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Sy~xorsis oF PREVIOUS CHAPTERS.

C uaprERs 1, & 11.—Pretty Hetty Armitage, niece
.ol Mr. and Mrs. Armitage, innkeepers at the village
.of Grandcourt, is admired by two young under-

uates named Horace Frere and Everett, and

e first named elicits a promise from her to become
. his wife. Notwithetanding this promise, however,

Hetty, who is & born flirt, is in love with Mr. Robert
Awdrey, the son of the éqnlre. upon whom, how-
ever, is thought to rest the curse of his race, a total
absence of memory of the most important events of
his life, whilst less significant matters are remember-
ed. Awdrey is passing a brook side when Frere
asks Hetty to give him a kiss as his sffianced wife.
She refuses, and as they are struggliog Awdrey in
tervenes and takes the girl home, she denyin~ that
shs has given any promise to marry. KFrere is en-
raged, and visiting the inn again asks Hetty for her
.decision between Awdrey and bimself. She |reedlly
declares for Awdrey, much to Frere’s chagrin.

CHAPTER 111 & 1v —Frere, after this inte-
view with Hetty, rushes out into the night, followed
at a distance by ﬁverett. who cannot understand the
cause of his agitation. Frere, on Salisbury Plain,

‘meets Awdrey, and a quarrel ensues between them.
They fight, and Awdrey prods Frere throught the
eye with a short stick which he carries, and which
he afterwards buries when he finds that Frere is
dead. He reaches home and finds & note waiting for
him inviting him to a morning picnic on Salisbury
‘Plain to join a youung lady, Margaret Douglas, whom
he much admires. He retires to rest, and next
morning awakes with his memory a blank with
regard to his encounter with Frere—the curse ot his
race has come upon him. He joins in the picnic, snd
chats about his knowledge o1 Frere and Hatty, and

‘wonders if the charge made against Everett, who
has been accused of the murder, will be sustained.
At he conclusion o! the picmec he declares his love
or Margaret, and is accepted.

CriarvER V. & VI.—A witness of the terrible
deed was Hetty Armitage, who sugges s the facts to
.Awdray, but, his mind a perfect biavk, he remem-
bers nothing of the circumstances of the case, and
has an idea that Everett and not himse:fis the mur.
derer. Hetty, terr bly afflicted, confides what she
.has seen to her aunt under a promise of secrecy.

CHAPTER VII.

‘Sit down, Hetty, and keep vourself
‘quiet,’ said Mrs. Armitage.

Her manner hid completely changed. A
'stealthy, tearful look crept into her face
She went on tiptoe to t-e door to assure
herself over egain that it was locked. She
then approached the window, shut it,
fistened it and drew a heavy moreen cur-
itain across it.

‘When one has secrets,’ she siid, ‘it is
'best to be certain there sre no cave-drop-
pers anywhere.’

She then lit a candle and placed it on
the centre of the little table.

Haviog done this, she seated herself—
she didn’c care to look at Hetty. She felt
as if in a sort of way she bad committed
the murder herselt. The knowledge of the
truth impressed her so deeply that she did
not care to encounter any eyes for a few
minutes.

‘Aunt Fanny, why don’t you speak to me?’
asked the girl at last.

‘You are quite sure, child, that you have
told me the truth? said Mrs. Armitage
then.

‘Yes—it is the trath—is it likely that I
could invent anything so fearful

*No, it ain't likely,” replied the elder
woman, ‘but I don't intend to tiust just to
the mere word of a slip of a giddy girl like.
you. You must swear it—is there a bible
in the room ?

‘Oh don’t Aunt, I wish you wouldn’t.’

*Stop that silly whininz of yours, Hetty ;
what do your wishes matters one way or the
other? It you've told me tte truth an awtul
thing has happened, but I won't stir in the
matter until I know it's gospel truth. Yes,
there’s yours Testament—the Testament
will do. Now, Hetty Armitage, hold this
book in your hand, and say before God in
heaven that you saw Mr. Rebert Awdrey
kill Mr. Hoarce Frere. Kiss the book, and
tell the truth if you don’t want to lose your
soul.’

Hetty trembled from head to foot. Her
nature was impassionable—the hour—the
terrible excitement she had just lived
through—the solemn, frightened expression
of her aunt’s face, irritated her nerves to
the last extent. She hid the utmost d:.fil-
culty in keeping herself from scraeming
aloud.

‘What do you want me to do?' she said,
holding the testam:nt between ker limp
fingers.

*Say these words : ‘I, Hetty Armitage,
saw Mr. Robe:t Awdrey kill Mr. Hoarce
Frere on Salisbury Piain last night. This
is the trutb, so help me God.”’

‘I, Hetty Armitage, saw Mr. Robert
Awdrey kiﬁ Mr. Horace Frere on Salisbury
Plain last night. This is the truth, so help
me God.’ repeated Hetty, in a mzchznical
voiee.

*Kiss the book now, child,’ said the aunt.

Iletty raised it to her lips.

‘Give me the testament.’

Mrs. Armitage took i* in her hands.

‘Aunt Fanny, what in the world do you
mean to do now P’ said the girl.

*You are witness, Hetty ; you are wit-
ness to what 1 mean to do. It is all for the
sake of the family. What are poor folk,
like us and our consciences, and our secretss
compared to the family ? This book bas not
done its work yet. Now I am going to take
an oath on the testament. ‘I, Frances
Armitage, swear by the God above, and
the bible He has given us, that I will never
tell t> mortal man the truth about this
murder.’

Mrs. Armitage finished her words by
pressing the Testament to her lips.

‘Now you swear,’ she said, giving the
book back again to her niece.

Hetty did so. Her voice came out in
broken sobs. Mrs. Armitage replaced the
Testament on the top shelf of He'ty’s lit-
tle bookcase.

‘There, she said, wiping her brow, ‘that’s
done. Yousaw the murder committed;
you and I bave swora that we'll never tell
what we know. We needn’t talk ot it any
more. Another man will swing for it.
.ot him swing. Heis a nice f:llow, too.
He showed me the ptotograph of his moth-
¢t one day. She bad white hair and eyes
like his ; she looked like a lady every inch
of her. Mr. Everett sid ‘I am her only
child, Mrs. Armitage ; I'm a'l she bas got.
He had a pleasant smile—wonderful, and
a good face. Poor lad, if it wasn’t the
Family I had to be true to I wouldn’t let
him swing. They say down:tairs that the
circumstantial evidence is black against
him.’

‘Perhaps, aiter all, they cannot convict
him, Aunt.’

‘What do you know about it ? I say they

cin and will ; but don’t let us talk of it
any more. The onething you and I have
to do is to be t ue to the Family. There’s
not a second thought to be given to the
matter. St down, Hetty ; don't kee
hovering about like that. I thiok I ba
better send you away from home ; only I
forgot, you are sure to be called upon as
witness. You must see that your face
doesn’t betray you when you're cross-ex-
amined.’

‘No, it won’t’ siid the girl. ‘I'v: got
you to belp me now. I can talk about it
sometimes, and it won't lie so heavily on
my heart. Aunt Fanny, do you really
think Mr. Awdrey forgets P’

‘Do 1 think it? I know it. I don't
trouble to think about what I know. It's in
their blood. I tell you. The things thay
ought to remember are wiped out ot their
brairs as clean as it you washed a slate
sfter us‘ng it. My mother was cook in the
Family, and her mother and her mother
betore her again. We are Perrys, and the
Perrys had always a turn for cooking.
We've cooked the dinner up at the Court
for close on a hundred years. Don't you
soppose I know their ways by this time ?
Oh, I could tell you of fearful things
There bave been dark deeds done before
now and th: men who did tkem bad no
more memory of their own sin than if they
were babies of a month old. There was a
Squire—two generations back he was—
my grandmother knew him—and he had a
son. The mother was—! but ttere ! where’s
the use of going into that? The mother
died raving m1d and the Squire knew no
more what he hid done than the babe un-
born. Folks call it the curse of God. It's
an aw'ul doom, and it always comes on
just as it has fallen on the young Squire.
There, comes a fit of passion—a desperate
deed is done or a desperate sorrow is met,
and all is blank. They wither up after-
wards just as if the drought was inthem.
He'll disd young the young Squire will,
just like his torefather. What's the gcod
of crying Hetty ? Crying won't save him
—he’ll die young. Blood for blood. God
will reqire that young man’s blood at his
bacds. He can’t escape—it’s in his race;
but at least he shan’t bang for it—it you
and I can keep him from the gallows.
Hetty, put your hand in mine and tell me
all over again what you saw.’

“] can't bear to go over it again, Aunt
Faony—it seems burnt into me like fire
I can think of nothing else—I can think of
no tace but Mr. Awdrey's —I can only re-
membter the look on his face when he bent
over the man be had killed. 1 saw his face
just for a minute by the light of the match,
and I never could have bzlieved that human
face could have looked like that before. It
wss oid—like the face of an old man. But
I met him this evening, Aunt Fanny, and
he bad forgotten all about it and he was
jolly and happy, and they say he was seen
with Miss Douglas to day. The family
had a picnic on tke Plain, and Miss Doug-
las was there, with her uncle, Sir John
Quthbert, and there were & lot of other
young ladies. Mr. Awdrey went back to
Cuthbertetone with Miss Douglas. [t was
when he was returning to the Court I met
him, All the world snows he worsbips the
ground she walks ou. I suppose bke'll
marry her by and bye, Aunt—he seemed
so happy and contented to-night.’

“I suppose he will marry her, child—
that is the best thing that could bappen to
him, ¢nd she’ss mice yound lady and his
equal in other ways. He happy, did you
say? Maybe be is for a bit, buthe'sa
gone man for all that—notbing, or no one
can keep the doom ot his house from him.
What are you tque zing my hani for
Hetty ?’

“] can’t bear to think of the Squire
marrying Miss Douglas.’

«Stuff and nonsente! What is the
Squire to you, except as one of the tamily.
You'd better mind your station, Hetty, and
leave your betters to themselves. It you
don't you'll get into awful trouble some
day. ut now the nightis going on, and
we've got something to do, Tell me again
how the murder was done.’

*“The Squire ran at Mr. Frere, and the
point of his stick ran into Mr. Frere's eye.’

* What did he do with the stick ’

‘ He went to a copse of yonng alders and
thrust in into the middle. Oh, it's safe
enough.’

¢ Nothing of the kind—it isn’t safe at la).
How do you know they won't cut those ald-
ers down and find the stick? Mr. Robert’s
walking stick is well known—i* has a silver
plate upon it with his name. Years hence
people may coyme across that stick, and all
the country will know at cnze who it belong-
ed to. Come along Hetty—you and I have
our work to do.’

* What is that Aunt Faony ?’

¢ Befora the morning dawns we must bury
that stick where no one will find it.’

¢ Oh, Aunt, don’t ask me--1 can't go
back to the Plain again.’

* You can and must—I wouldn’t ask you,
but I couldn’c find the exact spot myself.
I'll go down first and hive & wo-d with
Armitage, ard then return to you.’

Mrs. Armitage softly unlocked the door
of her niece’s room, and going first to her
own bedrcom, washed her a:hen tace with
co'd water ; she then rubbed it bard with a
rough towel to take some of the tell-tale
expression out of it. Aftarwards she stole
softly down-stairs. Her husband was busy
in the taproom. She opened the door, and
called his name.

¢ Armitage, I want you a minute,”

¢ Mercy on us, I thought you were 1n
bed an hour ago, wife’ he said. Why you
do look bad, what'’s the matter P’

¢ It isn't ms, it's the child—she's hysteri-
cal. I've been having no end of a time with
her: I came down to say that 1'd sleep
with Hetty to-night. Good night, Armitage.

¢ Good night, *said the man. ‘I say,
wife, though,’ he called after her, ¢ see
that you are up in good time to-morrow.

‘Never fear,’ exclaimed Mrs. Armitage,

-as she ascended the creaking stairs. ‘I'll be

down and about at six.’
She re-entered her niece's bedroom and
locked the door.

‘How did you get out last night? she
asked.

“Through the window.’

‘Well, you're a nice one. Thisis not the
time to scold you however, and you and I
bave got to go out the same way now.
The 51 think we are in our bed—Ie¢t them

think it. Come, be guick—show me the
way out. It's a goodish step from here to
the Plain, we've not a minute to lose, and
not a soul must see us goiag or returning.’

Mrs. Armitage was nearly as slender and
active as ber meze. Sh2 accomplished the
dercent from the window without th.e l2ast
difliculty, and soon she and Hetty were
walking quickly in the direction of the
Plain—they kept well in the shadow of the
road, and did not meet a soul the entire
way. Dauring that walk neither woman
spoke a word to the other. Presently they
reached the Pia'n. Hetty trembled as she
st02d by the alder copse.

‘Keep your courage up,” whispered Mrs.
Armitage, ‘we must bury that stick where
no one can find it.

‘Don’t bury it, Aunt Fanny,’ wbiaperei
Hetty, ‘I bave thought of something—
there’s the pond half & mile away. Lc<t us
weight the stick with stones and throw it
into the pond.’

:Thnt’l a good thought, child, we’ll do
it.

CHAPTER VIII.

The village never forgot the week when
the young Squire came of age. During
that week many important things bappened.
The usual festiviti2s were arranged to take
place on Monday, for on that day the
Squire completed his twenty-first year. On
the following Thuraday, Robert Awdrey was
to mirry M<rgaret Dovglas, and between
these two days, pamely on Tuesday or
Wednesdsy, Frank Everctt was to be tried
for the murder of Horace Frere at Salis-
bury. It will be easily believed, therefore,
that the excitement of the good folks all
ovir the couatry reached high water mark.
QQuite apart from his position, the young
Squire was much loved for bimself. He
was an interesting personality. Even if
this had not been so, the fact of his coming
of age, and the a'most more interesting
fact of his marriage, would fill all who
knew him with a lively sense of pleasure.
The public geze would be naturally turoed
full upon this young man. But great as
was the interest which all who knew him
took in Awdrey, it was nothing to that
which was felt with regard to a man who
was a stranger in the county, but whose
awful fate now filled all bear:s and minds.
The strongest circumstantial evidence was
against Frank Everett, but beyond cir-
cumstantial evidence there was nothing but
good to be known ol this young man. He

ad lived in the past, as far as all could
tell, an immaculate life. He was the only
son of a widowed mother. Mrs Everett
bad taken lodgings in Salisbury, and was
awsiting the issue of the trial with feelings
which none could fathom.

As the week of her wedding approached
Margaret Douglas showed none of the
bappy expec'ancy of a bride. Her face
began to assume a wo:n and anxious ex-
pression. She could bardly tbink of any-
thing except the coming trial. A few days
before the wedding she earnestly begged
her lover to postpone the ceremony for a
short time.

‘I coonot account for my sensations,
Robert,” she said. ‘The sbadow of this
awful tragedy seems to shut away the sun-
shine from me. You cannot, of conrse,
help coming of age on Monday, but surely
there is nothing unreasonable in my asking
tc bave the wedding pos*poned for a week.
I will own that I am superstitious—I come
of a superstitious race—my gracdmother
bad the gift of second sight—perbaps I in-
herit it also, I cannot say. Do yeild to me
in tke matter, Bobert. Do postpone the
wedding.’

Awdrey stood close to Margaret. She
looked anxiously into his eyes; they met
bers with a curious expression of irritation
in them. Tte young Squire was pale;
there were fretful lines round his mouth.

‘I told you before,’ he said, ‘thit I am
affected with a strange and unaccountable
apathy with regard to this terrible murder.
I try with all my might to get up sympathy
for that poor unfortunate Everett. Try as
I may, however, I utterly fail to feel even
pity for him. Margaret, 1 would confess
this to no one in the world but yourself.
Everett 1s pothing to me—you are every-
thing. Why shou'd I postpone my happi-
ness on Everett's account ?’

*You are not well, dearest,” said Mar-
garet, looking at him anxiously.

‘Yes, I am, Maggie,” he replied. *‘You
must not make me fancifal. never felt
better in my lite, except——' Here he
pressed his hand to his brow.

‘Except ?" she repeated.

*Notbing really—I have a curious sensa-
tion of numbness in the back of my head.
I should think nothing at all about 1t but for
the fact—'

Here be paused, and looked ahead of
him steadily. :

‘But tor what fact, Robert ?’

*You must have heard—it must have
been whispered to you—everyone all over
the country knows that sometimes—some-
times, Maggie, queer things happen to men
of our house.’

*Ot course, I have heard of what you al-
lude to,’ she answered brightly. ‘Do you
think I mind ? Do you think I believe in the
tbing ? Not 1. I am not superstitious in that
way. So you, dear old fellow, are imagining
that you are to be one of the victims of that
dreadful old curse. Rest assured that you
will be nothing of the kind. 1 have a ccusin
—he is in the medical profession—you shall
know him wh:n we go to London. I spoke
to Dr. Rumsey once about this curious
phase in your family bistory. He said it
was cavsed by an extraordinary state of
nerves, and that the resolute power of will
was needed to overcome it Dr. Rumsey is
a very interesting man, Robert. He be-
lieved in heredity ; who does not? but be
also firmly believes that the power of will,
rightly ex¢rcised, can be more powerful
than beredity. Now, I don’t mean you to
be a victim to that old family failing, so
please banish the thought from your mind
once and ever.

Awdrey smiled at her.

*You checr me,” he said. ‘I am a lucky
man to bave found such a woman as you to
be my wite. You will help to brinz for-
ward all that is best in me. Margaret, I
fee! that through you I shall conquer the
cursa which lies in my blood.’

“There is no curse, Robert. When your

andfather married a strong-minded

cotch wife, the curs: was completely
arrested—the spell removed.’

‘Yes,” said Awdrey, ‘of course you are
perfectly right. My father has never

—
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suffered from a trace of the family malady,
and as for me, I didn’t know what nervous-
ness meant until within the last month. I
certainly have suffered from a stupid lapse
of memory durirg the last month.’

‘We all forgec things at times,’ said
Margaret. ‘What is it that worries you ?’

*Something so trifling that you willlaugh
when I tell you. You know my favourite
stick ?’

‘Of courae
used it lately.’

‘I have not. It is lost. I have looked for
it high and low, and racked my memory in
vain to know where I could have put 1t.
When last I remember using it, I was talk-

By the way, you have not

ing to that unfortunate young Frerein the |,

underwood. I wish I could find it—not
for the sake of the stick, but because,
under my circumstances, I don’t want to
forget things.’

‘Well, everyone forg:ts things at times
—you will remember where you have put
the stick when {ou are not thinking of it.’

‘Quite true; I with it dida’t worry me,
bowever, You know that poor Frere met
his death in the most extraordiuary man-
ner. The man who killed him ran his walk-
ing stick into his eye. The doctors say that
the ferrule of the stick entered the brain,
causing instanteous death. Everett carried
a stick, but the ferrule wasa little larger
for the siz2 of the wound made. Now my
stick y

‘Raally, Robert, I won't listen to you
for another moment,’ exclaimed Margaret.
*The next thlng you will do is to assure
me that yonr stick was the weapon which
caused the murder.’

‘No,’ he replied, with a spasm of queer
pain. ‘Of course, Maggie, there is nothing
wrong,only with our peculiaridiosyncrases,
small Japses of memory make one anxious.
I should be bappy if I could find the stick,
and bappier still if this numbness would
leave the back of my head. But your sweet
society will soon put me right.’

‘I m-an it to,” she replied, in her firm
way.

‘You will marry me, dearest, on the
twenty-fourth ?’ BUE

‘Yes.’ she answered, ‘you are firat, first
of all. I will put aside my superstition—
the wedding shall not be postponed.’

‘Thank you a thousand times—how
happy you make me.’

Awdrey went home in the highest spirits.

The auspicious week dawned. The young
Squire’s coming of age went off without a
flaw. The day was a perfect one in August.
All the tenants assembled at the Court to
welcom3 Awdrey to his majority. IHis
modest and graceful speech was applauded
on all sides. He never looked better than
when he stood on a raised platform and
addressed the tenants who bad known him
from his babyhood. Some day he was to
be their landlord. In Wiltshire the tie be-
tween landlord and tenantis very s'rong.
The spirit of the feudal times still in a
measur2 pervades this part of the country.
The cheers which followed Awdrey’s speech
rose high on the evening air. Immediate-
ly afterwards there was supper on the
lawn, followed by a dance. Amongt those
assembled, however, might have been seen
two anxious faces—one of them belonged
to Mrs Armitage. Sh: bad been a young-
looking woman for her years, until after
the night of the murder—row she looked
old, her bair was sprinkled with gray, her
face bad deep lines in it, there was a touch
of irritation also in her maoner. She and
Hetty kept close together. Somstimes her
hand clutched hold of tha hand of her niece
ani gave it a hard pressure. Hetty’s little
band trembled, and her whole frame (uiv-
ered with almcst uncontrollable agony
when Mrs. Armitage did this. All the gay
scene was ghastly mockery to poor Hetty.
Her distress, her wasted appearance, could
not but draw general attention to her. The
little girl, however, had never looked more
beautitul nor lovely. She was observed by
many peopie ; strangers pointed her out to
one another.

‘Do you see that litle girl with the
beautiful face P’ they said. ‘It was on her
account that the tragedy took place.’

Presently the young Sqaire came down
and asked Mrs. Armitage to open the ball
with him.

‘You 4o me great honor, sir,” she said.
She hesitated, then placed her hand on his
arm.

As he led her away, his eyes met those
ot Hetty.

‘T'll give you a dance later on,” he said,
nodding carelessly to the young girl.

She blushed and pressed her bhand to
her Leart.

There wasn't a village lad in the entire
astembly who would not have given a year
of his life to dance even onees wi'h beauti-
ful little Hetty, but she declined all the
village boys’ attentions that evening.

‘She wasn't in the hvmour to dance,

she sail. ‘Ob, yes, of course, she would
dance with the Squire if be asked her, but
she would not bestow her favors upon any-
one else.” Sh2 sat down presently in a
secluded corner. Her eyes followed Aw-
drey wherever ke went. By and by Mar-
giret Douglas noticed her. There was
something about the childish sad fece
which drew out the compassion of Mar-
garet’s large heart. She went quickly
across the lawn to speak to her.

‘Good evening Hetty,’ she said, ‘1 hope
you are well ?’

Hetty stood up ; she began to tremble.

‘Yes, Miss Douglas, 1 am quite well,’
she answered.

‘You don,t look well,” said Margaret.
*Why are you not dancing ?’

‘I baven’'t the heart to dance,’ said Hetty,
turning suddenly away. Iler eyes brim-
med with suiden tears.

‘Poor little girl ! how could I be so
thoughtless as to suppose she would care
to dance,” thought Margaret. ‘All her
thoughts must be occupied with this terrible
trial—Robert told me that she would be
the principal witness, Poor little thing !’

Margaret stretched out her hand impul-
sively and grasped Hetty's.

‘I feel tor you—I quite understand you,’
she said. Her vcice trembled with deep
and full sympathy. ‘I see that you are
suffering a great deal, but you will be bet-
ter alterwards—you ought to go away
afterwards—you will want change.’

‘I would rather stay at home, please,
Miss Douglas.’

‘Well, I won’t worry you. Here is Mr.
Awdrey. You havenot danczd once, Het-
ty. Would you not like to bave a dance
with the Squire, just for luck? Yes, I see
you would. Robert, come here.’

‘What is it?" asked Awdrey. ‘O, is
that you, Hetty ? I bave not forgotten our
dance.’

‘Dance with her now, Robert,’ said Mar-
aret. ‘There isa waltz juste triking up—
will meet you presently on the terrace.’

Margaret crossed the lawn, and Awdrey
gave his arm to Hetty. She turned her
large eyes upon him for a moment, her lips
trembled, she placed her hand on his arm.

‘Yes, I will dance with him once,’ she
said to herself. ‘It will please me—Iam
doing a great deal for him, and it will
ctrengthen me—to have this pleasure. Oh
I hope, I do hope I'll be brave and silent,
and not let the awful pain at my heart get
the better of me. Please, God, help me
to be true to Mr. Robert.’

¢ Come, Hetty, why won't you talk ?
said the Squire ; he gave gave her a kindly
yet caieless glance.

They began to wal(z, but Hetty had soon
to pause for want of breath.

* You are not well,’ said Awdrey; ¢ let
me lead you out of the crowd.  Here, let
us sit the dance out under this tree: now
you are better, are you not ?”

*You, sir; oh, yes, Mr. Robert, I am
much better now.” She panted as she
spoke,

* How pale you are,” said Awdrey, ‘and
you used to be such a blooming, rosy, little
thing. Well, never mind. * he added basti-
ly. ‘I ought not to torget that you have
a good deal to worry you just now. You
must try to keep up your couraga. All
you have to do to-morrow wken yon go into
court is to tell the entire and exact truth.’

‘You don’t m2an me to do that, you
can't.’ said Hetty. She opened ber eyes
and gave a wild s’artled glance. The next
moment her whole face was covered with
confusion. ‘Oh, what have I siid?’ sh»
cried, in consternation, ‘Ol course I will
tell the exact and perfect trath.’

¢ Of course, ’ ssid Awdney, surprised at
her manner. ¢ You'll be under oath, re-
member. * He stood up as he spoke.
‘ Now let me take you to your aunt.’

* One moment first, Mr Robert ; I'd like
to ask you a question.’

¢ Well, Hetty, what isit ?’ said the young
man, kindly. ;

Hetty raised her eyes for a moment, then
she lowerod them. :

‘I’s a very awful thing, the kind of thing
that God's doesn’t forgive,” she said in a
whisper, ‘for— for a girl to tell a lie when
she'’s under oath.’

‘It is perjury,’ said Awdrey, in & sharp,
short vo:ce. ‘Why should you worry your

head about such a matter

‘Of course not, sir, only I'd hke to know
I hope you'll be viry bappy with your good
lady, Mr. Awdrey, when you're married.
I think I'll go home now, sir. I'm not

uite well, and it makes me giddy to
ance. I wish you a happy life, sir, and—

and Miss Douglas the same. If you see
Aunt Fanny, Mr. Robert, will you tell her
that I've gone home ?’

“Yes, to be sure I will. Good-bye, Hetty
Here, shake hands, won’t you? God bless
you, httle girl. 1 hope you will soon be

Hetty crept slowly away ; she looked like
a little grey shadow as she retarned to the
village, passing silently through *he lovely
gardens and all the sweet summer world.

Beautiful as she was, shs was out of keep-
ing with the summer and the time of gaiely.

Against Awdrey’s wish Margaret insisted

on being present during the first day ot the
trial. KEverett's trial would in all probabi-
lity occupy the whcle of two days Awdrey
was to appear in court 88 ‘wite
ness. His evidence and {bat of Heatty
Armitage and the jypouror who had seen
Krere running across 1 * J'ain. would prob-
ably sum up the case against the prison-
er. l_letty 8 evidence, however was the
most important of all. Some of the neigh-
bours rard that Hetty would never have
strength to go through the trial But when
the little creature stepped into the witness
box, there was no perceptible want of en-
ergy about her—her cheeks were pink with
the colour of excitement, her lovely eyes
sbone brightly. She zave her testimony i
a clear, penetrating, slightly defisnt voice.
That voice of hers never once faltered.
Her eyes full of de'perate courige were
fixed firmly on the face of the solicitor who
examined ter. Even the terrible ordeal of
cross-examination was borne without flinch-
ing ; nor did Hetty once commit herself, or
contradict her own evidence. At the end
of the cross-¢xamination, bowever, she
famted off. It was noticcd afterwards by
eye witnesses that Hetty's whole evidence
bad been given wi'h her tace slightly turncd
away from that of the accured man. It
was after she bad inadvertently met bis
eyes that she turncd whita to the very lips,
and fell down fainting in the witcess box.
She was carried away immediately, and
murmurs of sympsthy followed her as she
was taken out of the court. Hetty was un-
doubtedly the heroine of the occasion. Her
remarkable beauty, her modes'y, the ring
of truth which seemed to pervade all her
unwilling worde, told fatally sgainst poor
Everett.

She was obliged to return to the court on
the second day, but Margiret did not go
to Salisbury on that cccasion. After the
first day of the trial Margaret spent a sleep-
less pight. She was cn the eve of her own
wedding, but she could not think ot noth
ing but Everett and Everett's mother. Mrs-
Everctt was present at the trial. Ste
wore & widow’s dress and her veil was down
but once or twice she raised it and looked
at her son, the son also glanced at his
mother. Margaret had seen these glances,
and they wrung her heart to its depths.
She felt that she cou'd not be in Court
when the verdict was given. She was so
excited with regard to the issue of the trial
that she gave no attention to those minor
matters which usuall occupy the minds of
young brides.

‘It doesn’t matter,’ the said to her maid ;
‘pack anything you fancy into my travel-
ling trunk. Oh, yes, t at dress will do.
What batsdid yousay? Any hats, I don't
care. I'm going to Grandcourt now,
there may be news from Salisbury.’

‘Thay say, Miss Douglas, that the Court
won't rise until late tonight. The jury are
sure to takea long time to consider the
case.’

‘Well, I'm going to Grandcourt now.
Mr. Awdrey may bave returncd. I shall
hear the Jatest news.’

Margaret arrived at the Court just before
dinner. Her future sister-in-law, Anne
and Dorothy, ran out on the lawn to meet
her.

*“Oh, how white and tired you look !

“I am not a bit tired ; you know I am
always pale,. Dorothy, his any news come
yet from Salisbury ?’

“Nothing special,” replied Dorothy.
“The groom bas come back to tell us that
we are not to wait dinner for either father
or Robert. You will come into the house
now, won't you Margaret?’
““No, I'd rather stay out here.
want any dinuer.’

“Nor do I. I will stay with you,’ said
Dorothy.

“Isn’t there a lovely view from hire?
I love this part of the grounds better than
any o‘her spot. You can just geta pcep
of the Cathedral to the right, and the Plain
to the left.’

“I hate the Plain,’ said Margaret, with a
shiver. ‘I wish Grandcourt diint lie so
near it.’

Dorotby Awdrey raised Ler
brows in surprise.

““Why, the Plain is the charm of Grand-
court,’ she exclaimed. *‘Surely, Margaret,
you are not going to get nervous and fanci-
ful, just because a murder was committed
on the Plain.’

“Oh, no.” Margaret started to her feet.
*‘Excuse me Dorothy, I see Robert com-
ing up the Avenue.’

,80 he is. Stay where you are, and I'll
ran and get the news.’

‘No, please let me go.’

‘Margaret, you are ill.’

‘I am all right,’ replied Margaret.

She ran swiftly down the aveaue.

Awdrey saw Le-, and stoppad until she
came up to him. ;

‘Well P’ she asked breathlessly.

He put both his hands on her shoulde¢rs,
and looked steadily into h:r eves.

*The verdict.’ she said. ‘Quick, the ver-
diet.’

‘Guilty, Maggie ; but they have strongly
recommended him to mercy. Maggie,
Maggie, my darling, what is it P

She flang her arms round his neck, and
hid her trembling face against his breast.

‘I can’t kelp it,’ she said. ‘It is the eve
of our wedding day. Ob, I feel sick with
terror—sick with sorrow.’

(To be continued )
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Dear Sirs,—There is light in Asia after
all, and the man that advited me to try
your Heart and Nerve Pills was a friend in-
deed and truly a friend in need. Before I
started to take them I was languid, weak,
s'eepless and nervous. My brain was be-
clouded and I could not collect my thoughts,
I had gone throu h an operation in the
hope ot relief but still remained generally
broken up, my appetite was gone and I was
almost without h pe or ambition.

Now I teel thoroughly rebuilt through
the use of Milburn's Heart and Nerve Pills,
and it took only three or focur weeks to do
the work.

I often think of the years of suffering I
I might have escaped bad I only known of
Milburn’s Heart and Nerve Pills in time;
but I am grateful to b2 restored to health
st last, and gladly recommend the medi-
cine that cured me.
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