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THE AMARANTH.

day, in the hall, was Donald arraigned for trial.
All testified to the situation in which they
found him, and it was evident to every one,
that he had deprived his aunt of life for the
purpose of possessing himself of the money
collected for the rents the day previous. But
yet Allan was missing, he could be no where
found. Had he too been destroyed for the bet-
ter purpose of advancing the views of the cruel
Donald? Poor Allan! but yesterday he had
obtained the release of the murderer from jail
—alas! but to destroy thy aunt and perhaps
thy noble self.

In brief, Donald was doomed the following
morning to suffer death, and the poor youth
was on the eve of being carried to prison from
the hall, when a female voice in loud tones was
heard exclaiming without :

*“This way, villain ! you shall not escape me,
help! help! here is the murderer?” Al eyes
were directed to the quarter from whence the
voice came, and Catharine Graham burst into
the hall, pale and almost exhausted, dragging
with her the villain Murdoch, and followed by
a crowd of people.

“What means this, girl 7' exclaimed the
judge. “Who is that man whom you have
dragged hither 2

“He is the murderer!” cried Catharine, © the
assassin of Lady Alice—he that was seen lurk-
ing about this place two years ago, when the
family plate was stolen from that iron chest.”

Several individuals testified at once to his
identity.

“ Speak, fellow, what know you of the mur-
der?” demanded the judge.

“Nothing!” replied Murdoch, sulkily.

“How came you in this quarter at the very
time that murder had been committed 7

“I came to see—to see—" and Murdoch
looked around, thinking that he would recog-
nize Allan.

“To see whom? speak sirrah!”’

“Why to see an old crony of mine, Allan
Mentieth.”

A deep cry of astonishment ran throughout
the throng, while the judge continued—* And
for what purpose?”

“Why, to receive payment of a small bond
which was owing by him unto me,” replied
Murdoch.

“ What was the nature of that bond?”

“That is a sccret between ourselves,” said
the ruffian.

“Were you ever in these parts before?”’

“Why, yes—I think I was—"

“ And on what occasion 7"

“Why, to see my friend Allan to be sure”
Have you anght more to ask of me?” b
“Yes, and expect that you will answer W
out prevarication—on your truth depends yO

acquittal.”

“Umph!’ muttered Murdoch, doggedly-

“You were in this ncighbourhood when ! y
family plate was extracted from yonder ches
some two years since?”’

“I was!”

“And you were the persor that did SO!?’

“'Tis false?’ shouted Mardoch in a vOi¢® o
thunder. “’Tis false! it was novme--it w8
and he paused suddenly, as if afraid of reV!
ing the sceret.

“Who? spcak, fellow—your life depen
your answer,” replicd the judge.

“Why, then, if I must tell, it was my ¥¢
friend, Allan Mentieth.”

A thrill of horror burst from the crowd:

“How, Allan Mentieth, ’tis impossible— ¥ s
wish to exculpate yourself by casting the 0
upon an innocent man. Were Allan heré v f
would not dare to say this, besides I suS 1o
that you have murdered him as well as b
Lady Alice.”

“l)V,[urder—no, no, I am bad enough, but m(’;
hands are yet free from blood! Allan B0
be found, ’tis singular. I could stake my nee »
against a halter that he is not far from ber®
said Murdoch. el

“We shall look to that hereafter,” conti® -
the judge. “But you confess that yo¥
accessary to the stcaling of the plate
two years since ?’

“Idot”’ s

“I remember it was said that there was"e
secret spring to the chest, which must ™
been known to the parties—if therefore v at
you say be true, prove it by pointing out
spring.”’

p“Hga! ha!” laughed Murdoch. “That I ?:rll
easily do—make way there, and I'll show y‘?ﬁaﬂ

The domestics stood aside, and the TV 1id
approaching the chest, toucheda spring.’t 45
flew open--and the body of Allan Mentleth,o X
discovered, cold and lifeless from suffoca’®

Terror and amazement stood on every ¢ 4h
tenance—and the evidence of Murdoch:
other circumstances, showed that Alls?
the murderer, and Donald innocent. o

More need not be said--the tale is told’ g
tle reader, which shows that if there are® oit
supernatural agents, and mortals see he
help—they will find, that they but “ke®
word of promise to our ear, and breal it ¥
hopes.”

ds 0%

ung

80’



