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aotion to the word, Ponsonby pointed his whistle at the presidiog
judge, who held up his hand as if he thought the witness was taking
aim at his noss with a view to shooting & pes at it. Buot the witnese
merely blew s loog clear note, and before his lordsbip had time to
move hia band from his nose to hia ear the wkite greykound sprang
lightly upoa the table, and stood beside the witness chair, seemingly
aa much at bis enseas if be had leaped upon the parapet of Corriglea
bridge to take a view of the surrounding country.

“ My lord,” interposed the eenior connsei for the Crown, ¢ I am
instroctad that this witness is a poor Gemented creature, whose evi-
dencs is qaite worthless,”

* Most of the geutlemen know me,” said Ponsonby, pointing to
the jory-box. %I koow the nature of an cath,” he conlinued—
remembering Mur:y Magrath's inatractione, during that rapid drive
from Enockgrans. “ And I think I can confidently refor to tte fore-
man and several gentlemen of the jury a8 to my character.”

“ My lord,” said the foreman, “ the jury would like to hesr what
he bas to say,”

“When you blew lbe whistle,” said the examining counsel,
* what bappaned 1 "

“ Jugt what bappened now," Ponsonby answered. * Rover was
by my side ip a minute. I don’t know how it happened that he was
withio heariog, as Mr Armstrong bad taken him home from Corriglea
the day before. Buat I sat down Lo see what I had best do, as 1 was
very aoxious about Hover, and sorry to part from bim. 8o some
tirae passed while we were sitting under the thick buahes in the wood.
Then I heard a step approacbing, and Rover just ran out iuto the
open space to see who it was. I thought it might be Bill Keerawan,
and dido't mind, Bot m ehot was fired guite close to me, and when
I locked up there was my beautiful hound struggling upon the
ground, all covered with blood, and howling with pain. I was med,”
Fonaonby went on, his brown eyes flashisg with apger, “1 wasina
rage. 1didn’t know what 1 was doing. He was going to fire again,
bot I rughed at him and floog him wpon bis face, Then Itaok up
the gun, and ran to the big oak tree and smashed the atock in pieces.
I knew the barrel exploded when I struck the stock against the oak
tree. Bat I didn’t mind, Iran to my poor dog, aud waa stooping
over him when I was seized from behind by the neck. He dragged
me nerose the open space, and thonght to fling me down the precipice
into the river.”

“WEko was it did that? Did you know the person 7™ counsel
asked,

Ot course I knew bim,” wae the reply. *'Twas Peroy Perring-
ton, *You d-—ad villaip,’ eays he, ' you're after shooting me,’ He
had me over the brink of the precipice when he said this ; I remem.
ber secing the water down below, 1 grasped a young ash tree when
he finng me from him. But,” the witness continned thooghtfolly, * I
think he over-reached himeelf trying to fling me over. ALl I can be
sure of ip that hefell down head foremost, and I heard s splash in the
river below.”

“Go on," said couceel, secing that the witness pansed—but fear.
ing to throw bim off the track by a direct guestion.

“Well,” continued Ponsonby—his eyes, which up to this bad
been eteadily turoed towarde the Bench, beginning to wander in the
0ld dreamy fashion—* a great dread came over me then, [ think I
lost my presence of mind. I ecarried my poor wounded dog to the
cave at the far-off eide of the wood, and stopped the bleeding and
picked some of tha shot from his shonlder, and tied a bandage round
his leg. I wes wishing to bring him to Rody Flynn, but I was tao
much afraid. So after nightfall myself and Rover started for the
Coununty Clare, I used to carry him in my arma till he got ueed to
limping on three legs, My friends received me kindly, but I was
restlees and uneasy all the time I waas there, and last Bunday I beard
something about this business, and that night I had a very remarkable
dream. 8o I came back to Knockgrane, travelling aight and day, I
intended to go ip next morning to make inquiries of Rody Flyoo,
only that fool, Bob Dee, atole my coat, aa [ knew I could believe any-
thing he'd tell me—unlesa it Lappened in the Queen’s County,” Pon-
sonby added parenthetically.

* Besides, there's something in Rody Flynn's face,”* he went on.
* That's the reason I always kept the fourpenoy bit be gave me long
ago, coming bome from hig wife's fuueral, And for the same reason
I snid I'd keep the sixpence Martin Dwyer gave me that morniog,"

“ What did yon do with that sixpence?!” conoeel ventured to
ask,

“You see,” the witnese replied, *the pockets of these clothes
that Tom Dwyer gave me were strange to me, and when I was think.
ing which would be the best to keep Martin Dwyer's sixpence and
Body Flynn'a fourpenny bit in, so that I mightn't be tempted to
change them when I'd be hungry, I felt a piece of paper in thia waist.
coat pocket, Bo I then folded them upin it, and held it in my band,
andecided which pocket te keep it in.”

“Have you those pieces of eilver now "' counsel agked,

“1never gaw a might of them since,” returned Ponsonby, *1
would not part with them for their weight in diamonds. There
was & emall bole in Martia Dwyer's sixpence, and I said to mysclf

1I'd get & hole like it bored in Rody's fourpenny bit, and wear them
like medats,”

“Will the Crown produce thess pleces of silver 7" prisoner’s
counsel asked, * If not, I'd like to ask a question of that very intelli-
gent witness for the prosscntion, Bnb-constable Sproul.”

“We admit the bole in the eixpence,’”” mid the prosecuting
counsel. “ But let us see wheiher we cannot get to the bottom of all
this," beadded. * Do you know, if you sre believed, you muat stand
in that dock aud be tried for murder?” he msked, turning to the
witness with a terrible scowl,

“1 know it,” Ponsonby answered firmly, * Bat do yon want
me to lat two innocent men be hung or transported to save myself ?
Do you think 1'd ever know an hour's happiaess if soch & thing waa
done. Am I to allow Martin Dwyer's grey buirs to be brought with
sorrow to the grave to eave my own wretched life!” he asked
indignantly, pointing se be spoke to the old farmer's pale, worn face,
*'No,” be went on, rising to his leet and confronting the two grim
jondgee on the bench, “ I'd die a thonsand deatha first,”

#0h, of courss, you'd do anything to eave the life of Martin
Dwyer'sson 1I” the cross-examining counsel went on, nodding to the
jury. “Yon'd do anything you'd be asked for Martin Dwyer's saka—
wouidn’t you now 1"

* My lord,"” eaid the foreman, “ the jury desire me to say that it
wonid be a ugeless weste of time to proloog the trial further.”

* Are the jury unanimous that the two prisomers in the dock
should be scquitted of the cherge of being in any way concerned in
causing Mr Ferrington's death 1™

‘i Yer, my lord,” the foreman replied, '* we are prepsred to band
up a verdict of ‘ Not gailty,’ And the jary are further of the opinion
that bad the facta brought to light in the courss of this trial been
made known to the coroner’s jury their verdict would have been ons
of ¢ accidental death.' "

There was breathless silence for some seconds, The decision of
the jury seemed to have come too suddenly and unexpectedly for
those most deoply concerred to comprehend ity meaning, Nannie
and Nailie left their seats, and looking appealingly op into Amhrose
Armstrong's face, and speaking both together, in a whisper saked s

“Qh, Mr Armstrong, what does it mean 1"

*1t means, my dear,” be replied, putting his handkerchief to his
ayea, “ that Tom will be home at Corriglea with you to-night, He'l)
walk out of that dock a free man in five micates,”

Then the bresthless silence was broken, and Tom Dwyer's eyes
wers blinded with tears when he 130ked around and saw that his two
little sisters had rushed into each other's arms with a ery of joy,

A lond cheer rapng through the court, and was taken up by the
crowd outgide. The two youog men in the dock shook hands, but
Tom Dwyer felt no way elated. He said mournfully to his com-
panion :—

“ We have notbing 1o be proud of, Con. But that poor fellow
locking down at us "—for Ponsonby and his white greyhound were
still on the table—that poor fellow has some reascn to be proud,”

Martin Dwyer felt his haod gripped ae if in an iron vice.

* Do you remember the night younreelf and Joe Cooney saved me
lopg sgo I Murty Magrath asked.

“1 do well,” Martin Dwyer repiied.

“Bo do I,” retusned the sherHI's officer, making room for his
windpipe in tbe high white cravat, and then walking off with his
hands under his coat-tails to sge how Bammy Bloan wae looking,

And curiouely enoogh at that identical moment Julia Flynn was
standing by the side of the litvle brown cow, with her violet oeyes
tarned towards the monntain,

Oh, it sbe could only cry, she might be able to milk the little
cow, and carry home her pail as nsoal. But with that doll pain at
her heart, and tbat nervous faintness all over her, she felt as if she
could do nothing in the world bat just lie down and die.

% Good news, Julis | Good news I

Bhe looked towarda the gate, and there was old Molly Dee whirl.
ing her crutch over ber head.

Then the tears that were focked up il that day gushed forth,
and Julia Flynn scon eat down to her milking after a ory that did
her heart good,

Mr Armetrong was quite right, Tom Dwyer was bome again at
Corriglea that night.

But that night week s nun was kneeling in her cell, from the
window of which she counld see the distant summit of the monntain
near Corriglea. A great sorrow might be read in her pale, handsome
face, which in the soft moonlight looked still yonng,

*Oh, God 1" she exclaimed, clasping her bands, while the tears
fell faet from ber uptorned eyes, “Oh, God ! there fa vob one

belongicg tc me in the home where I was horn! Tha old house is
desolate to-pight,”

CHAPTER XXIX,
“1 never thought,” said Davy Lacy, Ra he leant with his hand
under hia chin apon the half-door of the cooper's workshop, “ I never
thought that old house could be made look so Lively."



