
action to the word,Ponsonby pointed his whistle at the presiding
judge, who held uphis handas if he thought the witness was taking
aim at bisnose with a view to shooting a pea at it. But the witness
merely blew a long clear note,and before his lordship had time to
movehis band from his nose tohis ear the white greyhound sprang
lightly upon tbe table,and stood beside the witness chair, seemingly
aamucb atbis easeas if behad leapedupon the parapet of Oorriglea
bridge to takea viewof tbe surrounding country."

My lord," interposed the senior counsel for the Crown," Iam
instructed that this witness is a poordementedcreature, whose evi-
dence is qaite worthless."" Mostof the gentlemen know me," said Ponsonby, pointing to
the jury-box. "Iknow the nature of an oath," he continued—
remembering Mur<y Magrath's instructions,during that rapid drive
fromKuockgrana. " AndIthinkIcanconfidently refer to tbe fore-
man andseveral gentlemenof the jury as tomy character.""Mylord,"said the foreman, " the jury would like to bear what
he has tosay."

"'When you blew the whistle," said the examining counsel," what happened?
""Just what happenednow," Ponsonby answered. " Rover was

by my side ina minute. Idon'tknow bow it happenedthathe was
withinhearing, as Mr Armstrong had taken him home from Corriglea
tbe day before. ButIsat down tosee whatIhad best do, asIwas
very anxious about Hover, andsorry to part from him. So some
time passed whilewe weresittingunder the thick bushesin the wood.
ThenIhearda step approaching, and Rover just ran out iutothe
open space tosee whoit was. Ithought itmight be Bill Keerawan,
anddidn't mind. Bnt a shot was fired quite close tome, and when
Ilooked up there was my beautifulhound struggling upon the
ground, allcovered withblood,and bowling with pain. Iwasmad,"
Ponsonbj wenton,bis browneyes flashing with anger. "Iwas ina
rage. Ididn't know whatIwas doing. He wasgoing to fireagain,
butIrushed at him and flung him upon his face. Then Itook up
the gun,andranto the big oak treeand smashed the stock in pieces.
Iknew tbebarrel explodedwhenIstruck the stock against tb« oak
tree. BatIdidn't mind. Iran tomy poor dog,and wasstooping
overhim when Iwas seized from behind by the neck. He dragged
ma across the openspace, and thonght to fling me down tbeprecipice
into tbe river.""Wfco was it did that1 Did you know tbe person ?

"
counsel

asked.
"Of courseIknew him," was the reply. " 'TwasPercy Perring-

ton. " Youd- d villain,'sayshe, 'you'reafter shooting me.' He
hadme over thebrink of theprecipice when be said this ;Iremem-
ber seeing the water down below. Igrasped a youngash tree when
be flungme fromhim. But,"tbe witness continued thoughtfully, "I
think he over-reached himself trying to fling me over. AllIcan be
sure of is that befell downhead foremost,andIhearda splashin the
river below."

"Go on,"said counsel, seeing that the witness paused
—

but fear-
ing to throw bim off the track by a direct question.

41 Well," continued Ponsonby—
his eyes, which up to this had

beensteadily turned towards tbe Bench, beginning to wander in the
old dreamy fashion

— "a great dread came over me then. Ithink I
lost my presence of mind. Icarried my poor wounded dog to the
cave at the far-off side of the wood,and stopped tbebleeding and
picked someof tba shot from his shoulder, and tied a bandage round
bis leg. Iwas wishing to bringbim toRody Flynn, butIwas too
much afraid. So after nightfall myself and Rover started for the
County Clare. Iused to carry bim in my arms till he got used to
limping on three legs, My friends received me kindly, butIwas
restless anduneasy all the time Iwas there,and last Sunday Ibeard
something a*bout this business, and thatnightIhad a veryremarkable
dream. fcso Icame back to Knockgrans, travelling night aodday. I
intended to go in next morning to make inquiries of Rody Flynn,
only that fool, BobDee,stole my coat, asIknewIcould believeany-
thinghe'd tellme

—
unless ithappenedin the Queen's County," Pon-

sonby addedparenthetically."Besides, there'B something in Rody Flynn's face,"he went on."That's the reasonIalwayskept tbe fourpenny bithe gave me long
ago, coming home fromhis wife's funeral. And for the samereason
IsaidI'dkeep the sixpence Martin Dwyer gave me that morning.""What did you do with that sixpenceV couneel ventured to
ask.

"You see," the witness replied, "tbe pockets of theseclothes
that Tom Dwyer gave me were strangetoms, and whenIwas think-
ing which would be the best to keep Martin Dwyer'ssixpenceand
Body Flynn's fourpenny bit in, so that Imightn't be tempted to
change them whenI'dbe hungry,Ifelt a pieceof paper in this waist-
coat pocket. SoIthen folded themupin it,and held itinmyband,
undecided which pocket tokeep it in.""Have you thosepieoesof silvernow f" counselasked.

14 1never aaw a sight of themsince," returned Ponsonby. "I
would not part with them for their weight in diamonds. There
wii a smallboleinMartin Dwyer's sixpence,andIsaid to myself

CHAPTERXXIX."Inever thought," said Davy Lacy, as he leant withhis handunder hischinupon thehalf-doorof the cooper's workshop,"Ineverthought thatoldhouaecouldbe madelookbo lively."
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I'dgeta hole likeitbored in Body's foarpennybit,and wear them
like medafs."

"Will the Crownproduce these pieoei of silver?" prisoner's
counsel asked. "If not,I'dlike to ask aquestionof that Teryintelli-
gent witnessfor theprosecution,Bnb-oonstableSpronl."

"We admit the bole is the cixpence," said the prosecuting
counsel. "Bnt letus lee whether we cannotget to the bottomof all
this," headded, "Do yonknow, if youarebelieved,yonmast stand
in that dock and be tried for murder ?" he asked, taming tothe
witnesswitha terriblesoowl.

111know it," Ponsonby answered firmly. "Bat do you want
me to let two innocent men be hnng or transported to savemyself fDo you think I'd everknow an hoar's happinessif sucha thing waa
done. Am Itoallow MartinDwyer's grey hairs tobe brought with
sorrow to the grave to save my own wretched life?" he askedindignantly, pointing as be spoke to the old farmer's pale,wornface,"No,"he went on,rising to his feet and confronting the twogrim
judges on thebench, "I'ddie a thousanddeaths first."

!40h,0f! 4 0h,0f coum,you'd do anything to save the life of MartinDwyer's sonI" the cross-examining counsel went on,nodding to the
jury. "You'ddo anything you'd beasked for MartinDwyer's sake—
wouldn'tyou now f"" My lord," said the foreman, " the jury desire me tosay that it
wouldbe a useless wasteof time to prolong the trial farther.""Are the jary unanimous that the two prisoners in the dock
should be acquitted of the charge of being inany way concernedin
causing Mr Perriogton's death ?"

41Yep,my lord," the foreman replied," weare preparedtoband
np a verdictof « Notguilty.' And the jaryare fartherof the opinion
thatbad the facts brought to light in the coarse of this trialbeen
made known to the coroner's jury their verdict would havebeenone
of 'accidental death.'

"
There was breathlesssilence for some seconds. Thedecision ofthe jury seemed to htve come too suddenly and unexpectedly for

those most deeply concerned to comprehend its meaning, Nannie
and Nellie left their seats, and lookingappealingly op into Ambrose
Armstrong's face, and speaking both together,in a whisperasked :—"Oh,Mr Armstrong, whatdoesitmean?""Itmeans, mydear," he replied, putting his handkerchief tohiseyes," that Tom will be home at Corriglea with you to-night. He'llwalkout of that dock a freeman in fiveminutes."

Then the breathless silence waa broken, andTom Dwyer'seyes
wereblindedwith tears whenhe lookedaroundand saw thathistwo
littlesisters hadrushed into each other's arms witha cry of joy.

A loud cheer rang through the court,and was taken up by the
crowd outside. The two youngmen in the dock shook hands, but
Tom Dwyer felt no way elated. He said mournfully to bis com-
panion:—

"We have nothing to be proud of, Con. But thatpoor fellow
looking down at us"— for Ponsonby and his white greyhound were
still on the table

—
that poor fellow has somereason tobe proud."

Martin Dwyer felt his handgripped as if inan iron vice."Do you remember the night yourself aod Joe Cooney savedme
long ago ?" Mnrty Magrathasked."Ido well," Martin Dwyer replied.

"So do I," returned the sheriff's officer, making room for his
windpipe in the high white cravat, and then walking off with bis
handsunder bis coat-tails to see how Sammy Sloan was looking.

Andcuriously enough at that identical moment JuliaFlynn was
standing by the side of the little brown cow, withher violet eyes
turned towards themountain.

Oh, if sbe could only cry, she might be able tomilk the little
cow,andcarryhome her pail as usual. But with thatdullpainat
her heart, and that nervous faintne&s all over her, she felt as if she
could do nothing in the worldbut just lie downanddie.

"Good news, Julia 1 Goodnews I"
She looked towards the gate,and there wasoldMollyDeewhirl-

ingher crutch overber head.
Then the tears that were lockednp all that day gushed forth,

andJulia Flynn soon sat down to ber milking after a cry thatdid
her heart good.

Mr Armstrong was quite right. TomDwyer was homeagain at
Corriglea that night.

But that night weekanun was kneeling in her oell, from the
window of whichshe could see the distant summit of the mountainnearCorriglea. A great sorrow might be readinher pale,handsomeface, which in the soft ccooolight lookedstill young."Oh, God 1

"
she exclaimed,clasping her bands, while the tears

fell fast from her upturned eyes. "Oh, God ! there is not onebelonging to me in the home whereIwas bornI The old house is
desolateto-night.

"
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