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of making her his wife. 
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£yxorars oF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS. 

C uAPTERS I, & 11.—Pretty Hetty Armitage, niece 

o! Mr. and Mrs. Armitag ', innkeepers at the village 

of Grandcourt, is admired by two young under. 

aduates named Horice Frere and Everett, and 

the first named elicits a promise from ber to becom
e 

his wife. Notwithstanding this promise, however, 

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

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

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

absence of memory of the most important events o
f 

his life, whilst less significant matters are remember- 

ed. Awdrey is passing a brook side when Frere 

asks Hetty to give him a kiss as his «ffi snced wife. 

She refuses, and as they are strueg'iog Awdrey i
n- 

tervepes and takes the girl home, she denyin - that 

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

raged, and visiting the inn again asks Hetty for her 

decision between Awdrey and bimself. Sha speedil
y 

declares for Awdrey, much to Frere's chagrin. 

CrarTER 11 & 1v —Frere, after this inte- 

«view with Heity, rushes out into the night, followed 

at a distance by Everett. who cannot understand the 

cause of his agitation. Frere, on Salisbury Plain, 

meets Awdrey, and a quarrel ensues between them. 

They fight, and Awdrey prods Frere throught the 

eye with a short stick woich he carries, and which 

he afterwards buries when he fiads that Frere is
 

.dead. He reaches home and finds a note waiting for 

‘him inviting him to & morning picnic on Salisb
ury 

Plain to join a young lady, Margaret Douglas, whom 

he much admires, He retires to rest, and next 

morning awakes with bis memory & blank with 

regard to his encounter with Frere—the curse of his 

race has come upon him. He j)ins in the picnic, snd 

chats about his knowledge o1 Frere and llatty, and 

wonders if the charge made against Everett, who 

bas been accused of the murder, will be sustained. 

At be conclusion of the picnic he declares hi
s love 

for Margaret, and is accepted. 

CHAPTER V, 

M .rgar:t Douglas Jived with her consins, 
tha Cuthberts. Sir John Cuthbert was 
the Squire ot a parish a a little distarce 
from Gracdcourt. He was a wealthy man 
and was much thovgh® ot in bis neighbour- 
hood. Margaret was the d.uzkter of a 
sister wko had died many years sgo—she 
was poor, but this fact did not prevent tte 
county assigning her a long time ago to 
Robert Awdr:y as bis future wite. The 
attachment between the pei-had beea the 
rowth of years. Tey had tpent their 

olidays together, and bad grown up to a 
great ex ent in each oth r's company—it 
bad never entered into the thoughts of either 
to love anyone else. Awd ey, true to his 

promise to Margaiet, ssid nothing about 
his engagement, but the secret was after 
all an open ons. When th: young couple 

appeared agiin amongst the rest of Sir 
John Cuthbert's guests, they encountered 
more than one signifi ant glance, and Lady 
Cuthbert even went to the length of kies- 
ing Margaret with much fervour in Aw- 
drev’s presence. 

‘You must come back with us to Cath- 
berts*own to supper,’ she said to the young 
Squire. 
Yes, come, Rober,” said Margaret, with 

a smile. 
He tound it impossible to resis’ the in- 

vitation in ber eyes. It waslate, therefore, 

night in tact, wh:n h: sta ted to walk back 

to Grandcour:. He telt intensely happy as 
he walked. He bad much rezson for this 
happiness—had he not just won tke great- 
est desire of his life? I'here was ncthing 
to prevent the wedding taking place almost 
immediately. As he strode quickly over 
the beautitul summer land:capz he wis 
already planning the golden futur: which 
lay before him. He would live in Lon- 
don he would cultivate the considerable 
abilities which he undoubtedly posses- 
sed. He would lead an active, energetic 
and worthy lifsa. Margare: alrealy shared 
all b's ambitions. Sh2 would encourage 
him to be a man in every sense of the 
word. How lucky be was—how kind {ate 
was to him! Why were the things of lite 
go uneavenly divided ? Why was one man 
lif ea to a giddy pinnacle of joy ani an- 
other hurled into an abyss of despiir? 
How happy he was that evening—wherzas 
Everett—he paused in his quick walk as 
the thought ot Everett flashed betore his 
mind's eye. He didn't know the unfor- 
tunate man who was now awaiting the 
coroner's inquest, charged with the terri- 
able crime of mu-der, but he bad seen bim 
twenty-four hours ago. Everett had look- 
ed jolly and good-tempered, handsome 
and strong, as he stco1in the porch of 
the pretty little inn, and smoked his pip2 
and looked at Hetty when Awdrey brought 
her home. Now a terrible and black 
doom was overshadowing him. Awdrey 
could not help feeling deeply interested 
in the unfortunate man. He was yonn 
like himself. Perh ps3, be, too, ha 
dreamed dreams, and been full of ambition, 
and perhaps he loved a girl, and thought 

Perhaps Hetty 
was the girl—if so—Awdrey stamped his 
foot with impatience. 
“What mischief come women do,’ he 

muttered ; what a difference there is be- 
tween one woman and another. Who 
woula suppose that Margaret Douglas and 
Hetty Armitage belonged to the same 
race? Poor Frere, how madly in love he 
was with that handsome little creature! 
How little she cared for the passion which 
she had envoked. I hope she won,t come 
in my path; I should like to give her a 
piece of my mind.’ 

This thought had scarcely rushed through 
Awdrey’s brain before he was attracted By 
a Sound in the hedge close by, and Hetty 

harself stood before him. 
«I thought you would come back this 

way, Mr. Robert,’ she said. ‘I've waited 
here by the hedge for a long time on pur- 
pose to see you. 
The squire choked down a sound of in- 

dignation—ths hot color rushed to his 
cheeks— it was with diffi :ulty he could keep 
back his angry words. One glance, how- 
ever, at He'ty's faca caused his anger to 
fade. The lovely little face was so com- 
letely changed that he found soms diffi :u- 

fy in recognising it. Kitty's pretty figure 
bad always been the perfection of trim 
neatness. No London telle could wear 
her expensive dresses more neatly nor 
more becomingly. Her simple print frocks 
fitted her rounded fijure like a glove. 
The roses on her cheeks spoke the perfect- 
ion of perfect haalth; her clear dark ore 
were wont to be as open and untroubled 
gs a childts. Her wealth of coal black 
hair was always neatly coiled round her 

shapely head. Now, a!l was changed, the 
pretty eyes were scarcely visible between 
their swollen lids—the face was ghastly 
pale in parts—blotched with ugly red 

marks in others; there were great black 
shadows under the eyes, the I'py were 
parched and ory, they drooped wearily as 
if in utter despair. The hair was untidy, 
and one great coil had i escaped 
i's bondage, and bung recklessly over the 
girl's ceck and bosom. Her cotton dress 
was rump'ed and stained, and the belt wi h 
which she had hastily fastaned it together, 
was kept in its placa by a large pin. 

Being a man, Awdrey did not notice all 
these details, bul the ‘tout ensemble,’ the 

abjzct depression of intense grief, struck 
bim with a sudden pang. 

‘After a'l the little thing loved that poor 
fellow." he said to himself, ‘she was a lit- 
tle fool to trifle wih him, but the fict that 
she loved him alters the complexion of 
affairs.’ 
‘What can 1 do for you? he said, speak- 

ing in a gentle avd compassionate voice. 
‘I have waited to tell you something for 

nearly two hours, Mr. Robert.’ 
‘Why did you do it? If you wanted to 

say anything to me, you could have come 
to the Court, or I'd bave called at th: Inn. 
What is it you want to say ¥’ 

‘I could not come to the Court, sir, and 
I could not rend you a message, because 
no one must know tbat we bave mt. I 
came out here unknown to anyone; I saw 
you go home from Cuthberstown with Miss 
Dougles’ Here Hetty choked down a great 
sob. I wai‘ed by the hedge, for I krew you 
must pass back this way. I wished to say, 
Mr. Robert, to tell you, sir, that whatever 
h ppens, however matters turn out, 1'll 
be tru: to you. Noone shall get a word 
out of me. Thy say it's awiu’ to be cross- 
examined, but I'll be true. I thought I'd 
let you know, Mr. Awdrey. To my Jying 
day I'll never let out a word—you need 
hav: no fear. 

‘I need have no fear.’ said Awdrey, in 
absolute astonishment. ‘What in the world 
do you mein? What are you talking 
abou'? : 

Hetty looked full up into ths Squire's 
face. The unconscious and unembari assed 
giz: with which he returned her look 
evidently took her breath away. 

‘I made a mistake,’ she said in a whisper. 
‘I tee thit I made a mistake. I'd rather 
not say what I came to say.’ 

‘But you must say it, Hetty; you have 
something more to tell me, or you wouldn't 
have taken all this trouble to wait by the 
roadside on the chance of my passing. 
What is it? Oat with it now, like a good 
irl.’ 
‘May 1 walk along a little bit with you, 

Mr. Robert ?' 
‘You may as far as the next corner. 

There our roads part, and you must go 
home.’ 

Hetty chivered. Sh? gave the squire 
another furtive and undecided glanca. 

‘Shall I tell him ?’ ¢hs whispered to her- 
self 
Awdrey glanced at her, and spoke im- 

patiently. 
‘Come, Hetty; remember I am waiting 

t» hear your story. Oat with it now, be 
quick about it.’ 

‘I was out last night, sir.’ 
‘You were out—when? Not after I siw 

you home ?’ 
‘Yes, sir’, Hetty choaked again. ‘It 

was after ten o'clock.’ 
‘You did very wrong. 

alove? 
‘Yes, sir. 

to the plain.’ 
‘Youd. d ? said Awdrey. ‘Is that fact 

known? Did you see anything?’ 
‘Yes, sir.’ 
‘Then why ia the name of Heaven didn’t 

you come up to the Court this morning 
and tell my tather. Your testimony may 
be most important. Think of the position 
of that poor unfortunate young Everett.’ 

‘No, sir, I don't think of it.’ 
‘What d> you mean, girl?’ 
‘Let me tell you my story, Mr. Awdrey. 

It it is nothing to you—it is nothing. You 
will soon know if it is nothing or not. I 
bad a quarrel with Mr. Frier last night. 
nobody was by ; Mr. Frere came into Aunt’s 
parlour and be spoke to me very angrily, 
and I—I tol} him something which wade 
bim wild.’ 
‘What was that 
Hetty gave a shy glance up at the young 

Squire ; his face looked bard, his lips were 
fimly set. He an1 she were walking on 
the sams road, but he k2pt as far from her 
eide as possible. 

‘I will not tell him—at least I will not 
tell him yet,’ she said to hersel. 

‘I think I won't say. sir,’she replied. 
‘What we talked about was Mr. Frere's 
business and mine. He asked meit I 
loved another man better than him, and 
I—1I said that I did, sir.’ 

‘I thought as much,’ reflected Awdrey, 
‘Everett is the favored one. If this fact is 
known it will go agamst th? poor fellow.’ 

‘Well, Hetty," he interrupted, ‘it's my 
duty to tell you that you have behaved very 
badly, and are in a great ma3asure respon- 
sible for the awful tragedy tbat has oc- 
curred. There, poor child, don’t ery, 
Heaven knows, I don’t wish to add to your 
trouble, but see we have reached the cross 
roads where we ara to part, and you baye 
not yet told me what you saw when yon 
went out.’ 

‘I crept out of my bedroom window, 
said Hetty. ‘Aunt and uncle had gone to 
bed. I cin easily get out of the window, 
it opens right on the cow-house, and from 
there 1 can swing myself into the laburnum 
tree, and so reach the ground. I got out, 
and followed Mr. Frere; presently I saw 
that Mr. Everett was also out, and was 
following him. I knew ev ard of the 
Plain well, far better than Mr. Everett 
did. I went to it by a short cut round by 
Sweet Briar Lane—you know the 
thare—not far from the Court. I had ne 
sooner got on the Plain than I saw Mr. 
Frere -he was running 1 thought 
he was runni to meet ma—he 
came forward by leaps and bcunis 
fast—suddenly he stumbled and fell. I want- 
ed to call him, but my voice, sir, it wouldn't 
rise, it seemzd to catch in my throat. I 
couldn’t manage to say his name. All of 

Were you out 

I—I followed Mr. Frere on 

a sudden the mcon went down, and the 
gy was all grey with black shadows. I 
elt frightened—awfully: I was deter- 
mined to get to Mr. Frere. I stumblod 
on—presently I fell over th: trunk of a 
tree. My fall stunned me a bit—when I 
rose again there were two men on the 
Pain. They w:ra standing facing each 
other. Oh, Mr. Awdrey, I font think 1'il 
say any more.’ 

‘Not say any more ? You certainly must, 
girl,’ cried Awdrey, his face blez'ng with 
excitement. 

‘You saw two men facing each other— 
Frere and Everett, no doubt.’ 

Hetty was silent. After a moment, dur- 
ing which her heart beat loudly, she con- 
tinued to speak in a very low voice. 

‘It was fo dark that the men lookel like 
shadows. Presently I heard them talking— 
they were quarrelling. All of a sndden 
they sprang tozether like—like tizers, and 
they fought. I heard the s>und of blows— 
one of them fell, the taller one—he got on 
to his feet in a minute : they fought a sec- 
ond time, then one give a cry, a very 
shirp, sudden cry, and there was the 
sound of a body falling with a thud on the 
round —afterwards, silence—not a sound. 
crept behind the fruze bush. I was 

qu'te stunnd. After a long tim2—at least 
it seemed a long time to me—one of the 
men went away, and the other man lay on 
his back with his face turned up to the sky. 
The man who had killed him turned in the 
direction of—’ 

‘In what direction ?' asked Awdray. 
‘In the direction of—"' Hetty looked up 

at the Squire ; the Squire's eyes m>t hers. 
“The town, sir.’ 

‘Oh, the town,’ said Awdrey, givirg vent 
to a short Jaugh. ‘From th: way you 
looked at me, I thought you were going to 
say tte Court.’ 

“Sir, Mr. Robert, do you think it was 
Mr. Everett?’ 
“Who else could it have been?’ replied 

Awdrey. SIE : 
“Very well, sir, I'll hold to that. Who 

else could it have bee? I thou ht I'd tell 
you, Mr. Awdrey. I thought you'd like to 
know that I'd ho'd to that. When the 
steps of the murderer died away, 1 stole 
back to Mr. Frere, and 1 tried to bring 
bim baek to life. but he was as dead as a 
stone. I left him and I went home. I got 
back to my room about four in the morning. 
Not a soul knew I was out: no one knows 
it now but you, sir. I thought I'd come 
and tell you Mr. Robert, that I'd hold to 
the story that it was Mr. Everett who com- 
mitted the murder. Good-night, sir.’ 

‘Good night, Hetty. You'll have to tell 
my father what you have told me in th2 
morning.’ 

*Very well, sir, if you wish it.’ 
Hetty turned and walked slowly back 

towards the village, and Awdrey stood 
where the tour roads met and watched her. 
For a moment or two he was lost in anxions 
thought—then he turned qi kly and 
walked home. He entered the house by 
the same side entrance by which he had 
come in on th2 previous night. He walked 
down a long passage, crosced the wide 
front hall and entered the drawing-room 
where his sister Ann was seated 

‘Is that you, Bob ? ’ she said, jumpng up 
when she saw him. ‘I'm so glad to have 
you all to myself. Ot course, you were too 
busy with Margaret to teke of us all day, 
but I've been dying to hear your account ot 
that awful tragedy. Sit bere like a dear 
old fellow and tell me the story.’ 

“Talk of wom=>n and their tender hearts,’ 
said Awdrey, with irritation. 
Then the m2mory of Margaret came over 

him and his face softened. Margar.t, 
whose beart was quite the tenderest thing 
in all the world, ba also wished to hear of 
that tragedy. 

“To tell the truth, Ann,’ he said, s'nking 
into a chair by his sister's side, ‘you can 
scarcely ask me to discuss a more uncon 
genial theme. Of course, the whole thing 
will be thoroughly iavestigated, and the 
local papers will be filled with nothing else 
for weeks to ma. Won’c that content you ? 
Must I, too, go into this painful subjzci?’ 
Ann was a very good-natured girl. 
‘Certainly not, dear Bob, if it worries 

you,’ she replied, ‘but just answer me one 
question. ls it true that you met the un- 
fortunate man last night ?’ 

‘Qu’te true. I dil. We had a sort of 
quarrel.’ 

‘Good gracious! Why, Robert, if you 
had been out late last night they might have 
suspected you of th? murd:r.’ 

Awdrey's face reddy ned. 
‘As ishappens, I went to bed remarkably 

early’ he ssid ; ‘‘at least such is my re- 
collection.” As he spoke he looked at his 
sister with knitted brows. 
‘Why, of eourse, don't you remember, 

you said you were dead beat. Dorothy 
and I wanted you to sing with us, but you 
declared you were as hoarse as a raven, 
and wen’ off to your bedroom immediately 
alter supper. For my part 1 was so afraid 
of disturbing you that I wouldn't even 
knock when I pushed that little note about 
Margaret's under the door.’ 
Ann gave her brother a roguish glance 

when she m n‘ioned Margaret's name. He 
did not notice it. He was thinking deepl 

‘I am tired to-night too,” he said. * 
have an extraodinary feeling in the back 
ot my head, ay if it were numbed. I be- 
lieve I went more sleep. This horrid 
affair has upset me. ell, good-nizht, 
Ana I'm off to bed at once.’ 

‘But supper is ready.’ 
‘I bad something at Cuthbertstown ; I 

don’t want anything more. Good-night.’ 

CHAPRER VI. 

Hetty dragged hersalf wearily home— 
she had waited to see the young Squire in 
a state of intense and rapt excitement. 
He bad received her news with marvellous 
indifference. The excitement he had 
shown was the ordinary excitem=nt which 
an outsider might feel when he received 
startling and unlooked for tidings. There 
was no. a scrap of personal emotion in his 
manner. Was it possible that he had for- 
gotten all about the murder which he 
himself had committed ? Hetty was not a 
native ot Grandcourt without knowing 
something of the tragedy which hung over 
the Court. Was it possible that the doom of 
the house had rea'ly overtaken Robert 
Awdrey ? Hetty with her own eyes had 
seen him kill Horace Frere. Hér own eyes 
could surely not deceive her. She rnbbad 
them now in her bewilderment. Yes, she 
hid seen the murder committed. Without 
any doubt Awdrey was the man who had 
struggled with Frere. Frere had thrown 
him to the ground ; he hid risen quickly 
agein. Once more the two men had rushed 
at each other like tigers for blood—thzre 
had been a scuflli—a fierce, awful wrestle. 
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A wrestle which bad followed by a sudden 
leap forward on the part of the young 
squire—he had used his stick as men use 
bayonets in battle—there had come a 
gro:n from Frere's lips—he had ttaggered 
—his body had fallen to the ground with a 
heavy thud—then had fallen an awful sil 
ence. Yes, Aetty bad seen the whole 
thing. She had watched the terrible trans. 
action from beginning to end. After he 
had thrown his man to the ground the 
Squire had struck a match, and had looked 
hard into the face of the dead. Hetty had 
teen the lurid light flash up for an intact 
on the Squire's tace it had looked haggard 
and grey—Ilike the fice of an o!d man. 
Ste bad watched him as he examined th: 
slender etick with which he bad killed his 
fre. She observed him then creep across 
the Plain to a copse of young alders. She 
had seen him rusu we stick out of sight 
into the middls of the alders—she had tuen 
watched him as he went quickly home 
Yes, Robert Awlirey was the guilty man— 
Frank Ev. r.tt was innocent, as innocent as 
a babe. All day long Hetty's head had 
been in a mad whirl. She had kept her tar- 
rible knowledge to berself. Knowing that 
a word from her could sava him, she bad 
allowed Everett to be arcested. Sh» had 
watched him from bebind her window when 
the polic: came to the house for the purpose 
she had seen Everett go away inthe com- 
pany of two polizemen. Ie was a tqiare- 
built young tellow wi'h broad shoulders— 
he had held himself sturdily as an English- 
man should, when he walked off, an inno- 
cant man, to meet a1 awlul doom. Hetty, 
as she watched, crushed down the cry 1a 
her beirt—it had clamoured to sive this 
man. There was a louder cry there—a 
fiercer instinct. The Squire belonged to 
her own peopfe—she was like a su‘ jsct, 
and he was her king—to the people of 
Grandcourt the king could do nothing 
wrong. They were old-fashioned in thelit- 
tle village, and bal somewhat the feeling of 
gseris to their feudal lord. Hetty shared 
the tradition of her race. But over and 
obove these minor matters, the unbappy 
girl lov.d Robert Awdrey with a fiercs 
passion. She wcull rather die hercelf 
than see hm di1:. When she saw Ev.ratt 
arrested, she watched the whole proceed- 
ing in dull am:z°ment. She wondered 
why the Squire had not acted a man’s part. 
Why did he not deliver bimeelf upto the 
court of justice? He nad killed Frer:in 
a moment of mad passion. Hetty’s heart 
throbbed. Could that passion have been 
evoked on her account? Of course, he 
would own to his sin. He had not done 
80; on the contrary, he h.d gone to a pic- 
nic. He bad been seen walking about 
with tha younz lady whom he loved. Did 
ober: Awdrey really love Margaret Doug- 
las? 

‘If that 1s the case, why should not I 
give him up ?’ thought Hetty. ‘He cares 
notking for me. 1am less than the thistle 
under his feet. Why should Mr. Everett 
die because of him? The Squire cares 
nothing forme. Why should I sm on his 
account 
These thoughts, when they came to her, 

were quickly hurled aside by others. 
‘I'd die twenty times over rather than he 

should suffer,” thought the girl. ‘He 
shan't die, he's my king, and I'm his sub- 
ject. It does not matter whether hs loves 
me or not, he shan’t die. Yes, he loves 
that beautiful Miss Douglas—she belongs 
to his set, and she'll be his wife. Perhaps 
she thinks that she loves him. Oh, Oh? 

Hetty laughed wildly to herself. 
‘After all she doesn't know what real 

love is. She little guesses what 1 feel; 
she little gu2sses that I hold his life in my 
bands. Oh God keep me from going mad.’ 

It was dark when Hetty re-entered the 
Inn. The tap-room was the scene of 
noisy excitement. It was crowded with 
eager and interested villagers. The mur- 
der was toe one and o ly topic of conversa- 
tion. Armitage was busy attending to his 
numergus guest's, and Mrs. Armitage kept 
going backwards and forwards between the 
taproom and the little kitchen at the back. 
Wh:n she saw Hetty she called out to 

her in a sharp ton2. 
‘Where have you been girl?’ she criad. 
‘Now just look here, your uncle won’t have 
ou stealing out in this fashion any more. 
You are to stay at home when 1t is dark. 
Why its all over the place, it's in every- 
body's mouth, that you bave bzen the cause 
of the murder. You encouraged that poor 
Mr. Frere with your idle, flighty, silly 
ways and looks, and then you played fast 
and loose with him. Doa’t you know that 
this is just the thing that will ruin us? Yes 
you'll be the ruin of us, Hetty, and times 
so bad, too. When are we likely to have 
parlour lodgers again? 

‘On, Aunt, I wish you wouldn't scold me,’ 
answered Hetty. She sank down on the 
nearest chair, pushed her hat trom her 
brow, ani pressed her band to it. 

‘Sakes child!" exelaimed her aunt, ‘you 
do look white and bad to be sure. 

Mrs. Armitage stood in front of her 
niece,’ and eyed her with a critical gaze. 

‘It’s my beliet, atter all, that you really 
cared for the poor young min,’ she said. 
‘For all your silly, flighty ways you gave 
him what little heart you possess. It he 
meant honest by you, you couldn't have 
done better—they say he had lots of monzy, 
and not a soul to think of but bimselt. I 
don’t know how your uncle is to provide 
for you. But thers, you've learnt your 
lesson, aud I hops you'll never forget it.’ 

‘Aunt Fanny, may I go upstairs to my 
room ?’ 

‘Hoity toity, nothing of the kind. You've 
got to work for your living like the rest of 

—
 

us. Put on your apron and help to wath 
up the diabes.’ 

Hetty rose wearily from ber chair. The 
body of the murdered man lay out straight 
an still in the little front parlor. Many 
people bad been in and our during the 
afternoon ; many people had gazad solemn- 
ly at the white face. The doctor had ex- 
amined the wound in the eye, Ihe coro- 
ner bad come to view th: dead. All was 
in readiness for the inquest, which was to 
take place at an early hour on the following 
day. No one as yet bad wept a single tear 
over the dead man. Mrs. Armitage came 
to Hetty now and asked Ler to go and 
fetch something out o! the parlor A pap- 
er which bad been left on the mantelpiece 
was wan‘e] by Armitage in a hurry. 

‘Go, child, be quick! said tke aunt. 
‘You'll find the paper by that vas: of flow- 
ers on the mantelpiece. 

Hetty obeyed, never thinking of what 
she was going to sce There was no s1ti- 
ficial lighi in the room. Oa the centre 
table, in a rude coffia which had been 
hastily prepared, lay the body. It was 
covered by a white sheet. The moon 
poured in a ghastly light through the win- 
dow. The form ot the dead man was out- 
I'ned distinctly under the sheet. Hetty 
almost ran up against it when sh: entered 
the room. Her nerves were overstrung; 
she was not prepir:d for the sight which 
met her startled eyes; uttering a piercing 
shriek, she rashed f om the room into her 
aunt Fanny's arms. 

‘Now, whatever is tte matter ?’ said the 
elder woman. 

*You shouldn’t have sent me in there,’ 
panted Hetty. *You should hive told me 
that it was there.’ 

‘Well, well, I thought you knew. What 
a silly little good-for-nothing you are. 
Stay quiet ani I'll run and fetch the paper. 
Dear, dear, I'm glad you are not my niece ; 
it's Armitage you belong to.’ 

Mrs. Armitage en‘ered the parlour, 
fetched the required pape-, and shut the 
door behind her. As she walked down the 
passage Hetty start>d quickly forward and 
caught her arm. 

‘It I don’t tell somebody at once I'll go 
mad,” she said. ‘Aunt Fanny, I must 
speak to you at once. ‘I can’t keep it to 
myself another minute.’ ; 

‘Good gracious me, whatever is to be 
dope, Hetty? How am I to find tims to 
listen to your silly nors:nca just now ? 
There's your uncle nearly wild with all th2 
work being left on his hands.’ 

‘Itisn’t silly nonsence, Aunt Fanny. [ve 
got to say something. I know something. 
1 must tell it to you. I must tell it to you 
at once.’ 
‘Why girl,” said Mrs. Armitage, staring 

hard at her niece, ‘you are not making a 
fool of me, are you?" 

‘No. I'll go to my room. Come to me 
as soon as ever you can Tell Uncle that 
you are tired and must go to bed at once. 
Tell any lie, make any excuse, only come 
to me quickly. I'm in such a state that if 
you don’t come I'll have to go right into 
the taproom ana tell everyone what I 
know. Oh, Aunt Fanny, have mercy upon 
me and come quickly.’ 
*You do seem in a way, Hetty,” replied 

the aunt. For goodness sake do keep 
yourself ca'm. There, run upstairs and 
I'll be with you in a minute or two.’ 

Mrs. Armitage went into the tap room 
to her husband. 

‘Look here, John,’ she said, ‘I've got a 
splitting headache, and Hetty is fairly 
knocked up. Can't you manage to do 
without us for the rest of the evening 

‘Of course, wi‘e, if you're really bad,’ 
replied Armitage. ‘There's work here for 
three pairs of hands,” he added, ‘but that 
can't be help:d, it you are really bad.’ 

‘Yes, I am, and as to that child, shs is 
fairly done.’ 

‘I'm not surprised. I wonder she’s alive 
when th2 kaows the whole thing is owing 
to her. Lattle buisy, I'd like to box her 
ears, that I would.’ 

‘Sa would I, for that matter,’ replied the 
wife, ‘but sh2's in an awful state poor 
child, and if I don’t get her to bed, she'll 
be ill, and there will be more money out of 
pocket.’ 

‘Don’t waste your strength sitting up 
with her, wite, she ain't worth it,” Armitage 
callad ou, as his wite left th: room. 
A moment later, Mrs. Armitage crept 

softly upstairs. She entered Ietty’s little 
chamber, which was also flooded with 
moonlight. It was a tiny rocm, with a 
sloping roof. Its little lattice window was 
wide open. Hetty was kneeling by the 
window looking out into the night. The 
moment she saw her aunt she rcse to her 
feet, and ran to mzet her. 

‘Lock the door, Aunt Fanny,’ she said, 
in a horse whisper. 

‘Oh, child, whatever has come to you? 
‘Lock the door, Aunt Fanny,’ or let me 

doit.’ 
‘There, I'll humour you. Here's the key 

I'll put it into my pocket. Why don’t you 
bave a Ligat, Hetty ?' 

‘I don’t want it—the moon makes light 
enough for me. I have something to say 
to you. If I don’t tell it, I shall go mad. 
You must share it with me, Aunt Fanny. 
You and I must both know it, and we 
must keep it to ourselves tor ever and ever 
and ever.’ 

‘Lor, child, what are you talking about?’ 
‘I'll soon tell you. Let me kneel close 

to you. Hold my baud. I never felt eo 
frightened mn all my life before.’ 

‘Out with it, Hetty, whatever 1t is. 
‘Aunt, bafore I say a word, you've got 

to make me a promisc.’ 
“What's that?’ 

‘You won’t tell a soul what I am goirg 
to s1y to you.’ 

‘I ba'e making promises of that sort, 
Hetty.’ 

‘Never mind whether you hate it or not. 
Promise or I shall go wad.’ 

‘Ob, dear me!" exclaimed Mrs, Armi- 
tage, ‘why should a poor woman be both- 
ered in this way, end you neither kith nor 
kin tome. Don’t you forget that it’s Arii- 
tage you belong to. You've no blood of 
mine, thank gocdness, in your veins.’ 
‘What does that matter. You're a 

woman, and I'm snotker. I'm just in the 
mest awful position a girl could bein. But 
whatever bappens, I'll be trne to him. 
Yes, Aunt Fenay, I'll be true to him. I'm 
nothing to him, no more than if I were a 
weed, but I love him madly, deeply, des- 
perately. He is all the world to me. He 
18 my master, and I am his slave. Of 
course, I'm nothing to him, but h2’s every- 
thing fo me, aud he shan’t die. Aunt 
Fanny, you and I have got to be true to 
him We must share the thing together, 
for I can’t keep the secret by myself You 
must share it with me. Aunt Fanny.’ 
Up to this point. Mrs. Armmtige bad 

regarded Hetty’s words as mercly those of 
a bysterical snd overwrought girl. Now, 
however, she began to perceive method in 
her madness. 

‘Look here, child,” she said, ‘if you've 
anything to say, say it, and bave done with 
it. I'm not blessed wi h over much pat- 
ience, and I can’t sand beating round the 
bush. If you have a secret, out with it, 
you silly thing. Oh yes, ofcourse 1 won't 
betray you. I expect it’s just this, you've 
gone and done something you cughtn’t to. 
Oh. what have I done to be blessed with a 
niece-n-law like you? 

‘It’s nothing ot that sort. Aunt Fanny. 
It is this—I don’t mind telling jou now, 
now that you bave promised not to betray 
me. Aunt Faony, I wes ou: |.st night—I 

saw the murder committed.’ 
Mrs. Armitage suppressed a sharp 

| §. ream. 
‘Heaven preserve us! she said in a 

| choking voice. ‘Were you not in bed, 
you wicked girl ?’ 

‘No. I was out, I had quarrelled with 
Mr. Frere in the parlour, and I thought 
I'd follow him and mike it up. 1 went 
straight on to the pliin—I[ saw him rurning. 
I bid behind a fu'z: bush and I saw the. 
the quarrel, and I heard the words—I saw 
the awful struggle, and I heard the blows. 
I heard the tall, too—and I saw the men 
who bad killed Mr. Frere run away.’ 

‘I wonder you never told all this today, 
Hetty Armitage. Well, I'm sorry for that 
poor Mr. Everett. Oi dcar, what will 
not our passions lead us to; tc think that 
two young gentlemen should ccme to this 
respectap'e h-use, and that it should be the 
case of Cain and Abel over fg in—one 
risirg up and sliying tho other.’ 

Hetty, who had been knee'ing all this 
time, now rose. Her face was ghastly— 
her words ceme out in strange pauses. 

‘It wasn't Mr. Everett,” she said. 
‘(z0od Heavens, Hetty," exclaimed ber 

aunt, springing also to her feet, and ca‘ch- 
ing the girl’s two hands witnin her own— 
‘It wasn't Mr. Everett! —what in the world 
do you mean?’ 
‘Wha I say, Aunt Fanny—the man who 

killed Mr. Ircre was Mr. Awdry. Our 
Me. Awdry, Aunt Fanny, and I could die 
for hin—and no ons must ever know—and 
I saw him this evening, and—and he has 
forgotten all about it. He doesn’t know 
a bitabout it—not’a bit. Oh, Aunt Fanny, 
I sha'l go quite mad, if you don’t promise 
to help me to keep my secret.’ 

(To be continued). 

A Montreal 
Business Man 

Won he bile Through His 
Wile's Advice. 

A short time ago a Montreal business 
man returned from a New York private 
hospital, to which institution, he had 
gone last February fr treatment. 
The case was a serious one—kidney 

digsease—and had bafilad the skill of the 
local doctors. The New York specislict 
after a month's close attention cou'd not 
bold cut very stong hopes of a complete 
cure, but advised patience and continued 
treatment. 
The sick man, boping for betier re- 

sults, remained for some weeks longer, ° 
but finally left for home sick, unhappy 
and despondent. Upon his arrival in 
Moatreal, friends were alarmed when 
they found his condition bad not im- 
proved, and some recommended a sea 
voyage. 
The sick man’s wife having heard of 

the wonders accomplished by Paine’s 
Celery Compound in case cf kidney 
dicease, urged ber husband to give ita 
trial. A supply of the medicin» was pro- 
cured and used faithfully, ard the diet 
list—prepared specia'ly for tho e+ fll ¢c ed 
with, kidney troubles—was closely fol 
lowed. 

After three week's use of Paine’s Cel- 
ery Compound, a blessed and happy 
change was observed. The patient was 
brighter and stronger, no constipation, 
no back aches, urine wes more rataral 
in color, and appetite was healthy and 
established. 
After due <are and attention, and the 

use of Paine’s Celery Compound, tLis 
Montreal merc art is well and attending 
to business today. 
Poor suflerer from kidney trouble, 

what thinks you of this Montrea: case? 
Will not the same treatment bring you 
the health and freedom from discase 
that you so much desire? Yes, we are 
certain it will. Paine’s Celery Compourd 
will quite renew your life, ard give you 
a long lease of happy days. Use the 
kind that cured the Montreal merchant; 
remember there are imitations, ana 
very worthless ones too. 'Tis ‘‘Paine’s’ 
that makes people well. 

Fifty years of success in curing Diarrhoea, 
Dysentery, Cholera, Colic, Cramps, Bowel 
Complaints of summer and fall, etc., stamp 
Dr Fowler's Extract of Wild S.rawberry 
as the best remedy in the market. 
children's lives. 

It saves 


