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CHAPTER XXI.

Awdrey’s cure was complete; ‘bhe had
passed right throu 2h the doom of his house,
and got out on the other gide. He was
the first man of his race who had ever done
that; the others had forgotten as he tor-
got, and had pined, aud dyludled, ani
slipped and slipped lower and lower down
in the scale o1 life unti.l at last they had
dropped over the brink into the Unknown
beyond. Awdrey’s downward career bad
been stopped just in time. His recovery
bad be:n quite as marvellous as his com-
plaint. When he saw his own face reflect-
ed in the pond on Salisbury Plain thke
cloud had risen from nis brain, and he re-
membered what he had done. In that in-
stant his mental sky grew clear and light.
He himselfMad murdered Horace Frere;
he had not donme it intentionally, but he
bad doneit; another man was suflering in
his stead ; he himself was the murderer,
He knew this absolutely, completely, clear-
ly, but at first he felt no mental paia of any
sort. A natursl ipstinct mide him desir-
ous to keep bis knowledge to himselt, but
his conscience sat light within bim, 'and
did not speak at all. He was now anxious
to conceal his emotions from the doctor ;
his mind hsd complately recoyered its bal-
ance, and he found this impossible. Rum-
gey was as much astonished at the cure as
he had beri#at the disease; he accompan-
jed Awdrey back to London next day, and
told Margaret what a marvellous thing had
occurred. Awdrey remembered all ahout
his son ; he was full of grief for his loss;
he was kind and loving to his wife ; be was
no longer morote; no longer sullen and
apathe'ic; his mental and physical parts
were once again wide awske; but the
strange and almost inexplicabls thing in
his cure was that his moral part still com-
pletely slumbered. This fact undoubtedly
did much to establish bis mental and phy-
sical health, giving him time to recover his
lost ground.

Rumsey did not profess to understand
the case, but now that Awdrey hu'd quite
come back from the borderland of insanity,
he advised that ordinary remedies should
immediately be r:sorted to; be told Mar-

aret that in & few months her busband
would be fully and completely able to at-
tend the duties of lite as any other man of
his dav and station. He did not believe,
hs said, that tbe strange attack through
which Awdrey had pissed was ever likely
to return t» bim ! Margaret and her bus-
band shat up their house in town, and went
abroad ; they spent the winter on the con-
tinent, and day by day Awdrey’s condition,
both physical and mental, became more
satistactory. 1le slept well, he ate well;
soon be began to devour books and news-
papers ; to absorb himself in the events of
the day ; to take a keeniaterest in politics ;
tie member for Grandcourt died, and
Awdrey put up for the constituency. He
was obliged to return suddently to England
on this account, and to Margaret's delight
elected to go back at once to live at ths
Court. The whole thing was arranged
quickly. Awdrey was to be nominated as
tue candidate for Grandcourt : he was also
to resume his right{u! position 8s the Squire
on his ewn property. Friends from all
over the country rejoiced in his recovery as
much as they bad sincarely mourned his
s‘range and inexplicable illness. He was
wzlcomed with rejoicing, and came back as
a king to take poesession ot bis kingdom.

But on the night that he rcturaed to the
Court, the higher part ot bis nature began
to stir uneasilv within bim. He had quite
agreed to Margaret's desire to invite Mrs.
Everett to meet them on their return, but
he raad a certain expression in the widow’s
sad eyes, and a certain look on Hetty’s
face, which stirred into active remorse the
soul which had suffered more severely than
anything else in the ordeal through which
he had lived. His soul was now awaike,
and its voice was very paignant and keen;
its notes clear, sharp and unremitting.

Io his exccllent physicil and mental
health bis first impulse was to dety the
voice of his soul, and to live down the
deed he had committed. His first wish
was to hide its knowledge from all the
world, and to go down to his grave in the
course of time with his seerat uncontessed.
He did not believe it possible at least at
first that the moral voice could not be easily
gsilenced ; but even on the firat night of his
awakening he was conscious of a changein
himself. The sense of satisfaction, of com-
plete gojoyment in life and its surrouncings
whicﬁmd bi‘herto done so much for his
recovery, was absent; he was conscious,
intensely conscious, ot his own bypocrisy,
and he began vehemently to hate bimself.
All the same, his wish was to hide the
evil thing, to allow Mrs. Everett to go
Gown to the grave with a broken heart—to
allow Everett to drink the cup of suffering
and dishonor to the dregs.

Awdrey slept little during the first night
of his return home. In the morning he
arose to the full fact that he must either
carry a terrible secret to bis grave, or must
confess all and bear the punishment which
was now agarded to another. His strong
determinaffon on that first morning was to
keep s sccret. Ie went downstairs,
putiing a guard upon himself. Margaret
eaw nothing amiss with him —his face was
full of alertnesss, keenness, interest in life,
interest in bis fellow creatures. Only Mrs.
Everett, without understanding it, read
the defiance, the veiled meaning in his eyes.
He went away presently, and spent the day
going about bis property, seeing his con-
stituents, and arrarging the d.fferent steps
he must take to ensure bis return at the
head of the poll. But ashe visited from
house to bouse, the new knowledge which
he now posse s ied of himself kept tollowing
bim. On all bands he was being welcomed
and rejoiced over, but he knew in his heart
of hearts that he was a hypocrite of the
basest and lowest type. He was deliber-
ately allowing anotlrer man to suffer in his
stead. That fact caused the cruellest stab
of all ; it was that which harassed him, for
it was contrary to all the traditions of his

house and name. His mental health was
now so perfect that be was able to see with
a wonderfally clear perception what would
happen to bimselt it ge refused to listen to
tie voice of his fast-recovering soul. In
the past, while the cloud was over his brain,
he had undergone terrible mental deteriora-
tion. The time might come when no un-
easy voices would upbraid him, but then, as
far as his soul was concerned, he would be
lost. He knew all this, and bated himself
profoundly, nevertheless his determination
grew stronger and stronger to guard bis
secret at all hazards. The possibility that
the truth might out, notwithstanding his
efforts to conceal it, had not occurred to
bim, to add to his anxieties.

The day, a lovely one in late spring, had
been one long triumph. Awdrey was
assured that bis election was a foregone
conclusion He tried to think of himselt
in the House ; he was aware of the keenness
and treshuness ot his own intellect; he
thought it quite possibl2 that his name
might be a power in the future govera-
ment of England. He fully intended to
take his rightful position. For generations
men of his name and family had also fought
tor their country both on land and sea.
Yes, it was his bounden duty now to live
for the honour of the old name; to throw
up the sponge now, to admit all now would
be madness—the worat folly of which a man
could be capable. It w.s hisduty to think
of Margaret, to think of his property, his
{er.anta, all that was involved in his own
ife.

Everett and Mrs. Everett would assured-
ly suffer ; but what of that if many others
were saved from suffering ? Yes, it was
his bounden duty to live now for the hon-
our of the old name ; he had also his des-
cendants to think ot. True bis child was
gone, but other children would in all pro-
bability yet be his-—he must think of thzm
The tuture lay befora him; he must carry
the burden of that awful secret; he would
carry it so closely prassed to his innermost
beart that no one should guess by look,
word, manner, by a gloomy eye, by an un-
smiling lip, that its weight was on him.
He would be gay, he would be brave, he
would banish grief, be would try to banish
remltz]ree, be would live his life as best ke
could.

‘I must pay the cost soms day,’ be mut-
tered to himself, ‘but I put off the pay-
ment. Toat is best, There is a tribunal,
at the bar of which I shall doubtless reczive
tull sentence ; but that is all in the future;
I accept the penalty ; I will reap the wages
by and by. Yes, I'll keep my secret to
the death. The girl, Hetty, knows about
it, but she must be silencad.’

A wdrey rode quickly home in the sweet
fresbness of the lovely spring evening.
He remembered that he was to meet Hetty
the meeting would be d.fli-ult and also of
some importance, but he would be guarded
he would manage to silence her, to qniet
bher evident fears. Hetity was a guile-
less, affectionate, and pretty girl; she
bad been wonderfully true to him; he
must be good to her, for she had suffer-
ed for bis sake. It would be best
to send Hetty and ber husband to Canada;
Vincent, who was a poor man, would
doubtless be glad to emigrate with good
prospects. Yes, they must go; it would
be unpleasant mceting iletty, knowiag
what she knew. Mrs. Everett must also
not again be his guest; her presence irri-
teted bhim, he disliked meeting her eyes;
and yet he knew that while she was in the
house he darzd not shirk théir glance ; her
presence and the knowledge that her pain
was killing her made the sharp voice within
him speak more loudly thin he could quite
bear. Mrs. Everatt must go, and Hetty
must go, and—what was this memory
which made him draw up his horse abrupt-
ly P—his lost walking stick. Ridiculous
that such a trifle should worry a man all
through his lite; how it bad haunted him
during the six years when the cloud was
over his brain! Evennow tke memory ot
it came up again to torment him. He bad
murdered Frere with that stick ; the whole
thing was the purest accident, but that did
not greatly matter for tbe man had died,
the terrule of Awdrey’s stick had entered
bis brain, causing instant death.

‘I bid it in the underwood,” thought
Awdrey. ‘I wonder where itis now—
doubtless still there— but some day that
part of the wood miy bd cut down and the
stick may be found. It might tell tales,
I must find 1t.’

He jogged his horse, and rode slowly
home under the arching trees of the long
avenue. He had a good view of the long,
low, rambing house jrom there—how sweet
it looked. how homelike! But for this
secret what a happy man he would be to-
night! Ah, who was that standing at his
office door? He started and hastened his
horse's steps. Hetty Vitcent was already
there waiting for him.

‘I must speak to her at once,’ he said to
himself. ‘Il bope no one will sece her; it
would uever do for people to think she was
baving private interviews with me. This
will be a disagreeable half-hour and must
be got over quickly.’

he squire rode round the part ot the
avenue which led past the front of ths long
house. His wife, sisters, and Mrs. Everett
were seated near a large window. Toey
were drinking teaand talking. Margaret’s
elbow rested upon the window ledge. She
wore a silk dress of the softest grey. Her
lovely face showed in full profile. Sud-
denly she heard the sound of his horse's
steps and turned round to greet him.

“There you are; we are waiting tea for
you,’ she c:lled out.

‘Come in Robert, and have some,’
called Dorothy, putting her head out of the
window.

Dorothy was his favorite sister. Under
other circumstances hs would have sprung
from his horse, given it to the charge of a
groom who stood near, and joined bis wife
and friends. Now be called back in a
clear, incisive voice.

‘I have to attend to some business at my

office, and will be in presently. Here,
Davies, take my horse.’

The man hurried forward and Awdrey
strode round to the side entrance where
his office was.

Hetty 1:oking flushed and pretty in her
rustic hat with a bunch of cowelips pinned
into the front of her jacket, stood waiting
for him.

Awdray took a key out of his pocket.
The office bad no direct communication
with the house, but was always entered
from outside. He unlocked the door and
motioned Hetty to proceed him into the
room. She did so, he entered atter her,
lockad the door, and put the key into his

ocket. The next thing he did was to
ook at the windows. There were three
large windows to the office, and they all
faced on to a grass Jawn outside. Anyone
passing by could have distinctly seen the
occupants of the room.

Awdrew went and deliberately pulled
down one of the blinds.

‘Come over here, ’ he said to Hetty.
‘Take this chair.” He took another him-
self at a li‘tle distance from her. So seated
his face was in shadow, but the full light of
the westering sun fell across hers. It lit
up her bright eyes until they shone like
jewels, and gave a bronza hue to her dark
bair. The flush on her ch2eks was of the
damask of the rose ; her drow and the rest
ot ber face was milky white.

Long ago, as a young man, Awdrey bad
admired Hetty's real beauty,but no thought
other than that of simple admiration had
entered his brain. He was not the niture
to be really attracted by a woman below
himsel{ in station. Now, however, his
pulse beat a little faster than its wont as
he glanced at her. He remembered witha
awift, poignant tense of regret all that she
had done for him and suffered for him. He
could see traces of the trouble through
which she had lived in her face ; that trouble
and her present anxiety gave a piquancy to
her beaty of the rustic village girl. As he
watched her he forgot fora moment what
she had come to spesk to him about. Then
he rememberad it, and he drew himeelf to-
gether, but a pang shot throught his heart.
He thought of the small deceit which he
was guilty of in drawing down the blind
and placing bimselt and bis auditor where
no one from outside could observe them.

‘You want jto speak to me,’ he said
abruptly. <What apout ?’

‘You must know, Mr. Robert,” began
Hetty. Her coral lips trembled, she {look-
ed like someone who would breik into
hystercal weeping at any moment.

“T'nis must be put astop to,) Awdrey
bestowed another swift glance upon her,
and took her measure.

‘I cannot pretend ignorance,’ he said,
‘but please try not to lose your self-con-
trol.’

Hetty gu'ped down a great sob; the
tears in her eyes were not allowed to fall.

Then you remember ? she said.

Awdrey nodded.

*Y ou rem >mber everything, Mr. Robert?’

He nodded again.

‘But you forgot at the time, sir.’

The Squire stood up ; he pat his hands
behind him.

‘I forgot absolutely,’ he said. ‘I suffered
from the curse ot my house. A cloud fell
on me, and I knew no more than & babe
unborn.’

‘] guessed that, sir; I was certain ot it.
That was why I took your part.’

Awdrey waited until she was silent.
Then hz continued in a monotonous strain-
ed tone.

‘I hive found my memory agsin. Iour
or five montbs ago at the beginning ot this
winter I came here. 1 visted toe spot
were the murder was committed, and owing
to a chain ot remarkable circumstancis,
which 1 need not repeat to you, the
memory of my deed came back to me.’

“You killed bim, sic, because he pro-
voked you,’ said Hetty.

‘You were pres:nt and you saw every-
thing ?’

‘] was, sir, I saw everything. You killed
him because he angered you.’

‘I kilied him through an accident. I did
so in self-defence.’

‘Yea, sir.’

Hetty also stood up. Sha sighed deeply.

‘The knowledge ot it has nearly kiiled
me.’ she said at last, sinking back again
into her seat.’

‘I am not surprised at that,’ said the
Squire. ‘You did what you did out of con-
siceration for me, and 1 suppose I ought to
be deeply indebted to you'—he pauszd and
looked fixedly at her—‘all the same,’ he
continued, ‘I fully believe it would bave
been much better had you ot sworn falsely
in court—had you not given wrong evi-
dence.’

‘Did you think I'd let you swing for it ?’
said the gir! with flashing eyes.

‘I should probably not have been bangad.
You could not have proved that the assault
was unprovoked, and that I did what I did
in self defence. 1 wish you had rot con-
cealed the truth.

‘Sir, is that all the thanks you give me?
You do not know what this has been to me.
Aunt Fanny and I—' :

*Does your aunt, Mrs. Armitage, know
the truth

‘I had to tell Aunt Fanoy or I'd gone
mad, sir, She and me, we swore on the
Bible that we would never tell mortal man
or woman what I saw done You're as
safe with Aunt Fanny and me, Mr. Robert,
as it no one in all the world knew. You
were one of the Family—that was emough
for aunt—and you was to me—" she paus-
ed, coloured, and looked down. Then
she continued abraptly, ‘Mr. Everett was
nothing, nothing to me, cothing to aunt.
He was a stranger, not one of our cwn
people. Aunt Fanny kept me up to it,
and I didn’t make one single mistake in
court, and not a soul in the world guesses.’

‘One person suspects,’ said Awdrew.

‘Youmean Mrs. Everett, sir. Yes,
Mrs. Everett is a draadful woman. =~ She
frightens me. She seems to read right
through my heart.’

T'he Squire did not reply. He began to
pace up and down in the part of the room
which was lying ir. shadow. Hetty watched
him with eyes which scemed to devour
him —his upright figure was slightly bent,
his bowed head bad lost its look of youth
and alertness. He' found that tle moral
par: of him could be troublesome to the
F)int of egony. 1f the inner voice spoke

ke this otten and for long could be endure
the frightful strain? There wasa way in
which he could slence it. There wasa
path of thorns which his feet might tread.
Could they take it? That path would lead
to the complete martyrdom, the absolute
ruin of his own lite. But life, after all,
was short, and there was a beyond. Mar-
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garct—what would Margaret feel? How
would she bear the awful shock. He knew
then, a flaish of thought convinced him,
that he must nev 'r tell Margarat the truth
if he wished to keep this ghastly thing to
himseif, for Margaret would rather go
through the martyrdom which it all meant,
and set his conscience and her owa free.

Awdrey looked again at Hetty. She was
pale, her eyes almost wild with fear—she
seemed to be reading his thoughts. Sud-
denly her outward calm give way, sbe left
her seat and fell on her knees— her voice
rose in sobs.

‘I know what you're thinking of,” she
cried. *You think you'll tell—you think
you'll save bim 2nd save her, but for God’s
sake——’

‘Do not say that,’ interupted Awdrey.

*Then for the devil’s sake—for any sake,
for my sake, for your own, for Mrs
Awdrey’s, don’t do it, Squire, don’t do it.’

‘Don’t do what? said Awdrey. His
teeth chbattered, *What did you think I
was going to do”’

*Oh, you frightened me aw{ully when youn
looked like that—1I thought you were mak-
ing up your miad. Squre don't tell what
you know—don’t tell what I've done. Il
be locked up and you'll be locked up, and
Mrs. Awdrey’s heart will break ; we’ll all be
disgraced, and, §quire, maybe they'll hang
you. Think of one of the family ccming
to that. Oh, sir, you've no right to tell
now. You bave to think of me now. I've
kept your secret for close on six years,
and if they knew what 1 had done they'd
lock me up, and I couldn’t stand it. You
daren’t contess now—for my sake, sir.’

‘Geet up,” said Awdrey. ‘I can’t talk
over matters while you kneel to me. You
have done & good deal for me, and I'm
bound to consider your position. Now, I
am goiog to tell you something which per-
haps you will scarcely understand. I re-
membered the act of which I was guilty
scveral months ago, but until last night I
was not troubled about what I bad done.
I had no remorse. Now, [ am {ull of re-
morse. It is impossible tor me to tell you
at present whether I shall do the right—
yes, the orly right thing, or elect to lead
a lite of d-ceit and hypocrisy. Both paths
will be difficult to follow, but one leads to
life, the highest life, and the other to death,
the lowest death. It is quite possible that
I may choose the lowest course. 1f I do,
you, Hetiy Vincent, will know the truth
about me. To the outside world I shall
appear to be a good man, for whatever
my suffering, I shall endeavour to help my
people, and to set them an ou'ward exam-
ple of morality. I shall apparently live for
them and will think no trounle too great to

romote their best interests. Only you,
fle'.ty, will know me for what I am—a liar
—a man who has committed murder, and
then concealed his crime—a hypocrite.
You will know that much as I am thought
ot here amongst my own people, I am
allowing an innocent man to wear out his

Nothing can be sattled to-nizht. You had
better not stay any longer.’

Hetty ross totteringly and approached
the door. Awdrey took the key from his
pocket, and unlocked it for her. As he
did so he asked her a question.

‘You saw everything. You saw the deed
doue ¥’ x

*Yes, sir, I saw the stick in your hand--’

‘That is the point I am comiog to,’ said
the Squire. *‘What did I do with the
8'ick ¥ ;

*You pushed it into the midst of some
underwood, about twenty feet from the
spot where—-' Sh: could npotfinish her
sentence.

‘Yes,’ said Awdrey, slowly. ‘I remem-
ber that. Ilas the stick been found ?’

‘No, Mr. Robert, thit couldn't be.’

‘Why do you say so? The underwood
may be cut at any moment. The stick has
my name on it. It may come to light.'

‘It can’t, sir—t'ain’t there, Aunt Fanny
and m2, we thought o’ that, and we went
the night after the murder, and took the
stick out from where you had putit, weigh-
ed it with stones, and threw it into the deep
pond close by. You need not fear that,
Mr. Robert.’

Awdrey did not answer, but his eyes
narrowed to a line ot satistaction, and a
cunning expression came into them, alto-
gether foreign to his face.

He softly opened the door, and Hetty
passed out, then he locked it again.

He was alone with his conscience. He
tell on his knees and covered his face.

‘God, Thy judgments are terrible,” he
groaned.

CHAPTER XXIIL

There was a short cut at the back of the
office which would take Hetty to the high
road without passing round by the front of
thzs house. It so happened tbat no one
saw her go. When she reached the road
she stoped still to give vent to u deep sigh
of satistaction. Tbings were not right,
but they were better than she had dared ‘o
hope. Of course, th2 Squire remembered
—he could not bave locked at her as he
had done the night before, if memory had
not fully com2 back to him. He remecmb-
ered—he told ber so, but she was also
neatly certain that he would not confess to
the world atlarge th2 crime of which he
was guilty.

‘I’ll keep him to that,” thought Hetty.
‘He may think nought o' himself{—it’s in bis
race not to think o’ theirselves—but he'd
think o’ his wifte and praps he'd think a
bit o’ me. There’s Mrs. Everett and there's
her son, and they both suffer and suffer
bad, but then agen there Mrs. Awdrey and
there’s me— there’s two on us agen two,’
continued Hetty, rapidly thinking out the
case, and ranging the pros, and cons, in
due order in her mind, ‘yes, there's two

life in penal s:rvitude because I bave not |
ths courage to confess my deed. You will |

also know tbat I am breaking the heari of
this man’s mother.’

agen two,’ she repeated. ‘Mrs. Everett
and her son are suftering now—thenit ’ud
be Mrs. Awdrey and me—and surely Mrs.
Awdrey is nearer to the Squire, and maybe
I’m a bit nearer to the Squire than th . other

' two Yes, it is but fair that he shou!d keep

‘The knowledge won't matter to me, |
Squire. 1’d rather you were happy and ali |
the rest of the world miserable. 1'd far, far |

rather.’

‘Do you thiak that I shall be happy ?’

‘] don't know,’ cried Hetty. ‘Perbaps
you'll forget atter a bit, and that voice in-
gide you won’t speak so loud. It used to
worry me once, but now—now it has grown
dull.’

‘It will never cease to speak. I know my-
selt too welt to hive any doubt on that
point, but all tLe same I may take the
downward course. I can’t say. The inaer
voice has only just begun to trouble me. I
may obey its dictates, or I may deliberate-
ly lead the life of a bypocrite. It I choose
to do the latter, can yon stand the test ¥’

*I bave stood it tor five years.’

‘But I have not been at home—the Cour!
has been shut up. An absentee lanilord is
not always to the front in s people’s
thoughts. In the future things will be
different. Let me look at you, Hetty Vin-
cent. You are not well—your cheeks are
bollow and your eyes are too bright. Murs.
Everett is persuaded that you carry a secret.
1t she thinks so others may think the same.
Your aunt also knows.’

‘Aunt is different from me,’ said Hetty.
‘She didn’t see it done. It don’t wear her
like it wears me  Baut 1 think, sir, now
that you have coma bick, and I am quite
certain that I know your true mind, and
when [ remember, too, that you are carry-
ing the burden as well as me, and that we
two—' —she paused, her voice broke—°I
think, sir,’ she added, ‘that it won’t wear
me so much in the future.’

“You must on no account be tried. IfI
resolve to keep the se<ret of my guilt from
all the rest ot the world, you must leave the
country.’

‘Me leave the country!" cried Hetty—
her face became ghastly, her ey(s brimmed
again with tears. ‘Then you would indeed
kill me,’ she said, with & moan—‘to leave
you! Mr. Robert, you must guess why I
bave done all this.’

‘Hush,” he said, in a harsh tone. Ile
approached the window, where the blind
was drawn up. He saw, or fancied he saw
—Mrs. Evareit's dark figure passing by in
the distance. He retreated quickly into
the shaded part of the room.

‘] cannot affect to misunderstand your
words,’ be said, after a pause. ‘But that
is a subject I will not discuss. The thing
for you to remember is this —if I keep this
t_iag to myself I can only do it on condition
that you and your husband leave the coun-
try. I have not yet made up my mind.

the secret to himselt.’
The sun had long set and twilight had
tallen over the land. Hetty had to walk up

| hill to reach the Gables, the name ot her

husband’s farm. It would theretore take

[her longer to return home than itdid to

come to the Court. She was anxious to get
back as quickly as possible. It would never
do for Viacent to find out that she had
deceived him. It he slept soundly, as she
fully expected he would, therz was not the
least fear of her secret being discovered.
Susan never entered the housz atter four
in the afternoon. The men who worked in
the fields would return to the yard to put

away their tools but they would have noth- |

ing to do in connection with the house it-
selt—thus Vincent would be left undis-
turbed during the hours of refreshment and
restoration which Hetty hoped he was en-
joying.

‘Yes, I did well,” she murmured to her-
selt, quickening her stepsas the thought
came to her. ‘I've seen Squire and there's
nought to be dreaded for a bit anvway.
The more be thinks o’ it the less he'll like
to see himselt in the prisoner’s dock and
me and Mrs. Awdreyand aunt as witnesses
agen 'im—and knowing, too, thit me, and,
perhaps, suat, too, will be put in the dock
m our turn. He's bound to think o’ us,
for we thought o’ him—be won't like to
get us into a hole, and he's sate not to do
it. Yes, things look straight enough for a
bit, anyway. I'm glad I saw Squire—he
looked splendid, too, stronger tham I ever
see 'im. He don’t care one bit for me,
and I—his eyes flashed so angry when I
nearly let out—yes, I quite let out my
secret. He said, ‘I can't affect to mis-
understand you.” Ab, he knows at last,
he knows the trath. I'm glad he koows
the truth. There's a fire inside o’ me, and
it burns and burns—it’s love for him—all
my life it bas consumed within me. Taere
nought I wouldn't do for "im. Shame!
I'd take it light for his sake—it rested me
fine to see !m, and to take a real good
look at 'm. Queer, ain’t it, that Ishould
care so much for a men what never give me
a thought, but wbhat is, is, and can’t be
helped. Poor Viacent, he worships tke
ground I walk on, and while Squire lives.
1 wonder it Squire thought me pretty tc-
night. I wonder if he noticed the gwild
flowers in the bosom of my jacket—I won-
der! I'm glad I've a secret with 'im; he
must see me sometimes, and he must talk
on it ; and then he'll notice that I'm pretty
—prettier than most girls. Oh, my beart,
how it beats !”

Hetty was struggling up the hLill, pant-

ing as she went. The pain in her side got
worse, owing to the exercise. She had
presently to stop to take breath.

‘He said sum’mat *bout going away,’ she
murmured to berself; ‘he wants me and
Vincent to leave the country, but we won't

0. No, I draw the line there. He tbinks

ILsplit on 'im. 1! Little he knows me.
I must manage to show him that I can hold
my secret, so as no on2 in all the world
suspects. Oh, good God, I wish the pain
in wy side did not keep on so constant.
'll take some of the black stuff wh n I get
in; it always soothes me ; the pain will scon
go after I take it, and I'll sleep like a top
tonight. Poor George, what a sleep he’s
havin’; he’ll be lively, and in the best o’
bumors when he wakes; you always are
when you've taken that black stuff. Now,
I must burry on, it's getting late.’

She made another effort, and reached
ths summit of the hill.

From there the ground slop:d away un-
til it reached the Gables Farm. Hetty now
put wings to her teet and began to runm,
but the pain in her side stopped her again,
and she was obliged to proceed more slow-
ly. She reached home just when it was
dark; th2 place was aosolutely silent.
Susan, who did not sleep in the hou:e hed
gone away ; the men bad evidently come
into the yard, put their tools by, and gone
off to their resp:ctive homes.

‘That’s good,’ thought Hetty. ‘Vin-
cent’s still asleep—I'm safs. Now, if I
burry up Le’ll find the place lighted and
cheertul, and everything nice, and his sup-
per laid out for him, he'll never guess,
never, never.’

She unlatched the gate which 1:d into
the gr-at yard ; the fowls begun to rustle
on their percbes, and tbe bouse dog, Rover,
ceme softly up to her, end rubbed his head
egainst ber kre2; she patted bim abstract-
edly, and hurried on to the house.

She had a latchkey with which she open-
ed the side door ;she let harself in, end shut
it bekind her. The place was sull and
dark.

Hetty knew har way well: she stole
softly along th> dark passage, and opened
the ki'chen door. The fire smoulde ed
low in the range, and in the surrounding
darkness seemed to greet her, something
like an angry eye. When she entered the
room, she ¢id not keow why she shivered.

‘He’s sound asleep,” the murmured to
herself ; ‘that lovely black stuff ha’ done
im a power o' good. I'll have a dose soon
myseli, for my heart beats so 'ard, anl the
pain in my side is that bad.’

She approacbed the fire place, op2ned the
door of th2 range, and stirred the smould-
ering coals into the s2mblance of a blaze.
By this light which was very fitful and
qaickly expiren, she directed ber steps to a
shelf, where a candle-stick and canale and
matches were placed. She struck a match
and lit the candle. With the candle in her
hand she then, softly on tiptoe, approached
the settle where her husband lay. She did
not want to wake him yet,and held the can-
dle in such a manner that the light did not
tall on bis fae. As far as she could tell
he Lad not stirred sincz she leit him, two
or three hours ago; he was lyinz on his
back, his arms were stretched out at full
length at each side, bis lhips were slightly
open—as well as he could see, his face was
pale, though he was as a rule a florid man.

‘He's sleepin’ beautiful,” thought Hetty ;
‘everything has "appened splendid. I'il run
upstairs and take off my hat and jicke: and
make myselt look as trim as I can, for be
do like, poor George do, to see me look
pretty. Then I'll come down and lay the
supper on the table, and then when every-
thiog is ready I think I'll wake him. He
f:ll aslzep soon after tour, and it's a good

bit atter eight now. I slept much longer
than tour bouars a‘ter my first dose of the
nice black stuff, but 1 tbink I'll wake'im
when supper is ready, It'll be real! iun

when he sees the hours and knywshow long
he “as slept.’

Holdiog ber candle in her hand Hetty left
the kitchen and proceeded to light the diff-
erent lamp which stood about inthe pissag-
es. She then went to her own nice bedroom
and lit a pair of candles which were placed
on each side of her dressing glass. Iiving
dcne this, she drew down the blinds and
shut the windows.  She then carefully re-
mov.d her hat, took the cowslip out ot her
bosom of her dress, kissed them and put
them 1n water.

‘Squire looked at ’em,’ she sail to ber-
self,

‘He didn’t touch ’em, no, but h2 locked
at 'em, and then he looked a2t me and 1 saw
in his eyes that he knew [ were protty. 1
was glad then. Scemed asif it were worth
living just for to know that I were really
pretty.’

She plac:d the flowers in a jug ol water,
folded up ber jacket and gloves, and pu:
them away with her hat in the cupooird in
the wall. She then, with the cand!e sill 1a
her hand, went downstairs.

The kitchen felt chilly, and Hetty shiv-
ered as she entered it. All of a sudlen a
great feeling of weakness began to tremble
through her slight frame; her haart flat-
tered too, seeming to bob up ani down
within her. Toen it quieted down again,
but the constant weiring pain grew worse
and ached so perceptibly that she had to
catch her breath now and again.

‘I'll be all right when I have a good doss,’
she thought. She went to the window,
farthest trom the one near which Vincent
was lying, and drew down the blind; then
going to the coal cellar she brought out
gome firewood and large knobs of cosl.
She ted the range and the fire soon crackled
and roared. Hetty stood close to it, end
warmed her hands by the blsza.

‘What a noise it do make,’ she said to
herself. ‘It ought to wake him; it would
if he worn't sleepin’ so sound from that
lovely black stuff. Well, he can sleep on
for a bit longer, for he were dead tired,
poor man. 1'll get h's supper atore I wake
im.’

She went out to the scullery, turaed on
the tap and filled the kettle with fresh cold
water. She set it on the stove to boil, and
then taking a coarse white cloth irom a
drawer laid it on the centre table. She
took out p'ates, knives and forks sand

lasses tor two, put them in their places,
laid a dish of cold bacon opposite Vin-
cent’s plate, and some bread and a large
square of cheese opposits her own. IHav-
ing done this, #h2 Jooked at the sleeping
man. He was certainly quiet; she could
not even hear him breatbing. As a rule
he was a stertorous bresther, and when
first they were married Hetty could scarce-
ly sleep with his snor'ng.

‘He don’t snore to-night—he's restio
wonderful,’ she said to herself. ‘Now
just know what I'll do—he mayn’t care
when he wakes for nothing but cold stuff—
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