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CHAPTER IX.—Continued.

Yet Veronica saw that she had to sum-
mon all her courage, to make a most des-
perate ¢ffort, She looked up at her.

“You remember Sir Jasper’s death,
Miss Di Cyntha? You remember the day
after it? Though it wasa warm June
day, you would have a fire in your room.”

Veronica started ; her face grew white,
a low cry came from her lips.

“(Fo on,” she :aid to the girl, who had
paused abruptly when she saw the change
in her mistress’s face,

“That very day, miss, I thought there
was something wrong,” she said. *“Why
should yon want a fire when the June sun
was shining so warmly 7 I said to myself
that you bad something to burn,”

Another low ery came from Veronica.
Morton continued :

“J—you will be very angry with me,
Miss Di Cyntha—I1 watched you ; I knelt
down and looked through the key-hole.
[ saw distinctly a roll of parchment in
your hands, and I saw you pat it on the
fire. 1 saw it begin to burn, and I was
wild to know what it was.  All at once |
had an idea that you were destroying
something that belonged to Sir Jasper,
ana was determined to know.”

She paused, while the beautiful face
gazing into hers grew deadly white,

“I invented an excuse to get you from
the room, Miss Di Cyntha,” she continued.
“] told you that Lady Brandon had not
answered a knock at her door. Then 1
took from the fire the charred remains of
the parchment. 1saw quite cistineth
the words, ‘ Last will and testament of Sir
Jasper Brandon,” Miss Di Cyntha. It was
but a charred fragment, 1 took it away
with me ; and now, Miss Di Cyntha, I ac
cuse you of baving burned Sir Jasper’s
will. You cannot deny it; I bave the
prw»f.“."

Veronica stood like one turned to stone.
She had lost all The
girl continued :

“I can form no idea why you did it—
that does not concern me ; perhaps it was
for your own interest. They said in 1he
servants’ hall that Sir Jasper had left you
money ; perhaps the will you destroyed
took it from you.”

power of speech,

There was a flash as of fire from the
dark eves.
“I do not wish to do youn any harm,

miss. 1 have not mentioned what I saw

to any one, and [ never will; but you
must give me five hundred pounds for |
keeping your secret. Give me that and ]
will promise, I will swear that no allusiou |
to what I have seen shall ever pass my |
lips. Give me that and I will bring the
charred fragment to you. [ do not wish |
to harm you, but Providence has given

me this chance and | must make the most |
of it. From

myself that I would keep your secret un-
> ~

that one moment I said t«

til I conld use it. Give me five hundred

pounds and I will be as faithful as death

to vou.”

'Then the power of speech came to Ver-

onica.

“Even if I would condescend
yvou,” she said, ““ I could not ;
five hundred pounds of my own money

to bribe {

I have not

in the world.”

“You have a rich lover,” returned the
girl, with a significant smile. “Sir Marc
would give you anything in the world—
his heart’s blood if you needed it,”

“Hash !” said Veronica, sternly. “I |

' 1] u to say such words.”
you like, miss, ]

“If you give me

\;U W }td:

“ \'

shall l.(‘:", O my work.

'u ay

Hvte 'll‘.atl\".h‘; puuud> | will never reveal

ur secret , if not, I will betray it.”

“What if I refuse?”’ said Veronica.
“Tell me the worst,” In her heart she
gnew the worst must come : it was as im-
possible for her to find five hundred
younds as it would bave been to find five
Ahuu.\ahf\l.

“The worst that is, if I fail to get the |
mouney from you, I must try to find ous
who is the pext most Interested in th.
maltter There 1s one thing vou canno!

deny, Miss Di Cyntha—you burned the |

will.” 8he paused with a sudden cry
Unperceived by either, Sitr Marc ba
entered through the open window, and
stood with a horror-stricken face, listen-
ing to the jast few terrible words.
With an air of terrible bewilderment he
looked from one the other Veronica

was white as death ; the servant-girl insol-

triumph of her accusacion.

ent 1o the ful

in the knowledge of herwictory. Veron-
iea looked round when she saw the sud-
den dawp of fear in the girl’s eyes. She
uttered no cryv when she saw ber lover,
but a cold, terrible shudder seized her

He cawe to her and took her hand.
' \\'“av ]

What
\Nu_\ ao

the matter, Veronica
man say /
1o imsult you ¥’

does L usojeld W

you allow her

[rut t, Sir Marc,” put
Mortor

“Hav e wn a will send for a

olicelunal al \ 21V Der nto custoay

heard a hittle what ha- passed, and |
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| mystery ¥

will approve of what I have done when
she hears of your conduct.”

“T shall mot leave the room, Sir Mare,”
she replied quietly, “ until I have Miss Di
Cyntha’s answer. She knows what I
want ; let her say if she will give it to
me."

“Youn know that I cannot,” she answer-
ed

Sir Mare looked at herin bewilderment.’

“Surely you are not willing to com-
promise with this woman, Veronica? She
must be punished ; any attempt to extort
money is a crime that the law punishes
very severely. Do notspeak to her, leave
her to me.”’

Then be paused in bewildered wonder ;
there was something he did not under-
stand—a shrinkingfear in Veronica’s face
and an insolent triumph in the maid's,

Where was the indignation, the just
anger, that she should feel ? What could
it mean ? With a restless, uneasy gaze he
looked from one to the other, The dark
eyes of the woman he loved had never
met his own.

“I heard what passed,” he caid. “I
was bringing you these Gloire de Dijon
roses, Veronica, and I heard this insolent
woman #ay that you had burned a will,
that you could not deny it. I know the
meaning of that. She brings this false ac-

| cusation against you, meaning to extort

monfey from you, and you very properly
refuse to give it to her. She ought to be
sent to prison.”

“Stop, Sir Mare,” said the woman,
angrily ; “you speak too fast. Ask my
mistress whether my charge against her is
false or not.”

“I will not insult Miss Di Cyntha by
any such question,” he replied.

“Then you are unjust,” she said.
“You accuse me of bringing a false charge;
ask Miss Di Cyntha whether the chaige is
true or false—she will not deny it if you
ask her.” .

Still there came no word from the
white lips that were closed so strangely.

“I refuse to do any such thing,” be re-
turned,

“ Again, Sir Maic, I say that you are
unjust, I accuse Miss Di Cyntha of hav-
iug in her own room, unknown to every
one, and, as she thought, unseen by every
one, wilfully burned Sir Jasper Brandon’s
last will and testament. More than that,
[ can prove that she did so. Now, Sir
Mare, Jook from her to me—which of us
looks gllil(y s

He looked at Veronica as though half
expecting an indignant demial. None
came.

“Miss Di Cyntha,” she continued “tell
Sir Marc, who accuses me of bringing a
false charge, whether you destroyed that
will or not.”

Still there was no answer,

“I swear to heaven that I saw her do

|it, and that I have the proofs,” cried the

maid. *“I should mot speak so plainly
before you, Sir Mare, but that hush-money
will do from you as well as from her.”

Ther Veronica spoke ; she went up to

' him, and, without looking at him, she

said :

“Will you send that woman away,
I shall die if she remains here. 1
will speak to you when she is gone.”

It struck him with a pang more bitter |
than death that she had never once denied ‘

the charge.

"G\z.” he said to .\[*'X'Y‘!Il.
Di C) Ill}ih'> pl‘(‘.-vht'(‘. iﬂni
seek it again.
If in an

[N

house at once.
within

Leave this

hoar from mow you are

these walls, nothing will save you from
| }-I’L‘vh.”

“ Aud nothing will save Miss Di Cyntha
from penal servitude,” she rejoined.

The woman’s persistence 1n bher story
astonished him, while Veronica’s silence
[t could not be true—
but it was evident
from ber silence that there was a mystery.

“Hush!” The white lips haa opened
again, and a voice that was uulike any he
had ever heard came to him in the sunlit
“Do not drive her to extremes.

bewildered him.
of course it was false :

silence,

| Send her away.”
Then Sir Mare, pointing to the door, |

said :

“Go! Leave the house ; brt wait for

| me at the railway station at Hurstwood, I

will see you there.”

The woman left the house, and he took
Veronica in his arms,

“Sweetheart,”” he said, “ what is
Why did yeu not deny that
woman’s outrageous charges ! My Ver-
onica burn a will! You canpet think
how it has distressed me.” He kissed the

white, cold face, which looked as though |

peither warmth nor color could brighten it
Ins heart was full of keen, intoler-
“There is some mystery, Ver-
STHC went on; “I can
[ell we what 1t 38"

“] cannot,” she said.

Aund the two simple words

agaln ;
dhde pall.

" he

were more
terrible to him than any others.

“ AL least, my

“tell me thatit ismot true. | cannot |
endure that you rbould remain silent
under such a charge ; unwomanly, al- |

Bsl—deny 1l

| ask no explanation of
sweetheart

(I8
Jie )y sle )

free and unfettere ! as the wind that blows.

r

But 1 « ask 1t acny those horrible |
words.’

Then ~he looked at bim with the pallor
of ds I ob Ler jace She tried to Bpeak
light wer lips trembled. BShe tried

" b he smile died away,
W ! deny i, Marc?”
| lace flush bo.y

]ra\'c Mi~‘~ |
never dare to |

this |

see that, |

darling,” he pleaded, |

“llall‘ bt‘ ar i

“(Great Heavens! Veronica,” he cried,
“do not jest over such a subject as this—
do not jest about a crime! [ could not
have thought you capable of such light
words,”

“I am not jesting,” she answered, faint-
ly ; “I never thought of doing so0.”

She saw his face grow stern and his eyes
take a cold, hard expression.

“Veronica,”” he said, *‘answer me one
question—it is your own fault that I have
to ask'it : Is that woman’s charge true?
She says that she holds proofs—is it true?
Tell me—did you burn a will, or did you
not? Answer me.,”

She knew that it would be useless to
resist her fate even if she could lie—Mor-
ton would produce the charred fragments
as evidence. She—Veronica—would no
attempt to screen herself. He must,
think what he would.

“Did you destroy a will, Veronica ?"” hs
repeated, ‘“‘Apnswer me—1 shall go mad
with suspense,”

She raised her white face to his and
spoke slowly :

“Itis quite true,” shesaid ; “I did
burn Sir Jasper Brandon’s last will and
testament ; yet, listen, I would deny it ii
I could, but if that woman holds thos.
fatal proofs, it is useless.”

He drew back from her as though she
had stabbed him,

“You do not mean it, I am sure,” he
said ; “you cannot mean it; it would be
too horrible. You are saying it to tn
my love—only for that—to try my faith,
my darling ; you could not have done it.”

“Was it so great a crime 7"’ she asked,
rln-p]y.

“A crime!” he repeated. “ The per-
son who could even a k such a question
must be dead to all sense of honor and
shame. A crime! I should place it next
to murder.”

“I did not know it,” che said softly.
“I never thought of that.”

He looked at her in horror.

“Then you did it—you really and truly
did it, Veronica 7"’ lie said.

“Yes, I did it, Marc,” she replied, sadly.

“ What was the reason? Wky did you
do it? What was your motive? Tel
me, that I may understand.”

“I cannot do that,” she replied, sadly.
“I can tell you no more than this: tha:
I, of my own &ccerd, burned that will. ”

“Great Heaven !” he cried, * it
incredible. Did any one else know ?

“I cannot tell you, ™ she replied.

“Was any one else present ?”’

“No, " she answered.

“Was the will you destroyed one against
your own interests? Did it take mone)
from you, or what ?”

She raised her dark eyesin solemn won-
der at the question.

“You must think what you will of my
motives, "’ she replied ; “I cannot explain
them to you.”

“It is incredible !” he cried. “ I could
believe you and myself both mad before I
could believe this. It is some foul trick,
some horrible farce!”

“No, " she replied ; “ it is the simple,
terrible truth. I destroyed the will, bat
I did not know it was such a crime as you
say.”

“And if you bad known—"" he cried.

“I should have destroyed it just th:
| same, "’ she said.
| “You swear it is true!” he said.
|

18

“I swear it,”” she replied.
| They stood looking at each other, while
| the sunbeams fell between them and the
| birds sang on the roses eutside the w n-
! dow.
Veronica was the first to break the ter-
rible silence.
| *Mare, ” she said, “you will not be-
| tray me 1’
“No,” he replied, slowly, “I will not
| betray you, lest the iron hand of law
should grasp you. Great Heaven! how
could vou bhave done such adeed 7

She looked at him, with a shudder.

“ Could I really be put in prison for
it 7 she said.

“Yes, if those whom you bave defraud-
| ed chose to prosecute you. ” And then he
wondered for a soft sweet light came over
the white stillness of her face.

“1 see,” she said, slowly—“1 under-
stand.[” '
|  “Veronica, ” bhe cried, “how callous
you are! Youseem to have no shame
for the deed you bhave done.

She was asking herself what she should
do—bow sheshould make him understand ;
| and then, with a great, sharp, bitter pang,
| the thought came to her that she could
' pever make bim understand—that che
could ‘never break ber oath, the oath
| taken with her hande on ber dead father’s
' heart. He was looking at her with wist-
| ful eyes.

““You, Veronica,” be said, “whom I
| thought of all women the most perfect,
' willjyou tell me why you did this? Will
' you give me some explanation of the

»”

| mystery—any key by which I may solve |

it 7 Will you say one word that will les-
sen my misery 1

“] cannot,” she replied.
in chains of iron—J] cannot,
this one bare fact—] burned the will
You must trust me all in all or pot at all.”

“Trust you! Great Heaven ! trusta
woman who could burn the will of a dead
Stay —tell e one thing : Did he
Did he ask vou

|

man !
wish youjto destroy it?
to do so ?”

“ No,” she replied,

“Then d

A\ O

“he did not.”

not ask me to trust you,

{ ’/“ et od i /l Lije --/./

Read the Statement of a
Popular Teacher

SN\ W///&

Mt. Horeb, Tenn.

The statements in the testimonial below are
familiar facts to the immediate friends of Mr.
Geo. A. Zirkle, school teacher, of Mt. HoreD,
Tenn., very well known throughout the county,
where he was born and has always lived. Read it.
“C. 1. Hood & Co., Lowell, Mass.:

“Dear Sirs:—I helieve in Hood’s Sarsaparilla.
I will tell you why. I have suffered from in-
herited scrofula from child hood. 'When 37 years
of age, my eyes became strangely affected. I
could not read after sunset, and when I would
close my eyes, I could not open them; but on
whichever side I lay, on that side I could open
my eye. This condition continued about two
years, and was succeeded by

An Intolerable Itching

all over my body and limbs. I had to have my
little boys take shoe brushes and scratch me.
It was dreadful.
followed immediately by a tumor in the right
side of my neck, as large as a small egg. I at
once commenced taking physicians’ preserip-
tions and continued till I 1ost hope. In the mean
time the tumor changed its place to the imme-
diate front of my neck, suppurated and was fol-
lowed by others, till six had formed and broken.

“Finally, three years ago, another large tu-
mor seated itself on the point of my collar bon~
and in six months another half way back on the

bone. Both of them soon began to discharge
and continued to do so till about seven months
ago. I tried everything, including prescriptions.
I was often so weak that

I Could Scarcely Walk
and my mind was so confused that I could
scarcely attend ito my business (school teach-
ing).. I was utterly discouraged. And now my
story draws to a close. I began the use of

Hood’s*w#»Cures

Hood's Sarsaparilla a little less than a year ago,
and took five bottles. When I began I had no

faithinit. In less than three months both the
sores og my shoulder were healed ; I was cured
of a troublesome catarrh; and scrofulous habit
has steadily grown less apparent. I weigh
more than I ever did in my life, and am

< In the Best of Health,

considering my constitution. Do you wonder

that I believe in Hood’s Sarsaparilla? I can do
no less than recommend iteverywhere and every
way.” GEO. A. ZIRKLE, Mt. Horeb, Tenn.

HMood’s Pills cure liver ills, constipation,
biliousness, jaundice, sick headache, indigestion.

»
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It continued a month and was |

/ ; : 3
- ¢ AT .
A

_OUR RUBBER AND LEATHER BELT

is superior to any other brand on |
- the market. i o

.

LAWTON'S CELEBRATED SAWs, |
Mill, Gang, Cig:ulir, Crosscutand |
\ uc |

. E

HART EMERY WHEELS
Lubricating Oils, Royal Oak Files
& Mill Supplies of all kinds.

W. H. . THORNE & CO,

" MARKET SQUARE, |
' St.John, N. B.

MANCHESTER, :

ROBERTSON
& ALLISON,

WHOLESALE DRY GOODS & MILLINERY, |
CARPETS, OILCLOTHS & HOUSEFURNISHINGS.

27 and 29 King Street,

ST. TJOELN, V. B. .

RICHARD SULLIVAN & CO.

—WHOLESALE—

Wine and Spirit Merchants,

—IMPORTERS AND DEALERS IN—

TEAS, TOBACCOS and CIGARS.

44 & 46 DOCK STREET, ST. JOHN, N. B.
Bonded Warehouse No. 8.

J. H CARNALL

Taxidermist and Naturalist,

98 King Street, (up stairs) St. John, N. B.

Birde and Animals mounted in the best style of the art.

M oose and Caribou Heads mounted in the best style.

Furs of all kinds dressed. Good colleetion on hand for sale

Skins tanned and, made into mats,

Rare birds bought and fair - rices paid. Arctic Owls partiou-
larly required.

I guarantee that ne moths will appear in my work.

WESTMORLAND
Marble Works.

T. F. SHERARD & SON,

Dealers in Monuments, Tablets, Headstones.

Cemetery work of every description neatly ex-
escuted. Orders promptly filled.

MONCTON,N. B. (aug3lui)

A. E. LANDRY

SAINT LOUIS, N. B.
DEALER IN

Dry Goods, Boots & Shoes,
Rubber Goods, ete.

Selling Cheap for Cash.

Watchmaker and Photograph«r

Clocks and Watches repaired at sh: rt
notice and satisfaction guaranteed.

Thos. L. Bourke.

IMPORTER AND WHOLESALE

WINE & SP1RIT
MERCHANT,

11, 13 AND 25 WATER STRELT,
8T. JOHN, N. B.

LOTSOF LAND
FOR SALE!

I am instructed te offer for sale the

' following lots of land :

1. In Galloway, Richibueto:—A Jot

' containing 75 acres known as the Dani: ]

“1 am bound |
I tell you |

' Acadiaville Road,

| on the “ Allen

Young lot, and granted to him in 1863.
2. In Carleton Parish :—A lot contain-
ing 66 acres, known as lot M. in block R.
”’ north side of the
Kouchibouguac River, adjoining John
Potter. %
3. A lot containing 100 acres on the
Joining the James
Potter lot, and distinguished a lot No, 72

' iu block 11.

4. lo the Parish of Wellington :—A
lot coutaining 50 acres on the north side
of the Big Buctouche River, and known
as the Jobu Dousher lot. These roper-
ties will be sold cheap if applied for at
onge. 1. D. Peisxey,

Richibucto, March 61h, 1894,

All parties are heareby forbidden to
trespass upor any of the said lo;r.D

S R 7
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CATRI).
TO THE GROCERY TRADE IN KENT COUNTY.

WE bave engaged the services of MR. BEV. SMITH, late of the B, & M. Railway
to r'eﬁresent us in Kent County.
Mr. Smith will call on you at regular intervals, and as we have a very large and
well assorted stock, purchased for cash, he will offer Goods at

Lowest Iavket Prices.

We bespeak a share of your orders for him.
We take this opportunity to thank our customers in Kent County for past favors
and would ask a continuance of your confidence.

P. S.—We sell only to the trade.
F. P. REID & CO.,

MONCTON,. N. B.

JUST RECEIVED.

A large and complete assortment of Shirts for men and boys.
WHITE DRESS SHIRTS, FINE SPRING and SUMMER TOP
SHIRTS, NEGLIGE SHIRTS, DURABLE WORKING SHIRTS,
@ 50c. Also, a large etock of Men’s Ready-Made Clothing, be-
sides 70 pieces of Cloth, suitable for Suits, Coats and Vests or Pants
and Vests, and 10 pieces of fine Overcoating to be sold cheap for cash.

HENRY OLEARY, - Richibucto.

ESTABLISHED 1889.

The Review,

RICHIBUCTO, NEW BRUNSWICK.

Published every Thursday at $1.00 per year in advance ; $1.50 if not '
paid within three months,

THE PEOPLE'S PAPER!
THE PEOPLE'S FRIEND |

Furnishes its readers every week with more reading matter than any
other paper in the Province, outside of the citigs,

SUBSCRIBE NOW,



