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CHAPTER XIX. 

The next day Vincent got up early. It 

was his wont to rise betimes. Small as his 

farm was he managed it well, superintend- 

ed everything that went on it, and did, 

when possible, the greater part of the work 
himself. He rose now from the side of bis 
sleeping wife, looked for a moment at her 
fair, flower-like face, clenched his fist at a 

memory which came over him, and then 

stole softly out of the room. 
The morninZ was a lovely one, warm 

for th) time of year, balmy wih the full 
romise of spring. The trees were clothed 

in their tegen green ; there was a faint 
blue mist #ar the horizon which would 
ass into positive heat later on. 
Vincent strode along with his bands 

deepin his bockets. He looked like a 

man who was struggling under a heavy 
weight. In truth he was; he was unaccus- 
tomed to thought, and hs now bad plenty 
of that commodity to worry him. What 

was the matter with Het ? What was her 
secret ? Did Mrs. Everett's queer words 
mean ox gr or nothing ? Why did Het 

want to see the Squire ¥ Was it possibls 

that the Squire—? The man dashed one 
ot his g@s'¢hands suddenly into space. 

‘Drat it,” he muttered, ‘ef I thought it, 
I'd kill *im.’ 
At this moment the sound of fodtsteps 

approaching caused him to raise bis head ; 
he had drawa-up clos2 to a five-barred 
ate. He saw a woman's bonnet above 

the hedgerow—a woman dressed in black 
was coming in his direction—she turned 
the corner and he recognised Mrs. Everett. 
He stared a* her for a fu'l moment without 
opening bis lips. He felt he did not know 
her; a queer sensation of possible danger 
stirred at bis heart. What way she doing 
at this hour? Vincent knew nothing of ths 
ways of women of quality; but surely they 
had no right to be out at this hour in the 
morning. 
The moment Mrs. Everett saw him sh? 

quickened her footsteps, No smile played 
round hor lips, but there was a look of 
welcome and of gratelul longing in her 
keen, dark eyes. 

‘] had a presentimon® that I should find 
vou,’ she said. ‘I wanted to have a talk 
with you wh'n no one was by. Iere you 
are, and here am I.’ 

‘Mornin’ ma’am,” said Vincent, awk- 
wardly. 

‘Good morning,’ answered Mrs. Everett. 
“The day is a beautiful one,” she continued ; 
‘it will be hot by and by.’ 
Vincent Jid not think it nece:sary to re- 

p'y to this. 
‘I'm due in the five acre field,” he said, 

ater a long pause. ‘I bag pardon, ma'am 
but I must be attendi \g to my dooties.’ 

‘If you wish to cross that ficld,’ said Mrs. 
Everett, ‘I have not the l:ast obj ‘ction to 
accompanying you.’ 

Vincent hesitated. He glanced at the 
five-barred gate as if he meant to vault 
over it, then he looked at the lady; she 
was standing perfectly motionless, her 
arms hanzing straight at her sides; she 
came a s'ep or two n-arer to him. 

‘Look you 'ere,’ he said then, suldenly. 
‘I'm a pla body—a man, so to speak, 

of one idea. Th-re are the men yonder 
waitin’ to fall to with the spring turnips, 
and ‘ere am I waitin’ to give ’em orders, 
and ‘ere are you, ma'am, waitin’ to say 
sum’'mat. Now I can't attend to the men 
and to you at the same time, so praps 
you'll speak out, ma'am, and go.’ 

‘1 qe understand your position,” said 
Mrs. Everett. ‘I woud much rather speak 
out. I have come here to say something 
about your wife.’ 

‘Ay,’ said Vincent, folding bis arms, 
‘it's mighty queer what you should ‘ave to 
say ‘bout Hetty.’ 

i ‘Not at all, for I happen to know some- 
thing about her.’ 

‘And what may that be?’ 
‘I'll tell you if you will give me time to 

speak. I told you last night who I am—I 
am Mrs. Everett, the motrer of a man who 
bas been falszly accused of murder.’ 

‘Falsely !' echoad Vincent, an incredul- 
ous expression playing round h’s lips. 

‘Yes, ab. Don't interrupt me, 
please. Your wife witnessed that murder.’ 

‘That's true eoough, and it black ned 
ber lite, poor girl.’ 

‘I'm coming to that point in a minute. 
You wihinetsed the murder. She was 
very youug at the time. It was well-known 
that the murdered man wanted to make her 
his wite. It was supposed, quite falsely, 
but it was the universal supposition, that 
my son was also one ofher lovers. Thi: 
was not the case. But itis just possible 
that sh: had another lover—she was a very 
pretty girl, the sort of a girl who would 
attract men in a statior above her own.’ 

Vincent's face grew black as night. 
‘I have my reason,” continued Mrs. 

Everett, ‘for believing it possib'e that your 
wife had another lover. There is, at least, 
not the slightest doubt that the man who 
killed Mr. e did so in afi: of jeal>usly.’ 

‘P'raps 80,” said Vincent. ‘It may be so. 
I loved Het then—I longed to make her my 
wife then. I'm in her own station—it's best 
for girls like Het to marry in their own 
station. She told me that the man who was 
murdered wanted to made her his wife, but 
she never loved him, that I will say.’ 

‘Shs may have loved the murderer.’ 
‘The man why is suffering penal servi- 

ude " cried Vincent. ‘Your son, ma'am? 
Then ef you think so he'd best :tay wh re'e 
8 

‘I am not talking of my son but of the 
eal murderer,’ said Mrs. Everett, slowly. 
Vincent stated at har. He thought she 
as slightly off her head. 
‘I was in court when your son was tried,’ 

he said, atlast. ‘T'was a plain case. He 
tilled his man—it was brought in man- 

hter, warn't it? And he didn't swing 
or it. I don’t know what you mean, ma'am, 

0’ I'd like to be away now at my work.’ 
‘I have something more to say, and then 

I'll go. I met your wife about a year ago. 
e met on Salisbury Plain.’ 
‘Ay, she’s fond o’ the Plain, Hetty is.’ 
I told her then what I now tell you. left ber, Hetty Vincent awoke. She rud- 

She fell on her knees in terror—she clasp- 
ed my dress, and asked me how I had 
found out. Then she recovered herself, 
tried to eat her own words, and left me. 
Since then she his avoided me. It was the 
sight of me last night that made your wile 
turn faint. I repeat that she carries a 
secret. If thit secret were known it might 
clear my son. I want to find it out. If you 
will help me and if we succeed, I'll give 
you a thousand pounds.’ 

‘Taint to be done, mam,’ said Vin- 
cent. ‘Het is narvous, and a bit given to 
‘sterics, but she knows no mora ’bout that 
murder than all the rest of th: world 
knows ; and what’s more, I wouldn't take 
no money to probe at my wife's heart. 
Good mornin’, ma'am, I must be seein’ to 
my turnips.’ 

Vincent vaulted the five barred gate as 
he spoke, and walked across the field. 

rs. Everett watched him until he was 
out of sight. Then she turned slowly, and 
want back to the Court. She entered the 
ounds a little before the breakfast hour. 
nn, now Mrs. Henessey, was out in the 

avenue gathering daffodils, which grew in 
clumps all along a great border. She 
raised her head when she saw Mrs, Everett 
approaching. 

‘You out?’ she cried. ‘I thought I was 
the only early bird. Where have you been ?’ 

‘For a walk,’ replied the widow. ‘The 
morning is a lovely one, and Iwas not 
sleepy.’ She did not wait to say anything 
moe to Ann, but went into the house. 
The breakfast room at the Court had 

French windows. The day was so balmy, 
that early as it was still in the year, these 
windows stood open. As Mrs. Everett 
stepped across threshold, sh> was greeted 
by Margaret. 
‘How pale and tired you look,’ said Mrs 

Awdrey, in a compassionate voice. 
Mrs. Ever:tt glanced rouad her, she saw 

that there was no one else presen’. 
‘I am sick at heart, Margaret,’ she said, 

fixing her sad eyes on her friend’s face. 
Margaret went up to her, put her slender 

hand on her shoulder, and kissed her. 
“Why won't you rest?’ she said; ‘you 

never rest ; even at nizht you scarcely sleep ; 
you will kill yourself if you go on as you 
have been doing of late, an then— 
‘Why do you stop, M irgaret ? * said Mrs 

Everett. 
‘When he comes out you won't be there,’ 

said Margaret—tears brimming iato her 
eyes. ‘I often see the meeting between 
you and him," she continued. ‘Wh:n he 
comes ont; when it is all over; he won't 
be old, as men go, and he'll want you. Try 
and think of the very worst that can hap- 
pen—his icnocence never being proved; 
ev.n at the worse he'll b: free some day and 
then he'll want you sorely.’ 
‘He won’c have me. I shill be dead 

lonz, long before his punishment is over 
bu: I must prove his inzocence. I have 
an indescribable sensation that] am near 
the truth when I am here, and that is why 
I came. Margaret, my heart is on fire— 
the burning of that fire consumes me.’ 
At this moment the Squir: entered tho 

room ; he looked bright, tresb, alert, anl 
young. He was ror a man of rapid move- 
ments; h2 came up to Mrs. Everett and 
shook bands with her. 
“You hava your bonnet on,’ he said. 
‘Yes, I hav: been out for out for a walk,’ 

she replied. 
‘And she has come in dead tired,’ said 

Margaret, glancing at her husband. ‘Pieass 
go to your room now, Mrs. Everett,’ she 
continued, ‘and take off your things. We 
are just going to break ‘ast, and I shall in- 
sist on your taking a good meal.’ 
M-s. Everett turnsd towards the door. 

When she had left the room Margaret ap- 
proached her husband’s side. 

‘I do believe she is right,’ she cried sud- 
denly ; ‘I belizve her grief will kill her in 
the end.’ 
‘Whose grief, Robert ? Don’t you know ? 

Mrs. Everett's griet. Can't you see for 
yourself how she frets, how she wastes 
away ? Have you no eyes for her ? In your 
own marvellous resurrection ought you, 
ought either of us, to forget on: who suf- 
ters so sorely ?’ 

‘I never forget,’ siid Awdrey. He spoke 
abruptly ; he had turned his back on his 
wie; a picture which was hanging slightly 
awry needed straigh‘eningz ; he went up to 
it. Ann came in at th: open window. 
‘What possesses all you women to be 

ou! at cockcrow in this fashion ?' said h.r 
brother, submitting to her embrace rather 
than returning it. 
Ann laughed, gleefully. 
‘It is close on nine o'clock,’ she replied ; 

‘here are some daff.d:ls for you, Mar- 
garet'—she laid a great bunch by Mrs. 
Awdrey's plate. ‘You have quite forgotten 
your country manners, Robert ; in the old 
days breakfast was long over at nin: 
o'clock.’ 

‘Well, let us come to tabl> now,’ said the 
Squire. 

he rest of the party came in by degrees. 
Mrs. Everett was the iast to appear. Aw- 
drey pulled out a chair near himself; she 
dropped into it. He began to attend to 
her wants ; th2n en‘ered into conversation 
with her. He talked well, like the man of 
keen intelligence and education hs really 
was. As he spoke the widow kept w.tching 
him wth her bright, restless eyes. He 
never avoided her glance. His own eyes, 
steady and calm in their expression, met 
hers constantly. Towards the end of 
breakfast the two prs of eyes seemed to 
challenge each other. Mrs. Everett s grow 
fuller than ever of puzzled enquiry; Aw- 
drey’s of a queer defi nce. In the end she 
looked away with a sigh. He was stronger 
than she was; her spirit recogniz:d this 
fact; italso began to be dimly aware of 
the truth that he was her enemy. 
The Squire rose suddenly from his seat 

and addressed his wife. 
‘I've just seen Griffiths piss the winlow,’ 

he said. ‘I am goinz out now; don't ex- 
pect me to lunch.’ 

CHAPTER XX. 

About an hour after her husband had 

bed her eyes, sat upin bed, and after 
mom:nt’s refl ction began to dress. She 
was down stairs, bustling about as usual, 
just as the eight-day clock struc: seven. 

etty attended to the household work hor- 
self, but there was attended to the house- 
hold work herselt, but there was a maid to 
help her with the diary, to milk the cows 
and undertake the heavy part of the work. 
The girl's name was Susan. Hetty and 
she went into the dairy as usuil now and 
began to perform their morning duties. 

here were several cows kept on the 
farm, and the Vincents largely lived on the 
dairy produce. Their milk and butter 
and cream were famous in the district. 
The great pails of foaming milk were now 
being brought in by Susan and the man 
Dan, and the d fferent pans were quickly 
filled. 
The morning's milk being set, Hetty be- 
an to skim the pans which were ready for 

tho previous night. As she dil so she put 
the cream at once into th2 churn, and Susan 
prepared to make the but'er. 

“‘Hold a bit, ma’am,’she said, suddenly, 
‘we never scalded this churn properly, and 
the last butter had a quer taste, don’t you 
remember 7’ 

‘Of coarse I do,’ said Hetty, ‘how pro- 
voking ; all that cream is wasted then.’ 

‘I don't think so,’ answered Susan. ‘If 
we pour it out at once it won't get the 
taste. Please hold that basin for me, mi’am, 
and I'll empty the cream straight into it.’ 
Hetty did so. 

Susan set the churn down again on the 
floor. 

‘If you'll give me that stuff in the bottle, 
ma'am, shi said. ‘I'll mix som? of it with 
boiling water and wash out the churn; it 
will be as sweet as a nut immediately.’ 
‘The water is already boiling m the cop- 
per,’ said Hetty. 
The girl went off to fila large pail with 

som3, and Hetty unlocked the cupboard 
trom which she had taken the bottle of laud- 
anum the night before. Th: chemical 
preparation required fir sweetening the 
chu-n thou'd hive stood close to the Yet: 
anum bottle. It was not there, and Susan 
who was anxious to b:gin her work, fetch- 
ed a step'adder and mounting it began to 
search through the contents of ths cup- 
boarl- 

‘1 can’t find the bottle,” she cried, ‘but 
lor ! ma'am, what is this black stuff ? It 
looks sum’'mat like treacle.’ 

‘No, It is not; let it alone,” said Hetty 
in alarm. 

‘I don’t want to touch it, I'm sure,’ re- 
plied Susan. It has a good big ‘poiscn’ 
marked on it and I'm awful frightened of 
that sort o’ thing.’ 

‘It's toothache cure,’ said Hetty. ‘Ef 
you swallowed a good lot of it it ul kill 
you, but it’s a splendid thing to put on 
co‘ton wool and stuff into your tooth if it 
aches badly. Just you step down from 
the ladder, and I'll have a look for the 
bo!tle myself, Susan.’ 
The bottle was nowhere to be found in 

tae cuphoard but was presently discovered 
in nnother corner of the dairy; the morn- 
ing’s work then went on without a hitch. 
At his accustomen hour Vincent came in 

to breakfast. He looked moody and de. 
pressed. As he ate he glanced many times 
at Hetty, but did not vouch a‘e a single 
word to her. : 

She was ia the mood to be agreeable to 
him ani she put on her most fasciniing 
airs for his benefi:. Once as she passed 
his chair she laid her small hand with a 
caressing movement on his shoulder. Ths 
man long:d indescribably to seiz: the lit- 
tle hand and press its owner to his hungry 
heart, but he restrained himself. Mrs. 
Everetts’s words were ringing in his ea s— 
*Your wife holds a secret.’ 
H:t'y presently sat down opposite to 

him. The sunshine wis now streaming full 
into the cheerful farm kitchen, and some 
of its rays fell across her face. What a 
lovely facet was; pale, it is true, and 
somewhat worn, but what pathetic eyes, so 
dark, so jvelvety; what a d:ar rosebud 
mouth, what an arch and yet sad express 
ion! 

*She beats every other woman holler,’ 
muttered the man to himself. ‘It's my be- 
lief that ef it worn’t for that secret she'd 
love me. Yes, 1t must be true, she holds 
a secret, and it's a-killing of h.r. She 
ain't what we wor when she married. I'll 
get that secret out o’her; but not for no 
thousand pounds, ‘andy as it "ud be.’ 

‘Hetty,’ he said, suddenly. 
‘What in the world is the matter with 

ou, George? You do look moody,’ said 
etty. 
‘Well, now, I may as well return the 

compliment,’ he replied, ‘so do you.’ 
‘Oh, I’m all right,’ she answered with a 

pert toss of her head. ‘Maybe, George,’ 
she continued, ‘you're billious; you ate 
summat that disagreed wi’ you last night.’ 

‘Yes, I did,” h: replied fiercely. ‘I 
swallered a powerful lot o’ jealousy, and 
it’s bad food and hard to digest.’ 

‘Jealousy ?' she answered, bridling, and 
her cheeks growing a deep rose. ‘Now 
waat pw make you jealous?’ 
‘You make me jealous, my girl,” he 

answered. 
‘1! what in the world did I do?’ 
“You tilked to Squire—you wor mad to 

see "im, Het, you've go: a secret, and you 
m1y as well out wi’ it.’ 
The imminence of the danger made 

Hetty quite cool and almost brave. She 
uttered a light laugh, and bent forward to 
help herself to some more butter. 
“You must be crazy to have thoughts o’ 

that sort, Gorge,’ she said. ‘Aint I been 
your wife for five years, and isn’t it likely 
that ef I had a secret you'd bave discover- 
ed it, sharp feller as you are? No, [ was 
pleased to see Squire. I was always fond 
o’im; an] I ain't got no secret except the 
pain in my side. , 
She turned very pale as she uttered ths 

last words and pressed her hand to the 
neighbourhood of her heart. 

Vincent was at once all t:nderness and 
concern. 

‘I'm a brute to worry yer, my little gell,’ 

he said. ‘Secret or no secret you're all I 
has got. It's jest this way, Het; ef you'd 
love me a bit, I wouldn’t mind ef you had 

fitfy secrets, but it's the feelin’ that you 
don't love me, mad as I be about you, that 
drives me stark, staring wild at times.’ 

“I'll try hard to love you ef you wish it 
George,’ she said. 
He left bis seat and came towards h.r. 

The next moment he had folded her in his 
arms. She shivered under his embrace, 
but submitted. 
‘Now that’s better,’ he said.‘Tryin’ means 

succeedin’, 'cording to my way o’ thinkin’ 
of it. But you don’t look a bit well, Het ; 
you change color too often—red one min- 
u‘e, white the next—you musn't do no sort 

CHASE & SANBORN’S Seal Brand Coffee 
is the ¢ finest grown.” For perfect results 
follow directions in each can. 

Packed ground or unground in cans only, 

CHASE & SANBORN, 
BOSTON, MONTREAL, CHICAGO. 

o’ work this morning. You jest put your 
feet up this minute on the settle and I'll 
fetch that novel you're so took up wich. 
You like readin,’ don't yer lass?’ 

‘At tim2s I do,’ said Hetty, ‘but I ain't 
in the mood to read today, and there's a 
heap to be done.’ 

“You're not to do it, Susan will minage.’ 
‘George she can't ; she’s got the dairy.’ 
‘Dan shall manage the dairy. He's worth 

two Susans, and Susan can attend to the 
housework. Now you liz still whare I've put 
you and read your novel. I'll be in to din- 
ner at twelve o'clock, as usual, and ef you 
don’t look more spry by then I'll go and 
fetch Dr. Martin, that I will.’ 

‘I wouldn't see him for ths world,” said 
Hetty in alarm. ‘Well, I'll stay qui:t ef you 
wish me to.’ 
The rest of the morning passed quickly. 

Until her husband was quite out of sight 
Hetty remained on the settle in the cosy 
kitchen, then she went up to ber room, and 
taking a hat out of the cupboard began to 
pull it about and to re-arrange the trim- 
ming. Sie put it on once or twie to see it 
became her. It was a prety bat, made of 
white straw with a broad low brin. It was 
trimmed smmply with a broal band of 
colored ribbon. Oa Hetty’s charming head 
it bad a rustic effect, and saited her parti- 
cular form of beau'y. 

‘It don’t matter what I wear, sh: mur- 
mured to herself. ‘Taint looks I'm a- 
tanking of now, but I may as well look 
my best when Igo to him. Oac: he 
thought me pretty. 71hat awful evening 
down by the brook when I gathered the 
torget-me-nots—I saw his thought in bis 
eyes then—he thought well of me then. 
Maybe be will again this evening. Any- 
how I'll w:a~ the hat.’ 
At dinner Hetty oace more resumed the 

role of an invalid, and Vincent was charm- 
ed to find her reclining onthe settle and 
pretending to read the yellow-backed 
novel. 

‘I :ra's a brace of young pigeons,’ he 
said; ‘I shot em an hour ago. You shall 
have 'm cooked up tasty for supper. You 
want fattening and coaxing a bit. Ab, 
dinner ready ; just what I like corned beet 
and cabbage. Iam hungry and no mis- 
take.’ 

Susan had now laft th: house to return 
to her ordinary duties, and the husband 
and wife were alone. Hetty de:lared h._rsalf 
much better; in fact, quite well. She 
drew her chair close to Vincent, and talked 
to him while he ate. 
‘Now I call this real cosy,’ he said. 

‘Ef you try a bit harder you'll soon do the 
real thing, Het; you'll love me for myself.’ 

‘Seems like it," answered Hetty. 
‘George, you don’t mind me going 
down to see aunt this afternoon, do you? 

She brought oat her words coolly, but 
Vincent's suspi :ions were instantly aroused. 

“Tarn round and look at me,” he said. 
She did so, bravely. 
“You don't go outside the farm today, and 

that's flat, be said, ‘We won't argufy on 

that pint any more; you stop at ‘ome to- 
day. Ef yourea good girl and try to 
please me I'll harness ths horse to the gig 
this evening, and take yer for a bit ofa 
drive.’ 

‘I'd like that,’ answered Hetty, submis- 
sively. She bent down as she spoke to 
pick up a piece of bread. She kn:w per- 

fectly well that Vincent would not allow 
her to keep ber appointment with the 
Squire. But that appointment must be 
kept ; if in no other way by guile. 

fretty thought and thought. She was 

too excited to do little more than pick her 
food, and Vincent showered attentions and 

affectionate words upon her. At last he 
rose from his seat. 

‘Well, I've 'ad a hear y meal,’ he c:ied. 
‘I'll be in again about four o'clock; you 
might have a cup o’ tea ready for me,’ 

‘No, I won't,” said Hetty; ‘tea is bad 

for you; you're up so early, and you're 
dead for sleep, an1 it's sleep you ought to 

have, You come home about four, and 

I'll give you a glass o’stout.’ 
Stout? said the farmer—he was par- 

ticularly pa:tial to that beverage—-I 
dida’t know there was any stout in tke 
house,’ he continued. 

Yes,’ she replied, laughing gaily, ‘the 
litle cask which we didn't open at Christ- 
mas ; it’s in the pintry, and you shall have 
a foaming glass wh:n you come in at four; 
o off now, George, and I'll have it ready 
- you. } d 

«All right,’ he said ; ‘why, you're turning 
into a model wife ; quite anxious about me 

—at least, it seems like it. Well, I'll turn 

up for my stout, more particular ef you'll 
give me a kiss along wi’ it.’ § 
He went away, and Hetty watched bim 

as he crossed the farmyard; her cheeks 
were flushed, and her heart beat high. She 

bad made up her mind. She would drug 
the stout. 

Vincent was neither a lazy nor a sleepy 

man ; he worked hard from early morning 
until late night, indulging in no excesses 
of any kind, and preferring tea as a rule 
to any other beverage; but stout, good 
stout, such as Hetty had in the little cask, 
was his one weakness; h> did like a big 
draught of that. 
‘He shall have a sleep,’ said Hetty to 

herself. ‘It will do him a power of good. 
The first time I swallered a fe v drops of 
aunt's toothache cure I slept for eight 
hours without moving. Lor! how bad I felt 
afore I went off, and how nice and soothed 
when I awoke. Szemed as if I couldn't be 
cross for ever so long. George shall sleep 
while I'm away. I'll put som: of the nice 
black stuff in his stout—the stuff that gives 
dreams—he’ll have a long rest, and I cen 
go and return and he'll never know noth- 
ing about it.’ 

She made all her preparations with 
promptitude and cunning. First, sh2 
opene 1 ths cask, and threw away the first 
glass she drew from it. She then tasted 
the beverage, which turned out, as she ex- 
pected to be of excellent quality. Hetty 
saw in imagination her husband draining 
off one or two glasses. Presently she 

| heard his step in the passage, and ran 
quickly to the pantry where the stout was 
kept, concealing th: little bottle of lauda- 
num in her pocket. She poured what she 
thoaght a small but safe dose into the jug, 
and then filled it up with stout. Fer face 
was flushed, and her eyes very brigh*, when 
she appeared in the kitchen with her juz 
and glass on a tray. Vincent was hot and 
dead tired. 

‘Hoare you are, little woman,” he cried. 
‘Why, ef you ain’t a sort o’ ministering 
angel, I don't know who is. Well, I'm 
q te ready for that ere drink o' your'n.’ 

Hetty filled his glass to the brim. It 
frothed slightly, and looked, as Vincent ex 
pressed it, prime. He raised it to his 
lips, drained it to the dregs, and returned 
it to her. She filled it again. 

‘Com32, come,’ he said, smil' 72, and hlf 
winking at her, and then cast sg a longing 
glance at the stout, ain't two glassed o'er 
much?’ 

‘Not a bit of it,’ she answered. 
to go to sleep, you know.’ 

‘Well p'raps I can spare an bour, and I 
am a bit drowsy.’ 

“You're to lie right down on the settle, 
and go off to sleep. I'll wake you when it 
18 time,’ 
He drank off another glass. 
“You won't rnn away to tht aunt o'your’a 

while I'm droweing? ’ he said. 
‘No,’ she replied ‘] would not do a 

shabby sort of trick like that.’ 
He took her hand in his, and a mo>ment 

later had closed his eyes. Once or twice 
he opened them to gaz3 fondly at her, but 
resently the gr:at, roughly-hewn face sett- 
ed down into repose. Hetty bent over 
him, laid her chzek against his, and felt 
his torhead. He never stirred. Th.n she 

‘You're 

listened to his breath'ng, which was per- 
fectly quiet and light. 

‘He's gone off ike a baby. That's won- 
derful stuff in aunt's bottle,’ muttered 
Hetty. Finally, she threw a shawl of her 
own over him, drew down the blind of the 
nearest window, and went on tiptoe out of 
the kitchen. 

‘He"l sleep for hours. I did,’ she said 
to herself. 
She put the little bottle back into its 

place in the dairy, and raoved softly about 
the house. She was to meet the squire at 
six. It was now five o'clock. It would 
take her the best part of an hour to watk 
to the Court. She went up to her room, 
put on her hat, and as she was leaving the 
house, once again entered the kitchen. 
Vincent's face was pale now —he was in a 
dead slumber. She heard his breathing, 
a little quick and stertorous, but he was 
always a heavy breather, and she thought 
nothing about it. She left thé house smil- 
ing to herself at the clever trick sh: had 
played on her husbind. She was going to 
meet the Squire now. Her heart beat with 
rapture. 

(To be con'inued.) 

Sore on the Wheel. 

‘I see by the papers tbat they have the 

bicycle ambulance now,’ said Miss Grum- 

pey at the dinner table. 

“There ought to be a law requiring an 

ambulance to go with every wheel,” mut- 

tered old Grunp:y, who is marked for hile 

because of his one attempt to master the 

silent steed. 

One Every Night, 

One Laxa-Liver Pill taken each night 

during 30 days will cure Constipation, oft- 

returning Headaches and irregular action 

of the bowels. Laxa-Liver Pills leave no 

unpleasait ect, ...8. 1k 08 

PASSING OF THE BIRTHDAY. 

© — 

Why It is Lost From the Lives of Unmar- 

fed Women, 

Constance Conrail, writing on “For 

gotten Anniversaries” in the September 
Ladies’ Home Companion, says: — 

“First of all there are the birthdays of 
unmarried women. I know they do not have 
any. Ihave hard them say so many 
times, sometimes with a chery laugh, but 
often with a half regretful intonation. The 
generally accepted belief is that when an 
unmarried woman has passed th: years of 
youthful freshness, she prefers to have her 
added yearsignored. There may be somé 
reason for this belief in individual cases, 
but a little thought mayjlead us to a difter- 
ent view for the diff srennt majority. When 

did these women cease to have birthdays ? 
The year they ceased was in most cases, 

jast on2 year later thaa the one which had 
been celebrated in some happy fashion. If 
we could know som 3 of the unwritten histor- 
1es, we would find one woman's stopped the 
year after her young lover died--that 
changed everything in lite for her; an- 
others’ when she started out alone to earn 
her living among strangers, with no one 
about her to mark lovingly or remember 

kindly the day of the year that a baby-girl 
was sent, years before, to gladden the 

old farm house. 
‘Still another date dropped from its 

honored place when the last brother or 
sister married and left the old home, and 
in forming many new ties let some of ths 
old ones slip. Or in many cases when the 
gray-haired mother passed to her eternal 
rest, the first to rejoice and the lastto 
remember had gone, and perchance a 
boarding house instead of a home was the 
survivor's abiding place in years to come. 
* * * The tendency in married life 
is toward increasing family ties; 
in unmarried life they steadily de- 
crease, so that the woman who, in her 
younger years, may have been the center 
of a large and loving f imily circle, may find 
her later years lonely ones, except as she 
interests herseif in others’ joys and sorrows. 
That many an ‘unappropiated blessing,’ as 
I bave heard unmarried women called, is 
appropriated bv th: many instead of the 
few is true: that their lives are often full 
and hearty, loving service to all who need 
them is also true; but while we accept 
gratefully what is so cheerfully given, do 
not let us forget that in spite ofall dis- 
claimer on thzir part there are few women 
who are not the happier for knowing that 
some one, even though it be but a little 
child, with its odd little present, bas cared 
to remember thr birthday.’ 

IT IS A PLEASURE 

For Mr. Davidson fo Spsak. 

An hill Citizen of 
the Ancient Capital. 

What He Thinks of Paine’s 
Celery Compound. 

Ths following letter from Mr. Wm. 
Davidson: of No. 2 Oliver Street., Quebec, 
P. QQ., is so very plain and lucid that it re- 
quires no explanatory remarks. His object 
1s to draw the attention of the sick and 
afflicted to that tountain and source of life 
from which he received supplies of new 
health. He says: 

*It is with sincere pleasure and gratitude 
I refer to your Paine’s Celery Compound, 
and the wondrous blessings that I received 
from i's use. 

“To tell the truth, before using it I had 
little confidence in it, but concluded if it 
did me no good it could not make me any 
worse than I was. 
“I had suffered for years from indiges- 

tion, liver complaint and kidney disease, 
and began wih Paine’s Celery Compound 
in order to give it a thorough testing. 
After a fair use ot the Compound I am as 
well as ever I was, and all my troubles 
bave disappeared, and I am enjoying good 
health. 
“Your medicine is a wonderful one ; it is 

far superior to all others, as it truly gives 
life, and puts the entire system in a healt .y 
condition. As a purifier of the blood I find 
it bas no equal, and I heartily recomm:nd 
its use to all sufferers.” 
Can stronger proof than the above be 

required to convince any sick and dis:ased 
man or’ woman that Paine’s Celery Com- 
pound is the best medicine in the world ? 

Surely, dear reader, you will admit that 
it is worthy of a trial. You are seeking for 
new health, and therefore need the very 

best. Be sure you ask for ‘‘Paize’s,” the 

only genuine preparation in the world. 

Wheel News, 

‘It is queer how you inexperienced riders 
alwave want to take such long rides.’ 

‘No, it isn't a bit queer ; we are afraid to 

stop an] get off for fear we can’t get on 
again.’ 

Catarrh and Colds Relieved in 10 to 60 
Minutes. 

Oae short paff of the breath through the 

Blower supplied with each bottle of Dr. 

Agnew's Catarrhal Powder diffuses this 

powder over tha surface of the nasal pas- 

s. Painless an] delightful to use, it re- 

lieves instantly and permanently cures 

Catarrh, Hay Fever, Colds. Headache, 
Sore Throat, Tonsilitis and Dafness. All 
druggists. 

‘Before long, I pro to travel all 

over the United States for the purpose of 
mterviewing the large number of miracu- 
lous healers in this country.” 
«And may I ask who you are, sit?” 

«'Cersainly, I'm the Supertition of the 
Middle Ages.”—Puck. 


