opinion of the fair
sex that, being eight in number, including the wmaids,
they were quite able to defend themselves, Nevertheless,
the Squire inwardly determined to send old Styles, the
post office factotum, back with Miss Du Plessis. The
main attacking force of infantry consisted of Doctor
Halbert, in command, sergeants Carruthers and Terry
and their two squads, the first comprising privates Errol,
Wilkinaon, Coristine, Bigglethorpe, Lajeunesse, and Hill ;
the second, privates Hislop, Toner, Sullivan, Hill junior,
and the two Pilgrims., Then, arms were inspected, and
the twenty bludgeons dealt out, five for the cavalry, and
fifteen for the infantry. Most of these had attachments
of stout common string, but those of the three command-
ers, the Squire, the two clergymen, and the two pedes-
trians, were secured with red window cord, a mark of
preference which rejoiced the hearts of three of them,
namely, the younger men. With doubtful hands the
dominie received his gun, and the minister more boldly
grasped a similar weapon. At the request of the colonel

.the cavalry were served with a hasty luncheon, and
thereafter set forward, with the exception of the detec-
tive, Miss Du Plessis’ escort, to patrol the road and open
communication with the Richards for the purpose of
intercepting the enemy’s possible scouts. Two waggons
were ordered to take the infantry to the lake settlement,
so that they might be fresh for the work before them,

In his martial accoutrements, the dominie’s soul was

Why not

He repeated to his bosom friend
pieces from Korner's Leyer und Schwert, but as the law-
yer’s acquaintance with the Teutonic tongues was limited,
including sauer kraut, lager bier, nic kum araus, donner-
wetter, and similar choice expressions, he failed to make

stirred within him.

an impression. Nobody in the house knew German, unless
it were Tryphena and Tryphosa, who had picked up a
little from their mother, and, of course, he could hardly
lie in wait to get off his warlike quotations on them.
Ha! he remembered Wordsworth, and rolled forth :—

“Vanguard of liberty, ye men of Kent !

They from their fields can see the countenance
Of your ficrce war, may ken the glittering lance,
And hear you shouting forth your brave intent.”
Still failing to awake a responsive echo in the heart that
once beat in poetic unison with hig own, he turned to Mrs.
Du Plessis, and, alluding to the departed colonel, recited
in her native tongue :—
¢¢ Honor al Caudillo,
Honor al primero,
Que el patriota acero
Oso fulminar.
La Patria afligida
Oyo’ sus acentos,
Y vio’ sus tormentos,
En gozo tornar.”

% That is very pretty, Mr. Wilkinson, and I thank you
much for recalling the pleasant memories of my early
speech. 1s there not an knglish translation of these
words 1" '

“There is, Mrs, Du Plessis, by Sir John Bowring.
Tt ig:—
Hail, hail to the Chieftain,
All honour to him
‘Who first in the gleam
Of that light bared the sword?
The drooping land heard him,
Forgetting her fears ;
And smiled through her tears,
Ay she hung on his word,”

The dominie had thought only to give expression to the
poetic fervour called forth by the circumstances, but
accomplished a good deal more, the establishment of a
common ground between himself and the nearest relative
of a very charming and cultivated young lady. The said
young lady came up to join in the conversation, and
request Mr. Wilkinson to repeat all that he knew of the
battle hymn. The lawyer was secretly of the opinion that
his friend was making an ass of himself, and that, if he
were to try that poetry quoting business on Miss Car-
michael, he would soon discover that such was the case.
Yet, if the Du Plessis liked that sort of thing, he had no
right to interfere. He rememberod that he had once been
just such an ass himsolf, and wondered how he could have
so far strayed from the path of common sense. It was
worse than Tryphosa and Timotheus silting down to sing
with a hymn-book between them.

“ What are you doing out in the garden all by yourself,
Eugene 1” asked a small voice. He looked down and saw
Marjorie fingering the barrel of his rifle.  “ Don’t yom
know,” she continued, ‘ that all the people have gone in to
dinner?”

¢ Did the gong sound, Marjorio?”

“To be sare it did.  Tell me, what were you thinking
about not to hear it ?”

“ 1 was thinking about a dear little girl called Mar-
jorie,” answered the prevaricating lawyer, picking the child
up and bestowing a hearty salute upon her lips,

“You're a very good boy now, llugene ; you get a clean
shave every day. Do you go to Collingwood for it in the
night time, when 1 am in bed 1”

“No, Marjorie; I get the cat to lick my face,” the
untruthful man replied.

“ What ? our pussy Felina that spits at Muggy 1~

¢ The very same.”

“Then I'll ask Tryphosa's father if he would like to
have the loan of Felina. Don’t you think she would do
him good.”

Coristine laughed, as he thought of Mr. Hill's stubbly
countenance, and carried ¢ the darlin’” into tne house.

At the dinner table he found himself punished for his
day-dreaming. Bangs was on one side of Miss Carmi-
chael, and Bigglethorpe on the other, and he was out in
the cold, between the latter gentleman and the minister,
Mr. Bigglethorpe resumed the subject of fishing, and
interrogated his right hand neighbour as to his success at
the River. He laughed over the so-cAlled mullets, and
expressed a fisherman’s contempt for them as devourers of
valuable spawn, relating also the fact that, in the spring,
when they swarm up into shallow parts of the stream, the
farmers shovel them out with large wooden scoops, and
feed them to the pigs or fertilize the land with them.
Finding he had more than one auditor, the fishing store.
keeper questioned the Squire about the contents of his
brook, and, learning that dace, chubs, and craytish were
its only occupants, promised to send Mrs, Carruthers a
basket of trout when the season came round. In order to
give a classical turn to the conversation, the dominie men-
tioned the name of Isaac Walton and referred to his poor
opinion of the chub in the river Lea. ‘I know the Lea
like a book,” said Mr. Bigglethorpe, * and a dirty, muddy
ditch it has got to be since old Isaac’s time. When I was
a schoolboy I went there fishing one afternoon with some
companions, and caught not a single fish, hardly got a
nibble. We were going home disappointed, when we saw
a man at the reservoir above the river, near the Lea bridge,
with some eels in a basket. They were queer-looking eels,
but we bought them for sixpence, and one of our fellows,




