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DR. RUMSEY’S PATIENT:

A VERY STRANGE STORY.
BY L. T. MEADE AND DR. HALIFAX,

DEATH BY DROWNING.

‘Howdo you do P said the voice.

‘Good evening, Mr. Robert,’ she replied.

Her tone was demure and extremely re-
spectful. She started to her feet, letting
her flowers drop as she did so. A blush
suffused her lovely face, her danciog eyes
were rsised for a quick moment, then as
suddenly lowered. She made a beautiful
icture.” The young man who stood a few
eet away from her, with the running water
dividing them, evidently thought so. He
bad a boyish figure—a handsome, manly

Mioutes Under Water Sufficient to ¥
Cauge Fatal Unconsciousness,

Drowning is a quicker death than most
people suppose. Insensibility is said to
begin 1n about one minute, and fatal un-
consciousness generally supervenes in the
neighborhood of two. Even practiced
divers cannot remain under water more
than a minute and a balf, and it is almost
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Above all drinks for the morning
meal Coffee standssupreme. The odor
of it, rich and pungent, prevades the
house like an incense. It is our claim
and pride that we supply the homes
of the land with Coffee of the finest
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CHAPTER 1.

Two young men in flaanels were stand-
ing outside the door ot the Red Doe in the
picturesque village ot Grandcourt. The
village contsined one long and straggllpg
street. The village inn was covered wit
ivy, wisteria, flowering jessamine. monthly
roses and many other creepers. The flow-
ers twined round old-tashioned windows,
and nodded to the guests when they awoke
in the morning and bresthed perfume upon
them as they retired to bed at night. In
short, the inn was an ideal one, and had
from time immemorial found favor with
reading parties, fishermen, snd others who
wanted to combine couatry air and the
pursuit of health with a certain form of easy
amusement. The two men who now stood
in the porch were undergraduates from
Balliol. There was nothing in tbe least
remarkable obout their appearance—they
looked like what they were, good-hearted,
keen-witted young Fnglishmen of the day.
The time was evening, and as the inn faced
due west in the whole place was bathed in
warm sunshine.

“This heat is tremendous and there 18 no
air,’ said Everett, the younger of the stud-
ents. ‘How can you stand that sun beat-
ing on your head, Frere? I'm forindoors.’

‘Right,’ replied Frere. ‘Itis cool enough
in the parlour.’

As he spoke be took a step forward, and
gazed down the winding village street.
There was a look of pleased expectation
in his eyes. He seemed to be watching for
someone. A girl appeared, walking slowly
up the etreet. Frere’s eyes began to dance.
Everett, who was about to go into the
sbady parlor, gave bim a keen glance—
and for some reason bis eyes also grew .
bright with expectation. l

“There’s something worth looking at,’ |
he exclaimed in a laughing voice.

‘What did you say ?’asked Frere grufily.

‘Nothing, old man—at least nothing
special. I say, doesn’t Hetty look superb ?

“You've no right to call her Hetty.’

Everett gave a low whistle.

‘[ rather fancy I bave,’ be answered—
‘she gave me leave this morning.’

‘Impossible,” said Frere. He turned

ale under all his sunburn, and bit his
ower lip. ‘Don’t you find the sun very
hot P’ he asked.

‘No, it is sinking into the west—the
great heat 1s over. Let us go and enliven
this little charmer.’

‘T will,’ said Frere suddenly. ‘You bad
better stay here where you are. It is my
right,” he added. ‘1 was about to te!l you
so, when she came in view.’

“You're right I’ cried Everett ; he looked
disturbed.

Frere did not reply, but strode quickly
down the willage street. A dozen strides
brought bim up to Hetty’ side. She was a
besutifu girl, with a face and figrre much
above her station. Her hat was covered
with wild flowers which she h:d picked in
her walk, and coquettishly placed there.
She wore a yink dress covered with rose
buds—some wild flowers were stuck into
her belt. As frere advanced to meet her,
her laughing eyes were raised to his fsce
—there was a curious mixture of timidity
and audacity in their glance.

‘I have a word to say to you,’” he accos-
ted her in a gruff tone. ‘What right had
you to give Everett leave to call you Hetty '

Tke timidity immediately left the bright
eyes, and a slight expression of anger took
its place.

‘Because I like to distribute my favours,
Mr. Horace.’

She quickened her pace as she spoke.
Everett, who had been standing quite still
in the porch watcbing the lttie scene,
came out to meet the pair. Hetty flushed
crimson when she saw him ; she raised her
dancing, charming dark eyes to his face,
then looked again at Frere, who turned
sullenly away.

‘I bope, gentlemen you have bad good
sport,’said the rustic beauty, in her de-
mure voice.

‘Excelleat,’ replied Everett.

They bad now reached the porch, which
was entwined all over with honeysuckle in
full flower. A great spray of tbe fragrant
flower nearly touched the girl's charming
tace. She glanced agsin at Frere. He
would not meet her eyes. Her whole face
sperkled with the feminine love of teasing.

‘Why is he so jealous?’ she whispered to
herself.

*It would be fun to punish him. I like
bim better than Mr. Everett,but I'll punish
him.’

“Shall I give you a buttonhole ?’ she said,
looking at %-Iverett..

‘It you'll be so kind,’ he rephed.

She raised her eyes to the boneysuckle
over her head, selected a spray with ex-
treme care, and handed it to him demurely.
He asked her to place it in his buttonhole ;
she looked again st Frere, he would not go
away, but neither would be bring himselt
to glance at her. She bent ber head to
search in the bodice of her dress for a pin,
tound one, and then with a laughing glance
of her eyes into Everett’s handsome 1ace,
complied with bis request.

The young tellow blushed with pleasure,
then he glanced at Frere, and a feeling of
compunction smote him—he strode abrupt-
ly into the bhouse.

‘Hetty, what do you mean by this sort
ot thing ? said Frere the moment they
were alone.

I mean this, Mr. Horace, I am still my
own mistress.’

‘Great Scot! of course you are ; but what
do you mean by this sort of trifling? It
was only this morning that you told me
you loved me. Look here, Hetty, I'm in
no humor to be trifled with; I can’t and
won't stand it. I’ll make you the best
husband a girl ever bad, but listen to me,
I have the devil's own temper when it is
roused. For God’s sake don’t provoke it.
1t you don’t love me, say so, and let there
be an end of it.’

‘1 wish you wouldn’t k so loudly,’
said Hetty, pontinf her lips and half cry-
ing. *Of course I like you ;I—well, yes, I
suppose I love you. I was thinking of you

all the afternoon. See what I gathered for
you--this bunch of heart’s ease. There's
meaning in heart’s esse—tbere’s none in
honeysuckle.’

Frere's brow cleared as if by magic.

‘My little dariing,’ he said, fixing bhis
deep-set eyes greedily on the girl’s beauti-
ful tace. ‘Forﬁive me for being such a
brute to you, Hetty, Here—give me the
flowers.’

‘No, not until you pay for them. You
don't deserve them for being so nasty and
suspicious.’

‘Give me the flowers, Hetty; I promise
never to doubt you again.’

doubt.’

*I have no words to say what 1 feel for
you’

Frere's eyes empbasised this statement
so empbatically, that the empty-headed
girl by his side felt her heart touched for
the moment.

‘What do you want me to do. Mr. Hor-
ace ' she asked, lowering her eyes.

“To give me the flowers, and to be nice
to me.’

‘Come down to the brook after supper,

erbaps I will give them to you then.
There’s aunt calling me—don’t keep me
please.” She rusbed off.

‘Hetty, said Mrs. Armitage, the inn-
keeper's wite, ‘did I bear you talking to
Mr. Horace Frere in the porch?

‘Yes, Aunt Fanny, you did, replied
Hetty.

‘Well, look here, your uncle and I won’t
bave it. Just because your pretty—’

Hetty tossed Lack her wealth of black
curls.

‘It’s all right,’ she said in a_whisper, ber
eyes shining s she spoke. ‘He wants me
to be his wite—he asked me this morning.’

He doesn’t mean that, surely,’ said Mrs.
Armitage, incredulovs and pleased.

‘Yes, he does ; he’ll speak to uncle to-
morrow—that is, it I’ll say ‘Yes.” He says
he has no one to consult— he’ll meke me a
lady—he has plenty of money.’

‘Do you care for him, Hetty ?’

*Oh, don’t ask me whether [ do or nst,
Aunt Fanpy—I'm sure I can’t tell you.’

Hetty moved noisily about. She put
plates and dishes on a tray preparatory to
taking them into the parlour for the young
men’s supper-

‘Look here,’ said her aunt, ‘I'll see after
the parlour lodgers to-night.” She litted
the tray as she spoke.

Hetty ran up to her bedroom. She took
a little equare ot glass from its place on
the wall and gazed earnestly at the reflec-
tion ot her own charming face. Presently
she put the glass down, locked her hands
together, went over to the open window,
and looked out.

*‘Shall I marry him ?" she thought. *‘He
bas plenty of woney—he loves me right
enough. It I were his wife 1'd be a lady—
I needn’t worry about household work any
more. [ bate household work—I bate
crudgery. I wantto have a fine time, with
nothing to do but just to think of my dress
and how I look. He bhas plenty of money.
and be loves me—bhe siys he’ll make me
his wife as soon as ever [ say the word.
Uncle and aunt would be pleased, too, and
the people in the village would say I'd
made a good match. Shall I marry him ?
I don’t love him a bit, but wkat does that
matter ?"

She sighed—the color slightly taded on
ber blooming cheeks—she poked her head
out of the little window.

“] don't love him,” she said to hersell.
““When I see Mr. Awdrey my heart beats.
Ever since 1 was a child I bave thought
more ot Mr. Awdrey than of any one else
in all the world. I never told—no, [ never
told, but I'd rather slave tor Mr. Robert
Awdrey than be the wife of any one else
on earth. What a fool I am ! Mr. Awdrey
thinks nothing of me, but he is never out
head, nor out of my heart. My heart
aches for him—I'm nearly mad sometimes
about 1t all. Perhaps D’ll see him tonight
it I go down to the brook. He’s sure to
passthe brook on bis way to the Court.
Mr. Everett likes me too I know, and be’s
a gentleman as weli as Mr. Frere. Ob,
dear, they both worry me more than please
me. I'd give twenty men like them for
one sight of the young Squire. Oh, what
tolly all this is !”

She went again and stood opposite to her
little looking glass.

‘The young ladies up at the Court
haven't got a face like mine,’ she murmur-
ed. ‘There isn't anyone all over the place
has a face like mine. I wonder it Mr.
Awdrey really thinks it pretty? Why
should I worry myselt about Mr. Frere?
I wonder it Mr. Awdrey would mind it I
married him—would it make bim jealous?
It I thought that, I'd do it fast enough—
yes, 1 declare I would. But ot cour:e he
wouidn’t mind— not one bit ; he bas scarce-
ly ever said two words to me—not since we
were little 'uns together, and pelted each
other with apples in uncle’s orchard. Oh,
Mr. Awdrey, 1'd give all the world for one
smile from you, but vou think nothing at
all ot poor Hetty. Dear, beautiful Mr.
Awdrey—won’t you love me even a little—
even as you love your dog. Yes, I'll go
and walk by the brook after supper. Mr.
Frere will meet me there, of course, and
perbaps Mr. Awdrey will go by—perhaps
he’ll be jealous. I'll take my poetry book
and sit by the brook just where the forget-
me-nots grow. Yes, yes—ob, I wonder it
the Squire will go by.’

These thoughts no sooner came into Het-
ty’s brain tban she resolved to act upon
them. She snatched up a volume of
L.E.L.’s poems ; their weak and lovelorn
phrases exactly suited ber style and order
of mind, and ran quickly down to a danc-
ing rivulet which ran its merry course
about a hundred yards back of the Inn.
She sat by the bank, pulled a great bunch
of forget-me-nots, them on the open

of her book, and looked musingly
down at the flowers. Footsteps were heard
crunching the underwood at the opposite
side. A voice presently sounded in ber
ears. Hetty’s heart beat fondly.

tace. His eyes were very dark, deeg}y
set, and capable of much thought. He
looked every inch the gentleman.

*Is Armitage in ? he asked after a pauss.

‘[ don’t know, Mr. Robert, I'll go and
inquire it you like.’

No, it doésn’t matter. The Sqaire
asked me to call and beg of your uncle to
go to the Court tomorrow morning. Wil
you give him the message ?’

*Yes, Mr. Robert.’

There was a perceptible pause. Hetty
looked down at the water. Awdrey look-
ed at ber.

‘Good evening,” be said then.

‘Good evening, sir,’ she replied.

He turned and walked slowly up the
narrow path which led towards the Court.

‘His eyes told me tonight that be thought

‘Yes, you will; it is your nature to | me pretty,’ muttered Hetty to herself, * {

doesn't be say it with his lips? I—I wis
I could make him. Oh, is that you, Mr.
Frere ?

‘Yes, Hetty. I promised to come, and
I am bere. 'i'he evening is a perfect one,
let us follow the stream a little way.’

Hetty was about to say “No,” when sud-
denly lifting ber eyes, she observed that
the young Squire had paused under the
shade of a great elm tree a little further
up the bank. A quick idea darted into
ber vain little eoul. She would walk past
the Squire without pretending to see him,
in Frere's company. Frere shoald make
love to her in the Squire’s presence.  She
gave her lover a coy and affectionate
glance.

“Yes, come,’ she said ; “‘it is pretty by
the stream, perbaps I'll glve you some
forget-me-nots presently.’

1 want the heart’s ease which you have
already picked for me,’ said Frere.

““Oh, there’s time enough.’

Frere advanced a step, and Jaid his hand
on the girl’s arm.

“Listen,” he said; ‘I was never more
in earnest in my lite. i love you with all
my hesrt ard soul. I love you madly.
1 want you for my wife. 1 mean to marry
you come what may. I have plenty of
money and you are the wife of all others
for me. Yon told me this morning tbat
you loved me, Hetty. Tell me again; say
that you love me better than anyone else in
the world.’

Hetty paused, the raised ber dark eyes;
the Squire was almost witbin earshot.

“I suppose I love you—a little,” she
said. in a whisper.

“*Then give me a kiss—just one.’

She walked on. Frere followed.

“(3ive me a kiss just one,” he repeated.

*‘Not to night," she replied, in a demure
voice.

*Yes, you must—I iosist.’

‘Don't Mr Frere,” she called out, sharp-
ly, utterirg a cry as she spoke.

He didn’t mind her. Overcome by his
passion be caught her suddenly in his arms
and pressed his lips many times to bers.

‘Hold, sir! What are you doing?’
shouted Awdrey’s voice from the opposite
side of the bank.

‘By heaven, what is that to you ?’ called
Frere back.

He let Hetty go with some violence, and
retreated one or two steps in s astonish-
ment. His face was crimson up to the
roots of bis honest brow.

Awdrey leaped across the brook. ‘You
will please understand that you take liber-
ties with Miss Armitage at your peril,’ he
said. ‘What right have you to take such
advantage of an undefended girl ? Hetty,
I will see you home.’

Hetty eyes danced with delight. For a
moment Frere felt too stunned to speak.

‘Come with me, Hetty,” said Awdrey,
putting a great restraint upon himself, but
speaking with irritation. ‘Come—jyou
should be at home at this hour.’

‘You shall answer to me for this, who-
ever you are,’ said Frere, whose face was
white with passion.

‘My name is Awdrey,” said the Squire;
‘I will answer you in a way you don’t like
if you don’t instantly leave this young girl
alone.’

‘Comfound your

interference,’ said

Frere. ‘l am not ashamed of my actions.
I can justify them. I am gomng to marry
Miss Armitage.’

‘Is that true, Hetty?’ said Awdrey,
looking at the girl 1n some astonishment.

‘No, there isn't a word of ittrue,’
answered Hetty, stung by a look on the
Sqnire’s fece. ‘1 don’t want to bave any-
thing to do with him—he shan’t kiss me.
I—I'll bave rothing to do with him.” She
burst into tears.

‘I'll see you home,’ said Awdrey.

CHAPTER II.

The Awbreys ot ‘The Court’ could trace
their descent back to the Norman Conquest
They were a proud family with all the spec-
ial characteristics which mark races ot long
descent. Amougst tbe usual accompani-
ments of race, was given to them the curse
of heredity. A strange and peculiar doom
hung over the house. It had descended
now from father to son during many gener-
ations. How it had first raised its gorgon
head no one could tell. People said toat
it had been sent as a punishment tor the
greed of gold. An old ancestor more than
a hundred and fitty years ago, had married
a West Indian heiress. She had coloured
blood in her veins, a purse of enormous
magnitude, a deformed figure, and what
was more to the poiat a particularly crook-
ed and obtuse order of mind. She did her
duty by her descendents, leaving to each
of them a gift. To one, deformity of per-
sop—to another, a stammering tongue —to
a third, a squint, to a fourth, imbecility.
In each succeeding generation, at least one
man and woman of the bouse of Awdrey
had cause to regret the gold which had cer-
tainly brought a curse with it. But be-
yond and above all these things, it wasim-
mediately after the West Indian’s entrance
into the family that that strange doom be-
E-n to assail the male members of the

ouse which was now more dreaded than
madness. The doom was unique and cur-
oius. It conmsisted of one remarkable

hase. There came upon those on whom
it descended, an extraordinary and com-
plete lapse of memory for the grave events
of lite, accompanied by perfect retention
of memory for all mmor matters. This
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curious phate once developed, otber idio- !
syocrasies immediately followed. The
victim’s woral sense became weakened—
all physical energy departed—a curious
lassitude of mind and body became general
The victim did not in the least know that
there was anything special the matter with
him, but as a rule the doomed man either
became idiotic. or died before the age of
thirty.

All the great physicians of their time had
been consulted with regard to this enrious
family trait, but in the first place no one
could understand it, in the second no pos-
sible cure could be suggested as a remedy.
The curse was supposed to be due to a
brain sffection, but braia affections in the
old days were considered to be special vis-
itations from God, and men of science let
them alone.

In their early life, the Awdreys were par-
ticularly bright, clever sharp fellows, en-
dowed with excellent animal spirits, and
many amiable traits of character. They
were chivalrous to women, kind to child-
ren, full of warm affections, and each and
all of them possessed much of the golden
gift ot hope. As arule the doom of the
house came upon each victim with startling
suddenness. One of the disappoint-
ment of life ensued--an ufortunate love
affair—the death of some beloved member
—a money loss. The victim lost all mem-
ory of the event. No words no explana-
tions could revive the dead memory—the
thing was completely blotted out from the
phonograph of the brain. Immediately
afterwards followed the mental and physic-
al decay. The girls of the family quite es-
caped the curse. It was on the sons that
it invariably descended.

Up to the present time, however, Robert
Awdrey’s father had lived to confute the
West Indisn’s dire curse. His father bad
married a Scotch Ja sie, with no bluer
blood in her veins than that which had
been given to her by some rugged Scotch
ancestors. Her bealth of mind and body
had done her descendants much good.
Even the word ‘nerves’ had been unknown
to this bealthy-minded daughter ot the
North—her children had all up to the pre-
sent escaped the family curse, and it was
now firmly believed at the Court that the
spell was broken, and that ihe West
Indien's awful doom would leave the family.
The matter was too solemn and paintul to
be alluded to except under the gravest con-
ditions, and young Robert Awdrey, the
heir to the old place and all its belongings,
was certainly the last person to speak of it.

Robert's father was matter-of-fact to the
backbone, but Robert bimself was possess-
ed of an essentially reflective temperament.
Had he been less healthily brought up by
his stout old grandmotber, and by his
mother, he might bave given way to mor-
bid musings. Circumstances, however,
were all in his favor, and at the time when
this strange story really opens, he was
looking out at life with a heart full of hope
and a mind filled with noble ambitions.
Robert was the only son-—he had too
sisters, bright good-natured every-day sort
ot girls. As a matter of course his sisters
adored him. They looked torward to his
carcer with immense pride. He was to
stand for Parliament at the next general
election. His brains belonged to the
highest order of intelle:t. He bad taken a
double first at the University—there was
no position which he might not hope to
assume.

Robert had all the chivalrous instincts of
his race towards women. As he walked
quickly home now with Hetty by his side,
his blood boiled at the thought of the in-
sult which had been offered to her. Poor
silly little Hetty, was nothing whatever to
him except a remarkably pretty village
girl. er people, however, were his
tatber's tenants ; he felt it his duty to pro-
tect her. When he parted with her just
outside the village inn, he said a few words.

‘You ought not to allow those young
men to take liberties with you, Hetty,’ he
said. ‘Now go home. Don't be out so
late again in the tuture, and don’t forget to
give your uncle my father's message.’

She bent her head, and lett him without
replying. She did rot even thank bim.
He watched her until she disappeared into
the house, then turned sharply and walked
up the village street home with a yigorous
step.

He had come to the spot whbere be had
parted with Frere, and was just about to
leap the brook when that young man started
suddenly from under a tree, and stood
directly in his path

‘I must ask you to apologise to me,’ he
said. Awdrey flushed.

*What do you mean ’ he replied.

‘What I say. My intentions towards
Miss Armitage are perfectly honest. She
promised to marry me this morning. When
you chose to iatertere I was kissing my
future wite.’

*If that is really the case, I beg your
pardon,’ said Awdrey. ‘but then,’ he con-
tinued, looking full at Frere, ‘Hetty Ar-
mitage denies any thought of warrying you.

‘She does, does she P’ muttered E‘rere.
His tace turned white.

‘One word before you go,’ said Awdrey.
‘Miss Armitage is a pretty girl v

‘What is that to you P replied Frere, ‘I
don't mean to discuss her with you.’

‘You may please yourself about that,
but allow me to say one thing. Her uncle
is one of my father’s oldest and most re-
spected tenants; Hetty is therefore under
our protection, and I for one will see that
she gets fair play. Anyone who takes
liberties with her has got to answer to me.
That's all. Good evening.’

Awdrey slightly raised his hat, leapt the
brook, and disappeared through tbe under-
wood in the direction of the Court.

Horace Frere stood and watched him.

His rage was now almost at white heat.
He was madly in love, and was therefore
not quite responsible for his own actions.
He was determined at any cost to make
Hetty his wite. The Squire’s interference
awoke the demon of jealousy in his heart.
He had patisntly borne Everett’s marked
attentions to the girl of his choice—he
wondered now at the sudden passion which
filled him. He walked back to the inn
feeling exactly as if the devil were driving
him.

“I'Il have this thing out with Hetty be-
fore I am an hour older,” he cried aloud.
‘She promised to marry me this very morn-
ing. How dare that jackanapes interfere.
What do I care for his porition in the place?
It he's twenty times the Squire its nothing
to me, Hetty bad the cool cbeek to eat
her own words to bim in my presence. It's
plainto be seen what the thing means.
She’s a heartless flirt—she’s flying for
higher game than honest Horace Frere,
but I'll put a spoke in her wheel, and in bis
wheel too, curse bim. He's in love with
the girl himself—tbat’s why he interferes.
Well, she shall choose between him and
me tonight, and if she does choose him it
will be all the wores for him.’

As he rushed home, Frere lashed him-
selt into greater and greater fury. Everett
was standing inside the porch when the
other man passed him roughly by.

‘I say, Frere, what’s up ? called Everett,
taking the pipe out of his mouth.

‘Curse you, don’t keep me, I want to
speak to Miss Armitage.’

Everett burst into a somewhat discor-
dant laugh.

“Your manners are not quite tobe de-
sired at the present moment, old man,’” he
said. ‘Miss Armitage seems to have a
strangely disquieting effect upon her
swains.’

‘I do not intend to discusss her with you,
Everett. I must speak to her at once.’

Everett Jaughed again.

‘She seems to be a person of distinction,’
he said. ‘She has just been seen home
with much ceremony by no less a person
tban Awdrey, of The Court.’

‘Curse Awdrey and all his belongings.
Do you know where sheis?’

A sweet high-pitched voice within the
house now made itself heard.

-] can see you in Aunt’s parlour it you
like, Mr. Horace.’

‘Yes.

Frere strode into the house—a moment
later he was standing opposite to Hetty in
the 'ittle bot gaslit parlour,

Hetty had evidently been crying. Her
tears had brought shadows under her eyes—
they added pathos to her lovely face, giving
it a look of depth - which is usually lacked.
Frere glance, then he felt bis anger drop-
ping from him like a mantle.

‘For God’s sake, Hetty, speak the truth,’
said the poor fellow.

‘What do ycu want me to say, Mr.
Horace ?’ she asked.

Her voice was tremulous, her tears near-
ly broke forth anew. Frere made a step
foreward. He would bave clasped her to
his breast, but she would not allow him.

“No,’ she said with a sob, ‘I can’t have
anything to do with you.’

““Hetty, you don't know what you are
sayiug. Hetty, remember this morning.’

] remember. it but I can’t go on with
it. Forget everything I said—go away—
please go away.’

“No, I won't go away by heaven, you
shall tell me the truth. Look here, Hetty,
I won’t be humbugged—you've got to
choose at once.’

+*“What do you mean, Mr. Horace ?’

“‘You've got to choose between that fel-
low and me.’

«'Between you and the Squire !" exclaim-
ed Hetty.

She laughed excitedly; the bare idea
caused her beirt to beat wildly. Her
laughter nearly drove Frere mad. He
strode up to her, took her bands with
force, and looked into her trightened eyes.

“Do you love him? The truth, girl, I
will bave it ’

“Let me go, Mr. Horace.’

] won’t until you tell me the trutk. It
is either the Squire or me;’ I must bear
1he truth now or never—which is it, gquire
Awdrey or me?’

“QOh, I can't belp it,’ said Hetty, burat-
ing into tears—*‘It's the Squire—oh, sir,
let me go.’

(To be continued).

Paia $200 For Chasing a Cow Moose.

William Spearing, according to the
American Field, was fined $200 and costs
tor hunting moose in the close season of
Maine on Brandy Pond, Hancack county.
The witnesses swore that they saw Spear-
ing chasing a swimming cow moose and
firing st g;r. but Spearing and his two
sons, Fremont and Ray, declared that the
shots were not fired at the moose, but at
loons, and that the boat was rowed after
the moose because of the fun the men
would have seeing her fleeing for her life.

New Uses for Glass.

By a new process, glass is made to a
ar like wood with a very high polish. It

18 used in windows, and gives a y
subdued and agreeable light. The glass
is put through what might be called a ven-

i rocess, coated with a liquid
m‘npmp ts t‘l:mwgood which it is deandq
to il:;ute. The color after drying is var-
nished.

fatal to remain beneath the surface longer
than that

At Navarino, where there sre many ex-
pert divers who plunge into the sea after
sponges, not one was found who could re-
main under water for two minutes. In tte
Red Sea the Arab divers generally remain
down one and a quarter minutes ; while at
Ceylon the pearl fishers can seldom
s'‘ay below for even one min-
ute. There is a case on record at Fal-
mouth, Englend, where a diver had de-
scenced eighty feet and om giving the
eignal was drawn up slowly so it was two
minutes before be reached the surface.
Blood rac from his ears and nose and he

wasinsensible. He died without speaking.

Insensibility, however, does not always
involve death, for in many ceses a person
may be resuscitated by the use of energetic
measures. the bringing to of people who
bave been under the water for five consecu-
tive minutes is, bowever, considered doubt-
tul by physicians. There have been ex-
traordinary cares related, nevertheless,
where persons bave been brought back to
life after having been submerged for fifteen
or twenty minutes, but it 18 probable that
they bave come to the surface again and
again during that time.—New York
Journal.

BENT NEARLY DOUBLE.

STORY OF A WELL EKNOWN
DELHI MAN.

THE

Tortured With Rheumatism for Nearly
Twenty Years—Spent Large Sums in a Vain
Search for Renewed Health—How He at
Last Found 1it,

From the Delhi Reporter.

There are very tew troubles more wide
spread and none more difficult to eradi-
cate from the system than rheumatism.
The sufferer is racked with pains that
seem unbearable, and frequently feels that
even death itself would be a relief. Among
those who have found much of their lives
made miserable by this dread trouble is
Mr. Michsel Schott, ot Delhi, and having
found a means of release from its agonies
he is anxious that other sutferers
should profit by his experience. Mr.
Schott is in the employ ot Messrs. Quance
Bros., millers, and had a reputation
for sterling integrity among all who
know him. When one ot the staff of the
Reporter interviewed him, Mr. Schott gave
the 1 cts of his illness and recovery as fol-
lows :—He bad been a sufferer from rheu-
matism since about eighteen years of age.
At times he was confined to bed but ob-
tained no rest day nor night from the ex-
cruciating pains he was undergcing. A-
gain he was able to go about and foliow
his employment, but even then trequently
walked about in an almost doubled up con-
dition. Then sgain he would have another
relapse, and would be forced to take to his
bed. During all these years he was almost
continually doctoring, but never obtained
anything more than temporary relief for the
large sums he expended in this way.
Haviog failed to obtain relief at home he
went to Simcoe for treatment but received
no p .rmanent benefit and soon atter coming
home was as bad as ever. It will be read-
ily understood that he was seriously dis-
couraged, and had come fo look upon
his case as hopeless. Finally he was
nrged to try Dr. Williams' Pink
Pills and after hesitating at spending
aoy more money, in what he now consid-
ered a vain pursuit of health, he at last
consented to give them a trial. By the
time he had used a halt dozen boxes there
was no longer any doubt in his mind that
be was steadily improving, and the treat-
ment was then gladly continued. When
be had taken a dozen boxes he found him-
selt entirely recovered, entirely free from
pain end from all stiffness of joints, and he
is now able to do as bard a day’s work as
any man in the village. He has now been
free from his old enemy tor so long a period
that he feels his cure is permanent, and is
consequently an enthusiastic admirer of Dr.
Williams’ wonderful Pink Pills, and urges
all who are similarly uuﬁerin'i to give them
a trial, feeling confident that they will
prove quite as efficacious as they did in his
case.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills strike at the
root of the di ease, driving in from the
system and restoring the patient to health
and strength. In cases of paralysis, spinal
troubles, locomotcr ataxia, sciatica, rheu-
matism, erysipelas, scrofulous troubles,
etc., these pills are superior to all other
treatment. They are also a specific for
the troubles which makes the lives of so
many women & burder, and speedily re-
store the rich glow of health to pale and
shallow cheeks. Men broken down by
overwork, worry or excesses, will find in
Pink Pills a certain cure. Sold by all
dealers or sent by mail post-paid, at 50c. &
box, or six boxes for $250, by addressing
the Dr. Williams’ Medicine Compz™y,
Brockville, Ont., or Schenectady, N. 1.
Beware of imitations and substitutes alleg-
ed to be ‘‘just as good.”

Spanking a Scorcher

There is 8 woman in Santa Barbara that
the bicychsts don’t run into. One man
did it and wasn'’t able to sit down for sever-
al dsys. He was goingat a pretty fair gait
along Chapala street, and either by accid-
ent or premeditation ran into the above
mentioned woman. She did uot wait to
send complaint to the council, but just

bbed the youny man by the nape of the
g::k, laid hu{n acr):'m her knee and bore
down heavy. As he crawled away with his
wheel she said: “I let you off pretty easy
this time, young fellow, put it you ever run
into me again you'll wish bicycles were
never invented.” The woman is about six
teet tall, and very powerful, and the rider
was & man grown.
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