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tiger, he Teaped on his caplor and sought to
wreneh the blunderbus from his hand,  In the
collision ‘the . shot went off, the
everiing echoes far and wide,
The men were locked in o
struggle.  With all the force
coward was transformed into
machine ; overand over again

startling

life ‘and denth
.of despair, the
a blind furious
‘he sought. with
supreme cfiort to fling his antagonist hodily to
the ground ; his strength way trebled, but he
had to deal with aginnt of iron nevve, unshak-
able as a rock. The conflict could not last long,
Murphy's feeble cournge was goon - exhausted,
and was pressed heavily to the ground, strug-
gling obstinutely still, .

Then, us he fonnd his chances growing more
and more desperate, the ruftiun filled the Tass
with shrieks of «Murder . and“  Helpt”
bellowed agnin and again at the top of his voice
titl the whole couniry throvgh the caln
evening air secmed to be ringing with the cry
of # Murder!”

Ryan knew what his ohject was, bhut made

no effort to stifle his cries: only, a8 he contin-
ued to struggle with might and. main, pressed
him down more securely,
- But suddenty therecame: & response. to tln.
assassin’s cry for help, and the noise of horses'
hoofs ¢clattering along the road from Clonmel at
a gallop, came faintly-at first, then louder and
londer. Help was at band.- - Who' could they
be? ;

.Then the bailiff mdoul\lc(l his shouts of
“¥Murder " and Ryan tightened his hold on
the erptive, a3 two. horsemen at full gallop
clattered into the Pass, and reined in their
steeds with a sudden shock as they came . upon
the dreadfll seene, where on one side lay. the
murdered baronet, on the other two armed
men locked in dcndly _encounter ;. one. horse
Iying lifeless Veside its master, the other gal-
loping away in wild terror.

L4Good Heavens! what. is this?? cxclmmcd
one of the new-comers—a frightenvd. white
haired old gentleinnn, whom his_Dbest: friends
would barely recognise as Mr Sackwell, M P.,

so muich had the rash courage that would: have,

Jed Monnard Fencibles.to death ;or. glory long
ago, shrunk into ity boots ai sight of .the

slanghterous scene j and as for the great Smile.

ot Universal Benevolence,
similitude, which would have passed muster
in any school of small boys as the overlure. to
ta big ory. . ¢ Good Feavens. What is this??
exclaimed Mr. Sackwell agnin, rubbing his
eyes incrediously,

S Murder! Murder U Murder!? bellowed the
bniliff: then, as Ryan released him, e leaped
to his feet and rushed towards Mr, Sackwell, «
who backed away nervously before himn.; (4.0hl,
Misther Sackwell! *twas an angel that Mlll.)(:
The wasther has been murdhered '—

“Sir Albin Artslade murdered |, Oh ! l\om- ;
ble! " exclaimud Mr. “Snekwell, #1:told him
to-day how 'twould be—bhe would not.have the
escort,. And, who—who—who—is—the—m— :
murderer 7

“Shure you see him -yerself, yer honor "
whined the hnilifl; pointing to Ryan. ' .#¢ 11(.(1
have med as short work o' me as of the poor
masther only for yer honour cem up-—1 was .
thryin' to howld him, an’ shure he has - the life .
a'most sthrangled out o' me, the cowld-blvod-
ed villinn ('

s¢Teis alie ns black as h(,ll " shouted Ryan .
at first awed by the ruflinns easy impudence,
AV you hear me, sir,”? he said. adyvancing -
towards Mr, Sackwelly more cooly, -4 1°1) show .
vou this is the rale wurdherer—an’ yobber \0
boot.”

“ P—please s——s—stand a 1—little  farther
back, my man,” sid Mr,
vous shudder,: then turning: to:-his- sony. who
aecompanied him, and who:was. surveying: the:
seene: with . philsophical - calmuess® ¢ Ch—
Charlie, 1—let you'speak to thosc men-—-) —\'ou '
have the pistols.' . N :

Sackwellywith a ner-

“\lr this is the mnr(lhcn.r 0" Sir Alhm Or-
\l\h\d\.” Ryan continued; vehemently, ¥ God'is *
my withessl. 1 see him ﬁr\. the shot -that Rilt »
.. He murdhered him for the goold in that ¢
bag there beyant, an’.he wanted me to share -
the plundher.- I'd sooner. dic fusht—I[ was going -
to, ‘carry him this minnit; to Clonmel’ Gnol, - ‘
whin you cem up an'. see me thrymg to ho\\ld
lnm " Sl

him

Ahem | that docsn'l——nh——:ecm very. like-
Iy,” said Mr, Sackyell, senior, tlmld]y
“A cnnnin’ tale;indeed, . yer: honour,” eried:
Murphy, spggungly,. WO sn't d vbclll\d) stors
commit murdher whin .there: was ainotorious
rebel in the neighborhood.

ame's ace o' sindin’ume afther the poor: masther -

—God;rest-his sowl this, mgbtl uv 1t th’t, sit- =
perstitivus to'say W o4k o
it had assumed af. .

“ Curse you for ddlm\'dmv h\pomm. v cmd
Ryan, in utter digust. . '
T thank God, humbly, you: c'm't call ‘me a -
murdherer nor rebel,” rotmtcd Mluphy wlth u
malicious leer, .~ ...

u“ (,rlecmm uuu ye b’hwc ﬂllb I)m' gomud?

Plazeiyer honour | <
shuve ye see him' yerselves, how he was- within -
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