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Sy~xorsis oF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. 

Cuaprrers I. & 11.—Pretty Hetty Armitage, niece 

of Mr. and Mrs. Armitage, innkeepers at the village 

of Grandcourt, is admired by two young under. 

graduates named Horace Frere and Everett, and 

the first named elicits a promise from ber to become 

his wife. Notwithstanding this promise, however, 

Hetty, who is » born flirt, is in love with Mr. Robert 

Awdrey, the son of the Squire, upon whom, how- 

ever, is thought to rest the curse of his race, a total 

absence of memory of the most important events of 

his life, whilst less significant matters are remember- 

ed. Awdrey is passing 8 brook side when Frere 

asks Hetty to give him a kiss as his ¢flianced wife. 

She refuses, and as they are struggling Awdrey in 

tervenes and takes the girl home, she denyin- that 

shz has given any promise to marry. Frere is en- 

raged, and visiting the inn again asks Hetty for her 

decision between Awdrey and himself. She speedily 

declares for Awdrey, much to Frere’s chagrin. 

CHAPTER 111 & 1v —Frere, after this inte. 

view with Hetty, rushes out into the night, followed 

at a distance by Everett, who cannot understand the 
cause of his agitation. Frere, on Salisbury Plain, 
m#s Awdrey. and a quarrel ensues between them. 

They fight, and Awdrey prods Frere throught the 

eye with a short stick which he carries, and which 

he afterwards buries when he finds that Frere is 

dead. He reaches home and finds a note waiting for 
him inviting him to & morning picnic on Salisbury 

Plain to jon a young lady, Margaret Douglas, whom 
he much admires, He retires to rest, and next 
morning awskes with his memory a blank with 
regard to his cncounter with Frere—the curse ot his 
race has come upon him. He joins in the picnic, end 
chats about his knowledge o1 Frere and llatty, and 
wonders if the charge made against Everett, who 
has been accused of the murder, will be sustained. 
At he conclusion o! the picnic he declares his love 
or Margaret, and is accepted. 

CuaPTER V. & VI.—A witness of the ternble 
deed was Hetty Armitage, who sugges s the facts to 
Awdrey, but, his mind a perfect bia: k, he remem- 
eh nothing of the circumstances of the case, and 
has sn idea that Everett and not himseif is the mur. 
derer. Hetty, terr bly afflicted, confides what she 
has seen to her sunt under a promise of secrecy. 

CIHAPTER IX. 

Arthur Rumsey, M. D., F.R.C. S,, 
was one of the most remarkable men of his 
time. He wasunmarried, ¢nl lived in a 
large house in Harley Street, where he 
saw many fatients daily. He was on the 
staff of more than one ot the big lLordeon 
hospitals, and one or two mornings in each 
week Lad to be devoted to this public ser- 
vice, which cccupies so much ot the life cf 
a busy and popular doctor. Rumsey was 
not only a clever, all-round man, but he 
was also a spciahist. Tike word nerve— 
that queer complex word, with its weny 
hidden meanings, its daily and hourly 
fresh renderings—tbat word, which belengs 
especially to the end of our century, he 
seized with a grip of psycholeg'cal inten- 
sity, and made it his principal study. By 
slow degrees end years of patient toil he 
began to understand the nerve piwer in 
man. From the study of tke nerves to the 
study of tke source ot all nerves, aches and 
pa'ns, joys and delights, the human brain, 
was an easy step. Rumsey was a brain 
specialist. It began to be reported of him, 
not only in the profession, but amongst 
that class of patients who must flock to 
tuch a man, when he had performed 
wonderful end extraordinary cures, that to 
bim was given insight almost super-human. 
It was said of Rumsey that he could read 
motives and could also urrivel the most 
complex problems of the psychological 
world. 

Five years bad passed since Marg:ret 
Douglas found herselt the brice of Robert 
Awdrey. These five years had been most- 
ly spent by tte pairin London. Being well 
off. Awdrey bad taken a good house in a 
fashionable quarter. Ile and Margaret 
began to enteitiin, and were popular from 
the very first, in their own somewhat large 
circle. They were now the parents of cne 
beautiful child, a boy, and the outside 
world invariably spoke of them as a pros- 
perous and very bappy couple. 

Everett did not expiate his supposed 
crime by death. The plea of tte jury for 
mercy resulted in fourteen years’ penal 
servitude. Such a sentence meant, ot 
course, a living death; he bad quit> sunk 
out of ken—almost out ot memory. Ex- 
cept in the keart of h's mother and in the 
tender heart of Margaret Awdrey, this 
young man, whose career bad promised to 
be so bright, so satisfactory, such a bless- 
ing to all who knew him, was completely 
forgotten. 

In bis mother's heart, of course, he was 
safely enshrined, and Margaret also, al- 
though she had never spoken to him, and 
never saw his face until the dsy of the 
trial, still vividly remembered him. 

hen her honeymoon was over and she 
found herself settled in London, one of her 
first acts was to seek out Mrs. Everett, and 
to make a special friend of the forlorn and 
unhappy widow. 
Both Margaret and Mrs. Evereit soon 

fcnpd that they had a strong bond of sym- 
P between them. They both absolute- 

believed in Frank Everett's innocence. 
I'he subject, however, was too painful to 
the elder woman to be otten alluded to, 
but knowing what was in Margaret's heart 
she took a great fancy to her, always spoke 
to her with affection, took a real interest 
in her concerns, «nd was "often a visitor at 
her home. 
Four years after the wedding the elder 

Squire died. He was found one morning 
dead in his bed, havimg passed peacefully 
and painlessly away. Awdrey was now 
the owner of Grandcourt, but for some rea: 
son which he could not explain, even to 
hi , he did not care to spend much 
tim®®at the old place— Margaret wss ofteu 
there for monfhs at a time, but Awdre 
preferred London to the Court, and a wee 
at a time was the longest period he weuld 
ever spend under the old roof. Both of 
his sisters were now married and had 
homes of their own—the place in corse- 
quence began to grow a little into disuse, 
although Margaret did what she could for 
the tenantry, and whenever she was at the 
Court was extremely popular with her 
neighbours. But ste did not think it 
right to leave her huspand long alone—he 
clung to her a good deal, seeking her opin- 
jon more and more as the months and years 
went by, and leaning upon her to an ex- 
traordinary extent for a young and clever 
‘man. . 

Awdrey had grown exceptionally old for 
his age in the five years since his marriage. 
He was only twentv-six, but some white 
streaks were already to be found In bis 
thick hair, and several wrinkles were per- 
ceptible round his dark gray eyes. He ha 
not gone into Parliament—he had not dis- 

tinguished himselt by any literary work. 
His own ambitious dreams, and his wite’s 
longings for him faded one by one out of 
sight. He was a gertle, kindly-mannered 
man— generous with his money, sympa- 
thetic up to a certain point out of every 
tale of woe, put there was a curtous want of 
energy about him, and as the days and 
montbs flew by Margaret's sense of trouble, 
which always lsy near herbeart, unaccount- 
ably deepened. 
The great specialist, Arthur Rumsey, 

was about to give a dinner. It was his 
custom to give ore cnce a fortnight during 
the London season. To these dinners he 
not only invited his own friends and tte 
more favorcd amongst his patients, but 
many celebrated men of rcience and litera- 
ture ; a few also of the better sort of the 
smart people of society were to be met on 
these occasions. Although there was on 
hostcss, Rumsey's dinners were popular, 
bis invitations were always eagerly accept- 
ed, and the perple who met each other at 
his kouse often spoke afterwards of these 
occesions as specially delightful. 

In short, th: dinners partook of that in- 
tellectual quality which makes, to quote an 
old-world phrase, ‘‘the feast of reason and 
the flow of roul.” On Rumsey’s evenings, 
thefforgotien art of conversation seemed 
once again to struggle to re-assert itself. 

Robert Awdrey and his wife were often 
amongst the favored gues’s, and were to be 
present at this special cinner. Margaret 
was a dis‘act cousin of the great physician, 
and shortly after ker arrival in London bad 
corsulted him about heir husband. Ske 
had told him all about the family history, 
and the curicus hereditary taint which had 
shown itself from penerat on to generation 
in certain members of the men of tke heuse. 
He had listened gravely. and with mnch in- 
terest, saying very little at the time, and 
endeavoring by every meens in his power 
to socth the anxieties of tke yourg wite. 

‘The doom you dread may never fall 
upon your husbind,’ be said, finally. ‘The 
slight icertia of mind which he complains 
of 1s probably more due to nervous fear 
than to anytting else. It is a pity he is so 
well off. If he had to work for his living, 
he would scon use his brain to good and 
healthy purpose. That fiat which fell upon 
Adam is in reality a blessing in disguise. 
There is no surer cure for most of the fads 
and fancies of the present day than the 
command which ordains to man that ‘In 
the sweat of thy brow shalt thou eat 
bread.”’ 

Margaret's anxious eyes were fixed upon 
the great doctor while he was speaking. 

‘Your husband must make the best of 
his circumetances,’ he continued in cheer- 
ful tone. ‘Crowd occupation upon him; 
get him to take up any good intellectual 
work with strength and vigour. If you see 
ke is really tired out, do not over-worry 
him. Get him to travel with you; get him 
to read books with real stuff in them; 
occupy his mind at any risk. When he 
begins to forzet serious matters it will be 
time enough to come to the conclusion that 
the hereditary curs: has descended upon 
him. Up to the present he has never tor- 
gotten anything of consc quence, bas he ?’ 

‘Nothing that 1 know of,” answered 
Margaret. Then she added, with a half- 
smile, ‘The small lapse of memory which I 
gm about to mention, you will probably 
consider beneath your rotice, nevertheless 
it has irritated my husband to a strange 
degree. You have doubtless heard of tte 
tragic murder of Horace Frere, which took 
place cn Salistury Plein a few weeks be- 
fore our wedding?’ 
Rumsey nodded. 
‘On the night of tte murder my husband 

lost his favourite walking-stick. He has 
worried ceaselessly over that small fact, 
referring to it constan'ly and always com- 
plaining of a certain numbness in the back 
of his head when he does so. The fact is 
he met the unfortunate man who was murd- 
ered early in the afternoon. At that time 
he had his stick with him. He can never 
recall anything about it from that moment, 
nor has he seen it from then to now.’ 
The doctor laughed good-humouredly. 
‘There is little doubt.’ he said, ‘that the 

fear that the doom of his house may fastcn 
upon him, bas affected your husband’s 
nerves. The lapse of memory to which 
you refer means nothing at all. Keep bim 
occupied, Mrs. Awdrey, keep him occup- 
ied. That is my best advice to you.’ 
Margaret went away feeling reassured 

and almost happy, but since the date of 
that conversation Rumsey never forgot 
Awdrey's queer case. He possessed that 
extraordinary and perfect memory himself, 
which does not allow the smallest detail, 
however spparently unimportant, to escapes 
observation, and of en as he ta'ked to his 
guest acrcss his dinner table, he observed 
him with a keenness of interest which he 
could himself scarcely account for. 
On this particular evening more guests 

than usual were assembled at the doctor’s 
hovse. Sixteen people had sat down to 
dinner and several fresh arrivals were ex- 
ected in the evening. Amongst the din- 

ing guests was Mrs. Everett. She was a 
tall, handsome woman of about forty five 
years of age. Her hair was snow white 
and was piled high up over her head—her 
face was of a pale olive hue, with regular 
features, and very large, piercing, dark 
eyes. The eyebrows were well arched and 
somewhat thickly marked—they were still 
raven black, and afforded a striking con- 
trast to the lovely thick hair which shone 
like a mass of silver above her brow. 

Everett's mother always wore black, but 
curious to relate she had discarded widow’s 
weeds soon after her son's incarceration. 
Before that date she had been in character, 
and bad also lived the life of an ordinary 
affectionate, and thoroughly amiable wo- 
man. Keen as her sorrow in parting with 
the husband of her youth was, " o contrived 
to weave a nappy nest in which her heart 
could take shelter, in the passionate love 
which she to her only son. But from 
the date of his trial and verdict, the wo- 
man’s whole character, the very expression 
on her face had altered. Her eyes had 
now a watchful and intent look. She seem- 

ed like some who had set a missicn before 
herself. She had the look of one who lived 
for a hidden pu . She no longer 
eschewed society, but went into it even 
more frequently than her somewhat slender 
means afforded. She made many new 
acquaintances and was always eager to win 
the confidence of those who cared ‘0 con- 
fide in her. Her own story she never 
touched upon, but she gave a curious kind 
of watchful sympathy to others which was 
not witbout its charm. 
On this particular night, the widow's 

eyes were brighter end more restless than 
nsual. Dr. Rumsey knew all about her 
story, and had often counselled her with 
regard to her present att'tude towards 
society at large. 
‘My boy is innocent,’ she had said many 

times to the doctor. ‘The object of my 
life is to prove this. I will quietly wait, I 
will do nothing rach, but it is my firm con- 
viction that I shall yet be permitted to_find 
and expose the man wto killed Horace 
Frere. 
Rumsey had warned her as to the peril 

which she ran in fostering too keenly a 
fixed idea—he had taken pains to give her 
psychological reasons for the danger which 
she incu red—but nothing he contd say or 
do could alter the bias of her mind. Her 
fixed and nuwavering assurance that her 
boy was absolutely inrocert could not be 
imperilled by any words which man could 
speak. 

‘It I bad (ven seen my boy do the mur- 
der I thould still believe it to be a vieion of 
my own brain,” she has raid once, and after 
that Rumsey had ceased to try to guide her 
thoughts into a healthier channel. 
Oa this particular night when tke doctor 

came upstairs after wine, accompanied by 
the rest of the men of the party, Mrs. 
Everett seemed to draw him to her side by 
her wa'chful and excited glances. 

There was something about the man 
which could not witkstand an appeal to 
human nced—he went straight now to the 
widow's side as a needle is attracted to a 
magnet. 

“Well,” h> said, drawing a chair for- 
ward, and teiting himeell so #s almost to 
face ber. 
‘You guessed that I wanted to tee vou?’ 

she said, eagerly. 
‘I looked at you and that was sufil.ient,’ 

he said. 
‘When can you give me an interview ? 

she replied. 
‘Do you waut to visit m= as a patient?’ 
‘I do not—that is, not in the ordinary 

sence. 1 want to tell you something. I 
have a story to relate, and when it ie told I 
stould like to get your verdictjon a certain 
peculiar case—in short, I believe 1 have 
got a clue, it only a slight one, to the un- 
ravellingot the mystery of my lite—you 
quite understand ?’ 

‘Yes, I understand,’ replied Dr. Rumsey 
in a gentle voice, ‘but, my dear lady, I am 
not a detective.’ 

‘Not in the orlivary sense, but surely as 
far as the complex heart is concerned.’ 

Dr. Rumeey held up his hand. 
‘We need not go into that,’ he said 
‘No, we will not. May I sec yo>u to- 

morrow for a few minutes ?’ 
The doctor coneulted bis no‘ebook. 
‘I cannot see you as a patient,” be said, 

‘but as a friend 1t is possible. Can you be 
tere at eight o'clock to-morrow morning. 
I breakfast at eight—my breakfast gener- 
ally occupies ten minutes—that t'me is at 
your disposal.’ 

‘I will be with you. Thank youa thous- 
ani times,’ she replied. 
Her eyes grew bright with exultation. 

The doctor tavoured her with a keen glance 
acd moved aside. A few minut s later he 
found himself in Margaret Awdrey’s vicin- 
ity. Margaret was now a very beautiful 
woman. As a girl she had been lovely, 
but ke. carly matronhood had developed 
her charms, bad added to her stateliness. 
and bad brought cut many new and fresh 
expressions in ker mobile and lovely face. 
As Rumsey spproached her side, she 

was in the act of taking leave of an old 
friend of Ler husband's, who was going 
away early. The Doctor was therefore 
able to watch her for a m'nute without her 
observing bim—then the turned slightly, 
saw him, flushed vividly, and went eagerly 
and swi'tly to his side. 

‘Dr. Rumsey,” said Margaret, ‘I know 
this is not the place to make appointments, 
but I am anxious to see you cn the subject 
of my husbahd’s health. How soon can you 
manage—’ 

‘I can make an appoin'ment for to- 
morrow,’ he interrupted. ‘Be with me at 
half-past one. I can give you half an hcur 
quite undisturbed then.’ 
She did not smile, but her eyes were 

raised fully to his face. Those dark, deep 
eyes so full of the noblest emotions which 
can stir tke human soul. looked at him now 
with a pathos that touched his heart. Ie 
moved away to talk to other friends, but 
the thought ot Margaret Awdrey returned 
to him many times during the ensuing 
night. 

CHAPTER X. : 
At the appointed hour on the following 

morning Mrs. Everett was shown into Dr. 
Rumsey’s presence. She found him in his 
cosy breakfast room, in the act of helping 
himself to coffee. 
‘Ah! he said, as he placed a chair for 

her, ‘what en excellext thing this pun- 
ctuality is in a woman. Sit down, pray. 
You shall have your full ten minutes—the 
clock is only on the stroke of eight.’ 

Mrs. Everett looked too disturbed and 
anxious even to smile. She untied her 
bonnet strings, threw back her mantle, 
and stared straight at Dr. Rumsey. 
‘No coffee, thank you' she said. ‘I 

breakfastcd long ago. Dr. Rumsey, I am 
nearly wild with excitement and anxiety. 
I told you long ago, did I not, that a day 
would come when I should get a clue which 
might lead to establishing my boy’s—*‘she 
wet her lips ’—my only boy's innocence ? 
Nothing that can hey +4 now will ever, 
of ceurse, repair what he has lost—his lost 
youth, his lost kealtby outlook on life— 
but to sect him free, even now! To give 
him his liberty once sgain! To feel the 
clasp of his hand on mine! Ah, I nearl 
o mad at times with longing, but than 
vod, thank the Providence which is above 
us all, 1 do believe I have found a clue at 
last. 

“Tell me what it is,’ said the doctor, in a 
kind voice. ‘I know,’ he added, *you will 
make your story as brief as possible.’ 

‘I will, my good friend,’ ste replied. She 
stood up now, her somewhat long arms 
hung at her sides, she turned her face in all 
its intense purpose full upon the doctor. 

‘You know my restless nature,’ she con- 
tinued. ‘I can seldom or never sit still— 
even my sleep is broken by terrible dreams. 
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All the energy which I possessis fixed upon 
one thought, and one only—I want to find 
the real murderer of Horace Frere.’ 

‘Yes,’ said Dr. Rumsey. 
‘A tortnight ago I determined to visit 

Grandcourt—I mean the village of that 
name.’ 
The doctor started. 
‘You are surprised ?’ raid Mrs. Evereit; 

‘revertheless, I can account for my long- 
ings.’ 
‘You need not explain, I quite under- 

stand. 

‘I believe you do. I felt drawn to the 
place—to the Inn where my son stayed, to 
the neighbourhood. 1 travelled down to 
Grandcourt without announcing my in- 
tention to anyore, and arrived at tha Inn 
just as the dusk was setting in. The land- 
lord, Armitage by name, came out to in- 
terview me. I ‘old him who I was. He 
looked much disturbed, and by no means 
leased, I asked him if ke would take me 

in. He went away to consult his wite. 
She followed him after a moment into the 
porch with a scared face. 

‘I worder ma'am, that you lize to come 
here,’ she said. 

‘I come for one purpose,” I r plied. ‘I 
want to sz2e th: spot where Horace Frere 
met Lis death. I am drawn to this place 
by the greater agony which bas ever torn a 
m>Other’s heart. Will you take me in, and 
wi'l you give me the rocm in wk1 h my son 
slept ? 

‘The landlady looked at we in anything 
but a friendly manner. Her husband whis- 
pered something to her—after a time her 
brow cleared—she nodded to him, and the 
next moment I was given to under stand 
that my son's old rocm would be at my 
disposal. I took possession of it that even- 
ing, and my meals were served to me in 
the little parlour,where my boy and the un- 
ortunate Horace Frere bai lived together. 
‘The next day I went out alone at an 

early hour to visit the Plain. I nev r ven- 
tured on Salisbury Plaia before. The day 
was a gloomy and stormy one. There were 
constant showers of rain and I was almost 
wet through by the time I reached my des- 
tination. I bad just got upon the borders 
of the Plain when I saw a young women 
waklirg a little ahead of me. There was 
something in her gait which I seemed to 
recognise, although at first I had only a 
dim 1dea that I hal ever seen her before. 
Hurrying my footsteps I came up to her, 
assed her, and as I did so looked her full 

in the face. I started then and rtopped 
short, She was the girl who had seen the 
murder ccmmitted, and who had given ev- 
idence of the most damnatory kind sgeinst 
my sop on the day Jof the trial, In that 
one swift glance I saw that she was much 
altered. She had been a remarkably pretty 
girl. She had now rearly lost all her 
comeliness of appearance. Her face was 
thin, her dress negligent and untidy, on her 
brow there was a sullen frown. When she 
saw me she also stood still her eyes dilated 
with a curious expression of fear. 
‘Who are you ? ’ she said with a pant. 

“ ‘I am Mrs Everitt,” I replied, slowly, ‘I 
am the mother ot the man who once lodged 
in your uncle's houte, and who is now ex- 
piating the crime of another at Portland 
prison.’ 

She had turned red at first, now ste be- 
came white. 

¢ ‘And your name,’ I continued, ‘is Hetty 
Armitage.’ 

¢ “Why do you say that your son is €x- 
piating the crime of another ?’ she asked. 
‘Because I am his mother. I have 

looked into his heart, and there is no mur- 
der there. But tell me, 1s your name not 
Hetty Armitage ?’ 

¢«¢It is cot Armi‘age now,’ she answered. 
‘I am married, I live about three miles 
ness.’ [ said. Are you happy ?’ 

‘She gave me a queer glance. 
, ‘No, ma'am,’ the answered, ‘my heart 

is full of bitterness, of sorrow.” Her eyes 
looked qui‘e wild. She pressed one of 
her hands to her forehead, ther stepping 
out, she half turned round to me. 
I am going home now. My husband's name 
is Vincent. Heis a farmer.’ 

““You don't look too well off,” I said, 
for I noticed her shabby dress and runa- 
to-seed appearanee. 

¢ “These are hard times for farmere,’ she 
(niwered. 

¢ ‘Have you children?’ I asked. 
¢ ‘No, is replied, fiercely, 'I am glad 

to say I bave not.’ 
* Why are you glad ?’ I asked. ‘Surely 

a child is the crown of a married woman's 
bliss.’ 

« ‘It would not be to me,’ she cried. ‘My 
heart is full to the brim. I have no rcom 
for a child in it.’ 

‘I wish you good morning, Mrs. Everett 
she said. ‘My way lies across here.’ 

‘Stay a moment befcre you leave me,” I 
sald. 1 am coming to this plain on a mission 
which you perhaps can guess. If you are 
poor you will not despise half a sovereign. 
I'll give you half a sovereign if you'll show 
me the exact spot where the murder was 
committed.’ 

‘She turned from white to red, and from 
red to white sgain. : 

‘I don't like that spot,’ she said. ‘That 
night was a terrible night to me ; my nerves 
ain’t what they were—! sleep bad, and 
sometimes I dream. Many and many a 
time I've seen that murder committed over 

ain. I bave seen the look on the face 
of the man who did it—ob., my God, I 
have seen She pressed her two hands 
bard against her eyes. 

‘I waited quietly until she had recovered 
her emotion ; then I held out the little gold 

‘You will take me to the spot? I asked. 
‘She clutched the coin suddenly in hr 

hand. 
“This will buy what I live for,’ ste cried 

with passion, ‘I can drown thought with 
this. Come slong, ma'am, we ere not very 
far from the place here. I'll take you and 
then go on home.’ 

‘She eterted off, walking in front of me, 
and keepirg well ahead. She went quickly 
and yet with a sort of tremulous movement 
as though the were not quite certain of 
herself. We crosted the Picin not far from 
tbe Court. I saw the house in the distance 
nd the curling smoke which rose up out 
of the trees. 

‘Don’t walk so fsst,’ I eaid. ‘Iam an 
old woman, and you take my breath away.’ 
She slackened her steps, but very unwill- 
ingly. 

“The tamily are not often at the Court ? 
I queried. 

‘No,’ ske answered with a start—‘since 
the old Squire died tke place bas been 
most ¢hut up.’ 

‘I bappen to know the present Squire 
and his wife,’ I said. 

‘She flushed when I said ttis, gave me a 
furtive glance, and then pressing one hand 
to Ler I: ft side, said abruptly. 

‘If you know you can tell me summ’at— 
he is well, 18 he ?’ 

‘T'ey are both well,” I arswered, sur- 
prised at the tone of her voice. ‘lI should 
judge them to be a happy coulps,’ 

‘I thavk the goad God that Mr. Robert 
is happy,” she said, ina hoarse sort of 
whisper. 

‘Once #gain she hurried har footsteps; 
at last she stood still on arising knoll of 
ground. 

‘Do you see this clum of alders ? she 
said. ‘It was here 1 stood, just on this 
spot—I was sheltered by the alders, and 
even if the night bad not been so dark they 
would never have noticed me. Over there 
to your right it was done. You don’t want 
me to stay any longer now, ma'am, do 
you’ 

‘You can go when [ have asked you ore 
or two questiont. You stood here, you 
say—ijust here?’ 

‘Just here ma'am,’ she answered. 
‘And the murder was committed there ?’ 
‘Yes, where tha grass seems to grow a 

bit greener—oou notice it, don't you, just 
there, to your right.’ 
“I see,’ I replied with a shudder, which 

I could not repress. ‘Do you mind telling 
me how it was that you happened to be out 
of your bed at such a late hour at mght ?’ 

‘She looked very sullen, and set her lips 
tightly. I gazed full at her, waiting for 
her to speak. 

* “The man whose blood was shed was 
my lover—we had just had a quarrel,” she 
said at laet. 

¢ “What about?’ 
* “That's my secret,’ she replied. 
‘ ‘How is it you did net mention the fact 

of tke quarrel at the trial ?’ I asked. 
She looked full up at me. 
‘+I was not asked,’ she answered ; ‘that’s 

my sec: et, and I don’t tell it to anybody. 
It was here I stcod, just where your feet are 
planted, and I saw it done—the moon came 
out for a minute, and I saw everything— 
even to the look on the dead man’s face 
and the look on the face of the man who 
took his life. Isaw it all. I ain’t b2en 
the same woman since.’ 

“*I am not surprised,” I replied. ‘You 
may leave me when I have said one thing.’ 

¢ “What is that, ma’am ?’ 
¢ She raised her dark eyes. 1 saw fear 

in their depths. 
““You saw two men that night, Hetty 

Vincent,’ I said—‘one, the man who was 
murdered, was Horace Frere, but the 
other man, as thereis a God above, was 
not Frank Everett. I am speaking the 
truth—you can go now.’ 
‘My words seemed forced from me, Dr. 

Rumsey, but the effcct was terrifying. The 
wretched creaturs fell on her knees—she 
clung to my drees, covering her face with 
a portion of the mantle which I was wear- 
ing. 

*“ ‘Good God, why do you say that?’ she 
gasped. ‘How do you know ? Who bas told 
you ? Why do you say awful words of that 
sort P’ 

‘Her excitement made me calm. I ttood 
perfectly silent, but with my heart beating 
with the queerest sense of exultation and 
victory. 

¢ ‘Get up,’ I said. She rose trembling to 
her fect. I laid my hand on her shoulder. 

* “Yon bave something to confess,’ I said. 
‘She looked at me again and burst out 

laughing. 
“ ‘What a fool 1 made of myself just now,’ 

she said. ‘I bave nothing to confess ; what 
could I have? You spoke so solemn and 
the place is queer—it always upsets me. 
I'll go now,” She backed a few steps away. 

«*] saw two men on the Plain,” she raid 
then raising her voice, ‘one was Horace 
Frere—the other was your son, Frink 
Everett.’ Before I could another word she 
took to her heels and was quickly out of 
sight. 

‘I returned to the Inn and questioned 
Armitage and his wife. Idid not dare to 
tell them what Hetty kad said in her excite- 
men*, but I asked for her address and 
drove out early the wo morning to 
Vincent's farm to visit her. I was told on 
my arrival that the had left home that 
morning ; that she often did so to visit a 
relation at a distance. I asked for the ad- 
dress, which was given me somewhat une 
willingly. That night I went there, but 
Hetty not arrived and nothing was 
known about her. Since then I have tried 
in vain to get any clue to her present 

whereabouts. That is my story, Dr. Rum- 
sey. What do you thick of it? Are the 
wild stories of an excited and over-wrought 
woman worthy of careful consideration? 
Is her sudden flight suspicious, or the re- 
viree? I anxiously await your verdict. 

Dr. Rumsey remained silent for a mo- 
ment. 

‘I am inclined to believe,’ he said, then 
very slowly, ‘tbat the words uttered by this 
young woman were merely the result of 
over-ttrung nerves; remember, she was in 
all probability in love with the man who 
met tis death in so tragic a manner. From 
the remarkable charge which you speak of 
in her appes rance, 1 should say that her 
nerves had been considerably shattered by 
‘he sight she witnessed, and also by the 
prominent place she was obliged to take in 
the trisl. She has probably dreamt of this 
thing, and dwelt upon it year in and year 
out, since it happened. ‘Then, remember. 
you spoke in a very startling manner ar d 
practically accused her of having com- 
mitted perjury st the time of the 
trial. Under euch circumstances and in 
the surroundings she was in at the time, 
she would ba very likely to losa her head. 
As to her sudden disappearance, I con- 
fess I cannct qu’ts understand it, unless her 
neivous system is even more shattered then 
you iccline me to believe ; but, stay, from 
words she inadvertently let drop, she hss 
evidently become abdicted to drink, fo 
opium eating, or some such form of selfs 
indulgence. If that is the case the would 
be scarcely responsible for her actiors. I 
do not think, Mrs Everett, unless you can 
ob‘ain further evidence, that there is any- 
tting to go upon in this.’ 

‘That is your carefully considered 
opinion ?’ 

*It is—I am sorry if it disappoiats you.’ 
‘It does ot do that, for [ cannot agree 

with you.’ 

Mrs. Everett rose as she spoke, fastened 
ber cloak, and tied her bounet strings. 
“Ycur opinion is the cool one of an 

acute reasorer, but also of a person wto 
outside the circumstances,’ she con'inued 
Rumsey smiled. 
‘Surely in such a case mine ought to be 

the one to be relied upon ?’ he queri=d. 
‘No, for there is siich a thing an mother’s 

instinct. I will not detain you long: r, Dr. 
Rumsey. You have said what 1 expected 
you would say.’ 

(To be continued.) 

A REGULAR CRIPPLE. 
THE STORY OF AN OLD SETTLER ;}N 

DUFFERIN COUNTY, 

Suffered Terribly with Rhcumatism, and 

Had to use Mechanical Appllances to 

Turn in Bed—Friends Thought be (ould 

Not Recover, 

From the Economist, She.burne, Ont. 

Almost everybody in th2 township of 
Melancthon, Dufferin Co , knows Mr. Wm 
August, J. P., postmaster ot Auguston. 
Mr. August, now is in his 77th year, came 
to Canada from Kogland forty years sgo, 
and for thirty-eight years has been a resi- 
dent of Melancthon. During some thirty 
of that time he has been a postmaster, and 
for eleven or twelve years was a member 
of tte township council, for some years 
holding the position of deputy reeve. He 
has also been a justice of the peace sicca 
the formation of the county. It will thus 
te seen that Mr. August stands bigh in the 
estimation of his neighbors. 

In the winter of 1894-95 Mr. August was 
laid up with an unusually severe attack of 
rheumatism, being confined to the house 
and to his bed for about three months. 
To a reporter of the Economist, Mr. 
August said: “I wasin fact a regular 
cripple. Suspended from tke ceiling 
over my bed was a rope which I 

would seiz: with my hands, and 
thus change my position in bed or rise to a 
sittirg posture. I suffered as only those 
racked with rheumatic pains could suffer. 
and owirg to my advanced aged, my neigh- 
bors did not think it possible tor me to re- 
cover. 1 had read much concernirg Dr. 
Williams’ Pink Pills, and at last determine 
to give them a trial. I commenced taking 
the pills about the first of Feb., 1895, tak- 
ing at the outsct one after each meal and 
increasing to three at a time. Within a 
couple ot weeks I could notice an improve- 
ment, and by the first of April I was able 
to te about as ususl,free from the pains,and 
with but very little stiffness left. I contin- 
ued the treatment a short time longer and 
found myself tully restored, It 1s now near- 
ly a year since I discontinued taking the 
Pink Pills, and I have not had any return 
of the trenble in that time. I have no bec- 
itation in saying that [ owe my recovery to 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills.” 
These pills are a perfect blood builder 

and nerve restorer, curing such diseases as 
rheumatism, neuralg’a, partial paralysis, 
locomotor ataxia, St. Vitus’ Dance, nervous 
headacke, all nervous troubles, palpitation 
ct the Leart, the after affects of la grippe, 
diseases ¢epending on humors of the blood 
such as scrofula, chronic erysipelas, ete. 
Pink Pills give a healthy glow to pale and 
sallow complexions ard are a specific for 
troubles peculiar to the female system, and 
in the case of men they effect a radical 
cure in all cases arising from mental worry 
overwork, or excesses. Dr. Williyms’ 
Pink Pills may be had of all druggists or 
direct by mail from Dr. Williams’ Medicine 
Co.,Brookville,Ont.,or Schenectady, N. Y. 
at 50 cents a box, or six for $2.50. See 
that the company’s registe:ed trade mark 
is on the wrapper of every box offered you 
and positively refuse all imitations or sub- 
stitutes alleged to be ‘just as good.” Re- 
member no other remedy has been discov- 
ered that can successfully do the work of 
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pil's. 

The smallest worm will turn, beirg 
trodden on ; and doves will peck, in safe- 
guard of their brood. 
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