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CHAPTER XXI1V.

Hetty left the room, leaving the dog be-
hind her—he u'tered a frighttul howl when
she ¢id so #nd followed her ss far as the
door, which she shut and lockcd; he
scratched at it to try and release himsell,
but Hetty took no notice—the was cruel
as regarded the cumb teast’s feer in her
own agony and terror.

She ran upstairs to her room, put on her
bat and jacket, and wint out. S!umbling
and trembling, she went along the road
until the reacted the summit of the bill
which ied straight down in a gentle slope
towards Grand:ourt. She was glad the
ground sloped downw.rds, for it was im-
portent ttat she should quicken Ler foot-
steps.in crder to sce the Squire with as
little delay as possible. She was quite ob-
livious of the lapse of time since ber last
visit, and hoped ke might still be in the
office. Sheresolved to try the cflice first.
If he were rot there she would go on to
the kouse—find him she must; nothing
should kcep ter from his presence to-night.

She presently reached Grandcourt, en-
tered the grounds by a side entrance, and
pursued her way tbrough tha darkn:ss.
The sky cverbead was cloudy, ncither moon
nor stars were visible. F:lterirg and 'al
ing sl¢ pressed forward, and by and-by
reaghgsl the neighbourhocd of the cffice.
She saw a light burnirg dimly tehind the
closed blicds—hcr heart bect with & sense
of thavk ‘ulness—she staggered up to the
dco, brusbing her dress again t it as ske
did so—she put up ker tand and knocked
feebly. The next instant the door was
opened to her—a map, a total stranger,
confronted her, but tehicd bim she saw
Awdrey. She tottered into the rcom.

The comparative light and warmth with-
in, after the darkness and chilly damp of
the spring evering, made her head reel
and her eyes at first could teke in no object
disticeily. She was conecious ol utteriug
excited words, thea she heard the door
shut bebind her. Ste looked around—she
was alone with the Sqnire. She ttaggered
up to him, and fell on her knees.

‘You mutt save me as I saved you long
ago,’ ste panted.

‘What isit ? Get up.
mean ?’ taid Awdrey.

,I mean, Squire—oh ! I mean I wanted
to come to you today, but Vincert,’—'Ler
voice faltered— Vincert wiere mad wr
jealousy. He thcught that I ought not to
sce you, Squire; he had got summat in his
brain, and it made him mad. He thought
that, perbaps, long ago—Squire, I loved
you—long age. I'm not ateared to say
gnything tonight, the truth will be out to-
night—I loved you long ago, I love you
still ; yes, yes, w.th all my heart, with all
my heart. Younever caielnothin’ for me
I know that well. You never did me a
wrong in thought nor in deed, [ know that
well also ; but to me you were as a God,
and I leved you, I love you still, and Vin-
cent, my husbatd, I e must have seen it in
my face ; but you did me no wrong—never,
in word nor in dced- only I loved you-—
and I love you still.’

‘You must be mad,” said Awlrey.
‘Why have you come Lereto say such
words ? Get up ¢t once ; your words and
your ac'ions distress me much. Get up,
Hetty ; try to compose yourself.’

‘What I have come to say had best be
said kneeling,’ replied Hetty , ‘it eaces the
awlul pain in my side to kreel. Letme ke,
Squire; Let me kneel up against your
father’s desk. Ah! that’s better. 1t is
my keart—I think it is breke ; anyhow it
beats awfu', and the pain is aw/ul’

‘If you have come fer any other reazson
than to say the words you have just said,
say them and go,’ replied Awcrey.

Hetty glanced up at him. His face was
hard, she thougnt it looked cruei, she
shivered from bead fo fcot. Was it for
this man she bhad s:crificed her life ? Then
the awful sigpificance of ker errand came
over her, and she proceeded to speak.

‘Vincent raw the truth in my face,’ she

What do you

continued ‘he was mad wi’ j2alovsy, and he

said that I worn’t to come and see yer.
He heard me speak to yer last might, he
heard me say it 1s a watter ct life and death
and he wor mad. IHe seid I worn't to
come ; but I wor mad too, made to come,
and I thought I would ge¢t over him by
guile. Iput summat in his stout, and he
drank it—sum’mat, I don't know the pame,
but I had often taken it myself and it al-
ways mace me a sight better, and I gave
it to ’im in bis stout and he drank it, and

en he slept. He lay down on the settle
in the kicchen, and he went cff into a deep
sleep. When he slept real sound I stole
away ard [ come to you. I saw you this
evenicg and Iyou spcke to me and I spoke
to you, and I begged of you to keep our
secret, and I thought f;erhtpu ycu would,
and I come away feelin’ tetter. I went
back ’ome, and the place was quiet, and I
gotinto the kitchen. Vincent was lying
on the settle sound asleep. I thought
nought o his sleepin’ only to be glad, for
I knew he could never have missed me. I
made his supper for him, and built up the
fire, and I lit the lamps in the house, and
I 2& off my outdoor things. The dog
hewled, but I took no notice. Precently I
went up to Vincent, and I shook ’im—I
shook ‘im “ard, but he did not wake, I took
his hand in mine, it wor cold asice; I lis-
tened for his breath, there wor none.
Squire,’ said Hetty, rising now to her teet,
‘my man wor’ dead ; Squire, I have killed
'im, just the same as you killed the man on
Salisbury Plain six Jeus #go. My hus-
band is cead, and I have killed him.
Squire, you must save me as I saved you.’

‘How can I save you P’ atked Awdrey.
His voice had completely &ltered now.
In the presence of the real trsgady,
all the berdness left it. Hesank mnto a
chair near Hetty’s side, he even tovk one
of her {rembling h:nds in hie.

‘How am I to help ycu, you poor soul ?*
he raid again,

‘You must prove an aliti—that is the
word. You must say, ‘Hetty wor wi’ me,
she could not have killed her mar,’ you

must say that; you must te!l all the world
ttat you and me wis together he e.’

‘I will do tettcr than that,’ s id Awdrey

‘What do you mean?’ Hetty started
back and gezed at him with an quecr mi:.-
ture of hope and terror in her face. ‘Bct-
ter—but tlere ain't no bctler,’ she cried,
‘If you don’t tell the simple truth I shall
be hanged ; henged by the neck until I
die—I, who saved you at the risk of my
own soul nearly six years gone.’

‘I will not let you be banged,’ said Aw-
drey, rising. ‘Get up, Hetty; do not
koeel to me. You do not quite know
what you ! ave done for me tc-night. Sit on
thit chair—compose yourselt—try to be
calm. Hetty, you just came in the nick of
time. (od acd the devil were hghting for
my scul. In spite of all the devil's cfforts
God was get'ing the better of me, and I—
I ¢id not waut him to get tke b st. 1
wanted the devil to help me, and, Hetty,
I ¢ven prayed to him that he might come
and help me. When I saw you ccming
into the room I thought at first that my
prayer was answered. 1 teemed to sece
the dcvil on your fice. Now I see diff.r-
ently—your presence has lifted a great
cloud from betore my wind—I s.e distinct-
ly, almcst as ditticetly ¢s if I were in hell
itcelf, the awful consequences which must
grise from wrong-dciog. Hetty, I have
msade up my mind ; you, ot all pecple, have
been the mnost powerfal advocate on the
side of God to-rigtt. We will both do
the right, chi'd—we will both of us contess
the simple truth.”

‘No, Squire, no; they will kill me, they

will kil me, if you do not help me in the |
cnly way you can help me—you are
s'ronger than me, Squire—do not lead me |

to my death.’

‘They will not kill you, but you must tell
the whole truth as I will tell the truth. It
can be proved that you gave the psison to
your busband with no intent to kill —that
matter can be arranged. Come withme,
Het'y, row—let us come together. If you
falter I will strengthen you—if I falter you
will etrengthen me. We will go toge ther at
once and tell—tell what you taw and what
I did renly six vears ago.’

*What you did on Salisbury P’lain®* she
acked.

*Yes, the time Ikiled Frere.

‘Never, ncver,’ she answered; th2 fell
flat ¢n Ler face on the floor.

Awdrey tried to raice Ler up.

‘Come,’ ke said, ‘I bave looked into the
very heart ot evil, and I cannot live 'n its
awful presence—whatever the consequences
we must both tell the truth—and we will
do it together ; come &t once.’

“I'hey will hang you until you die,” said
Hetty. She shuddered as the lay prore on
the ground.

‘No mattcr=notking could happin so
bad as shuiting away the face of God. I
will tcll al!, and vou must tell all. No
more lies for either of us. We will save
our souls even it our bodies die.’

‘The piin—the ptin inmy sice,” moaned
Hetty.

‘it will be better after we havegone
through whsat is before us. Come, I will
take your hand.’

She gave it timidly ; the Squires’ firgers
closed cver it.

‘Where are we to go? she asked.
‘Where are you taking me ?’

‘Come withme. I will speak. Presently
it will be your turn—alter they know all,
all the worst, it will be your turn to speak.’

‘Who are to know a'l, Squire

‘My wife, my sisters, Mrs. Lverett, my
friends.’

‘Oh, God, God, why was I ever born!
moaned Hetty.

‘You will feel better afterwards,” said
Awdrey. *Try and remember that in the
awful struggle and crdeal of the next few
minutes your toul and m:ne will be born
again—our souls wi'l be saved from the
power of evil. Be brave, Hetty. You
told me to-night that ycu loved me—prove
the greatness of your love by Lelping me to
save my own soul and yours.’

‘I wonder it this is true,” said Hetty.
*You s:em to lift me out of myself.” She
spoke in a sort of dull wonder.

‘It is all true—it is right—it is the only
thing ; come at once.’

She did not say any more, nor make the
leasg resistance. They left the office tc-
ig{ether. They entered the hall side by tide.

etty looked pale ard untidy ; her hair fell
pertly down her back ; ttere were undried
tears on her cheeks ; her eyes bad a wild
and startled gleam in them ; the Squire was
also deadly pale, but he was quiet and
posed. The fierce struggle which had
rearly rent his soul in two was completely
over at that moment. In the calm there
was also peace, and the peace had settled
on his face.

Mrs. Henessey was standing in the wide
ectrance hall. She started when she saw her
brother ; then she glanced at Hetty, then
she looked again at the Squire.

‘Why, Rogert !" she #aid, ‘Robert

There was an expression about Hetty’s
face and about Awdrey’s face which silenced
and frightened Ler.

‘What is it?’ she said in a low voice,
‘what is wrong ?’

‘Where are the others?” asked the
Squire.‘I want to seethem all iw mediately.’

‘They are in the front drawing-room—

aret, Dr. Rumsey, Dorothy, my hus-
band and Dorothy’s, and Margaret's uncle,
Mr. Cuthbert.’

‘I am glad he is there ; we shall want a
magistrate, said Awdrey.

‘A magistra‘e! What is the matter ?’

‘You will know in a moment, Anne. Did
you ssy Rumsey was in the drawing-room?’

‘Yes ; they are all there. Margaret is
pluyinq the Moonlight Sonata—you hear
it, don’t you tkrough the closed doors—
she plays to mournfully that I ran away—I
hate music that affects me to tears.’

Awdrey bent down and said a word to
Hetty ; then he looked at his aist: r.

‘I am going into the drawing-room and
Hetty Vincent will come with me,” he said.

‘I used to know you as Hetly Armi‘age,’
said Anne. ‘How are you, Hetty ¥’

‘She is not well,’ answered Awdrey for
ber, ‘bnt she will tell you presently. Come
nto the drawing-room, too, Anne ; I should
like you to be present.’

‘I cannot understand this,’ said Anne.
She ran on first and opened the great told.
ing doors—she entered the big room, her
face abl z2 with excitement and wonder—
behind her came Awdrey bolding Hetty's
hand. There was an expression on the
Squire's f.ca which arrested the attention
ot everyore. Mr. Cuthbert, who had not
seen him since his return home, ro:e eager-
ly from tte decep arm-chair into which he
bad sunk, intending to give him a bearty
welcome, but when he had advanced in the
Squire’s direction a step or two, he paused
— he seemed to see by a sort of intuition
that the moment for ordinary civili'ies was
not then. Margaret left her seat by the
pigno &nd came into the centre of the room.

Her busband's eycs seemed to motion
her back - her uncle wert up to her and
put his hand on her shou'der; he did not
know what he expeced, nor did Margaret,
but each felt with an electric thrill of sym-
pathy that a revelation ¢t no ordinary
nature was about to be made.

Sii.lkolding Hetty's l and, Awdrey came
into the great space in front of the fire ; he
was about to rpeak when Rumsey hurried
forward.

‘Ouse moment,” be siid. ‘This young
woman is very ill; will some one fetch
brandy?’ He took Hetty's slight wrist be-
tween his ﬁn%er and thumb, and felt the
flattering pul:e.

Apne rushed away to get ths birandy.
TtLe doctor mixed a emall cose, and made
Hetty swallow it. The stimulant brought
bick a faint color to her cheeks, and her
tyes looked lees dull end dezed.

‘I bave come into this room tonight with
Hetty Vincent, who used to be Heity Arm-
iage, to make a very remarkable statc-
ment,’ said Awdrey.

Rumeey backcd a few ateps. He tktought
to himseli-——*We shall get now to the
mystery. He has made his m™nd on tle
side of the good—b ave fcllow ! Wh:t can
all this mean ? What is the matter with the
pretty girl? She looks as it she were dy-
ing. What can be the connection between
them ¥’

‘Wktat can be the connection b:tween
them ?'was also the thought in the mind of
every spectetor. Marg.ret shared it, as
ber uncle’s band rested a little heavier
moment by moment on her slizht shoulder.
Squire Cuthbert was swearing heavily
under h's breath. The sisters and their
husbands stood iu th: background prepar-
ed tor any ‘denouncement’—-all was quiet-
ness and expectancy. Mrs. Everett, who
up to the present instant had taken no part
in tLe extraorlinary scene, burr'el now to
the front.

,Squire,’ she said, ‘I do nct know whit
you ere going to say but I can guess. In
advance, let me thank you from my heart;
a premcnition seizes me that the moment
of my son’s rele:se isat hand. You have
got this young woman to reveal her secret ?’

‘Her secret is mine,” said Awdrey.

Squire Cu hbert swore aloud.

‘Just wait cne moment before you say
avything.’ s.id Awdrey, fixing bis eyes on
bim. ‘Tha thing is not what you imagine.
I can tell the truth in half 8 dczen words.
Mrs. Everett, you are right—you se2 the
man before you who killed Horace Frere.
Your son is innocent !’

‘You c¢id this?P—you!” cied Mrs.
Everet.

‘Rotert, what are you ssying ?’ exclaim-
ed Margaret. '

‘Robert !” echoed Ann.

‘Dear brother, you must be mad ! said
Dorothy.

‘No, I am sare—I am sure I was
mad for a time, but T am quite sane
toaight. I killed Horace Frere on Salis-
bury Plain. Hetty Vincent saw the mur-
der commutted ; she hid her knowledge for
my sake. Immediately after I committed
the dced the dcom of my houze fell upon
me, and I forgot what I myselt bad dcne.
For five years I had no memory of my own
gct. Rumsey, when I saw my face reflacted
in the pond, eix months sgo the krowledge
of the truth returned to me. I remembered
what I had done. I remembered, and I
was not sorry, and I 1esolved to hide the
truth to the death; my conscience, the
thing which makes the d.ffarence between
man and beast, never awoke within me—
I was happy and I kept well. But yester-
day-—yesterday when [ came home and
saw my people and saw Hetty here, and
noticed the lock of suffering on your face,
Mrs. Everett, the voice ot God began to
make itself heard. From that moment un-
til now the powers of evil have been figh:-
ing against the powers of good for my soul.
I was coward enough to think that I might
hide the truth and live the life of a hypc-
crite.” The Squire’s voice, which had been

uiet and composed, faltered now for the
fir:t time. ‘It could not ke done,” he ad-
ded. ‘I found I could not close with the
devil.

At this moment a strange thing happen-
ed. Awdrey's wife rushed up to him, she
flung ber arms rourd his neck, and laid her
head on his breast.

“Thank God ! she murmured. ‘Nothin
matters, for you have saved your sou
alive.’

‘But this 1s a most remarkable thing,’
said Mr. Cuthbert, finding his tongue, and
coming forward. ‘You, Awdrey—jyou, my
neice's husband, come quictly into this
room and tell us with the utmott coolness
that you are a murderer. I cannot believe
it—you must be mad.’

‘No, I am perfectly sane. Hetty Vincent
can prove the truth of my words. I ama
murderer, but not by intent. I never
meant to kill Frere; nevertheless, I am a
murderer, for I bave taken a man’s life.’

‘You tell me this? said Squire Cuth-
bert. ‘You tell me that you have suffered
another man to suffer in your stead for
close on tix years?

‘Unknowingly, Squire Cu'hbert. There
was a blank over my memory.’

*I can testity to that,’ said Rumsey, now
coming forward. The whole story is so
astounding, so unprecedentcd, that I am
not the least surprised at you all biing un-
able to make a just estimate of the true
corcumstances at the present moment.
Nevertheless, Awdrey tells the simple truth.
I have watched him as my patient for years.
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I heve given his case my greatest atten‘ion.
[ consider it one of the most curious
psychelogical studies which h 8 occured in
the whole of my wide experience. Awdrey
killed Horace Frere, ard forgot all about
it. Tte deed was doubtless dore in a
moment of etrong irritation.’

‘He was provoked to it,” said Hetiy
spesking for the first time.

‘It will be necessary that you put all that
down in writ'ng, said Rumsey, giving her
a quck glence. *‘Squ're, I tegin to see a
ghost of daylight. It is possible that you
might be taved from the serious con-
scquences of your own act, if it can be
proved before a jury that you committed
the terrible deed as a means of self-pro-
tection.’

‘It was for that,’ said Hetty, again. ‘I
cen tell exactly what I eaw.’

The excited people who were listering
to this narative now brgan to mcve about
and talk e:gerly and rapidly. Rumsey
alone altogether kept his head. e saw,
how ill IHetly wes, and how a'l-important
her story would be it there was any chance
of saving Awdrey. It must be put in writ-
ing without delay.

‘Come and sit here,’ h2 said, t: king the
girl's hand, and |- ading her to a chair. All
the others shrank away from Ler, but Mrs.
Everett, whcse e¢yes were bl zing with a
curious combination of passionate anger
and wild, exultant joy, came close up to
her for a moment.

‘Little bypocrite—little spy !" she hissed.
Do not forget that you have committed
perjury Your sentence will be a severe
one.’

‘Hush,” said Rumsey, ‘is this a mom-
ent—?' A look in his eyes tilenced the
widow—she shrank away near one of the
windovs to relieve her overcharged feel-
ings in 8 burst of tears.

‘Sit here and tell me exactly what you
saw,’ said Rumsey to Hetty. *Mr. Cuath-
bert, you are doubtless a magistrate ?’

‘Bless my stars, I don’t know what I am
at tte present moment,” said the worthy
Squire, moping his crimsom brow.

*Try to retain your seif-control—remem-
ber how much bangs on i*. This young
woman is very ill--it will be all important
thet we get her deposition before—’ Rum-
sey paused ; Hetty's eyes were fixed on bis
face, hir lips moved faintly.

‘You may save the Squi e saftcrall it you
tell the simple tinth,’ said Rums v, kindly,
berdinz towards Ler and spraking in a
low voica. *Try acd tell the truth, I krow
ycu ere feeling 1ll but you will te letter
afterwa de. Wil you tell me exactly what
bappened ? I sball put it down in writing.
You will then sign your own deposition.’

‘Is it the case that if I tell just the truth
I may save Squire ?’ asked Iletty.

‘It is his orly chin e. Now begin.’

Tha others crowded round ; all but Mrs.
Evirett, who still sat in the window, her
face buried in her handkerchief.

Hetty began her t:le falterirgly, often
tecmbling and often paucing, but Rumsey
managed to keep ter to the point. By and
by the whole queer ttory was teken down
and was then formally signed and swoin to.
Rumsey folded up the paper and gave it to
Squire @utht ert to keep.

‘I have a strong hope that we may clear
Awdrey,’ he faid. ‘The case is a clar
one cf manslaughter which took place in
self-defence, Mrs. Vincent’s deposition is
most important, for it not only shows that
Awdrey committed the un!ortunate deed
under the strongest provecation, but ex-
plains exactly why Frere should have had
such animosity to the Squire. Now Mrs.
Vincent, you hive rendered Mr. Awdrey a
veri; valuable seivice.’

‘Before Hetty leaves the rcom there is
something to be seid on her cwn account,’
szid the Squire.

He then related in a few words the
tragedy which had taken place at the
Gable Farm. While- he was speaking,
Hetty staggered to her feet and faced him.

*Will what I have told just now really
save you, Squire ?’ she asked.

‘It scems impossible to believe it, Hetty ;
but Dr. Rumsey thinks so,” answercd Awd-
rey.

The dcadly whiteness of her face was
ruddenly illuminated with a look of joy.

‘Then nothing el:e matters,” she panted.
If you, Squire, are safe— Hetty, poor Hetty,
has not suffered in vain !’

She staggered blindly forward as the last
words left her lips, and fell in a heap on
the floor.

The doctor, Margaret and the Squire
rushed to ber assistance, but when they
raised her up she was dead.

‘Heart disease,’ said Rumsey,’ acceler- (
ated by shock.’ f

A few more words can finish this strange
story. At the Squire's request, Mr. Cuth-
bert tock the necessary steps for his arrest,
and Rumsey hurried to town to get the in-
terference of the Home Secretary in the
case of Everett, who was suffering for Aw-
drey’s supposed crime in Portland prison.
The doctor bad a long interview with one
of tke offi:ials at the Home Office, and
disclosed all the queer circumstances of the
case. Everett, according to the Queen’s
Prerogative, received in due course a free
pardon for the crime he had never com-
mitted, and was restored to his mother and
his friends once again. :

Awdrey's trial tcok place almost immedi-
ately afterwards at Salisbury. That trial
was never forgotten in the county, and was
the one topic of conversation for secveral
days in the length and breadth of England.
So remarkable and strenge a case had never
before been propounded for the benefit cf

| the twelve respectab’e men who acted as

jurors.

Hetty's all important deposition made a
great sensation ; her evidince was corro-
borated by Mre. Armitage, and when
Rumsey appeared as a witness h2 abund-
antly proved that Awcrey had ccmpletely
forgotten the deed of whi¢h he had been
guilty. His thiiling desciiption of Lis
patiert's sirange case was listencd to with
breethless attention by a crowced court.
TLe trial las'ed for two days, during which
time tke anxiety cf all Awdrey’s frierds can
be bettcr imagined than described. At the
end of the trial, th: jury returned the ver-
dict of ‘Not Guilty.” In short, his strarge
cise had tecn abundantly proved ; he had
done what he did without intent to kill and
simply as a means of self-deferce,

On the evening of his retura to Grand-
courf, he and Margaret stood io the porch
together side by tide. It was a moonlight
night, and the whole beauti'ul place was
brightly illuminated.

‘Rubart,’ said the wife, ‘you bave lived
through it all—you will now tak: a fresh
lease of life.’

He shook Lis head.

‘It is true that I have gone through the
fire and been saved,’ he saiid, *but there is
a thadow over me—I[ can never be the
man [ might have been.

‘You can be a thousand times better,’
ste replied with flashing eyes, ‘for ycu
bave learced now the bitter and awlul les-
son of bow a man may fall, 1ise again acd

conqusr,’
[Th: Ead.]

The Chief Organ of
the Body,

When Rebellious and Out
of Order Paine’s Celery
Compound is Your
Only Hope,

Comfort, Happiness

and Health.

It Brings

Too few racogn’ze the fact that the stom-
ach is the chief organ of the body. When
this great end guiding organ is out of order,
every other organ depending on it for
nourishment is effected by sympathy. So
long as digestion is properly performed,
and healthy fluids secre‘el from the food,
the body is ncurished. Wkhen the stom-
ach is inictive the sy:tem is impoverished,
and diseaze rapidly develops.

If your stomach is rebellious and cut of

gear, be assured your whole system will
soon give evidences of trouble, and your
life will be a miserable one.

Wken you suff.r the tortores of indiges- l
tion ard dyspepsia, juit remember that |
Paine’s Celery Compound his brought
ease, comfort, bhappiness, and heal'h to
thousands in the past. This marvellous
acrd wonder-working medicine when used
for a short time restores pe:fect digestion,
and gives to every organ new hfe and
activity.

Thousands of tte strongest testimonials
are on fyle frcm our best Canadian people
testifying to the efficacy of Paire's Celery
Compound in cases of stomach troubles
that could not be curcd by any other meci-
cine. These letters of testimcny can be
inspected at any time.

It is folly, dear reader, to continue in
suflering from dangerous stomach troubles.
One bottle of Paine's Celery Compound
may suffice to give you freedom from pain
and misery; one single bottle has often
banished the dreaded enemy forever.
Your neighbors and friends have been
cured by Paine’s Celery Compound. Do
not delay its use in your own case.

CUBA’S GREAT WARRIUR.

He is a Pictureique Leader In the Cuban
Struggle for Independence,

One of the most picturesque and ablest
leaders in the Cuban struggle for independ-
ence is Antonio Maceo, who is now operat-
ing in the province of Pinar del Rio.
Twenty-eight years ago he and his ten
brothers swore rever to lay down their
arms until Cuba was free. Antonio, the
eldest is now the sole fighting survivor.
His brothers were all permanently injured
in battle.

In 1848 Marcus Maceo lived in the little
p lm-thatched village of Barsjagua, with
bis wi‘e, Mariana, and his little son,
Antonio. He owned a comfortable planta:
tion and kept a pack of mules for hire.
The mules were driven along the louely
mountain roads by Antonio. In this way
the boy made trips to Baracca, to Guan-
tanamo, to Santiago and even to Holguin.

He saw the slaves toiling their lives away
in the fields, feitered and lashed by over-
seers, lHe saw the red and yellow Spanish
flag floating above the fortified towns and
came to understand it as an emblem of rap-
acity, crue'ty and greed. Young Antonio

naturally began to dream of the whys and

wherefores. Why should ore peojls with
dissimilar interests and dissimilar lives, te
forced to pay tribute to a kinz and a people
who cared nothing for them and who fatter-
ed upcn them ?  Why kad God given any
nation a right to say to another nation:-
‘We discovcred yoz and ycu are ours.
Give us so much of your riches and be
thanktul that we allow you to live.’ Young
Maceo could not understand this. No
mcre could his father, Marcus. In good
time other children came to bless the
Maceos, until tt ere were el  ven sors, from
Antonio, the e'dest, a young man of twenty,
to Jose, the youngest, but little more than
a babe in arme.

Then one day in 1868 An‘onio returned
to his futher’s hcu e with the news that the
Cubans had rebelled. TLe father counsel-
ed neutrality for several months. Then
one day, whi'e Marcus Maceo and his
older sons were absent, a band of Spanish
guerrillas swooped down upon tte place,
burned (he buildings end bound and gagg-
ed the remaining members ot the family.
The father called his sons about him and
exacted a premise from each thut they
would take up arms ard never lay them
down until the last Sparish invaler was
driven from the soil of Cuba.

After arranging for th: cise of the wo-
men members of 1is houseko!d the elder
Maceo led bLis sons to the h-a’quarters, in
tke mountairs, of Maxim> Gomez. Liitle
did Gomez know that in this gathering of
raw recruits there stood bis future lieuten-
ant general. They were so gre:n, so tac-
1'urn, 80 backward that Gemez smiled as

they walked away from his hut. He had
atked thtem if they could fight. Ttey
emiled end said “‘perhaps.” Soon efter-

ward, ncar St. Augustine, tome Spanish
troops wera 1iding leisurely along with an

ammunition train, bound for Guintanamo.

Around the bend ot tha rozd, in
front, swipt a flying body of
horsemen, with their macktetes glit-

tering in the sun. They were gucrillas
of Gomez and at their head rode the
“‘awkward squad” of tte Maceos. Bat
how they did fight! Right into tle heart
of the Spanish troops they drove pell-mell,
culting, slashing, and striking right and
left. When the fight was ended th: elder
Maceo lay dead on the grourd. Betore tke
expirat'on of two monthe, Manue!, Fermin
and Justice Maceo bas been kill d in
battle.

Raphael was so cut up by wounds that
he left the Island to die as an ¢xile in
Costa Rica. For six months after tke
death of Justice the remaining members of
the Maceo family scemed to bear charmed
lives. TLte ‘awkward rquad,” or, rather,
the survivors, had bccome tle foremost
fighters under Gomez.

The next deiath to occar was that of
Miguel. He was killed by a biyonet thrust
at th2 capture cof Une Titas. A short time
subsequently Julio was shot dead in that
bloody affsir at Nuevo Mundy. Felipe and
Thomes were so badly wounded that they
became helpless cripples ia San Domingo.

Then, almost at the end of the long ten
years' war, Marcus, Jr. was killed in a
gallant m:chete ch.rge, léiving Antonio,
of all the ‘awkward squad’ of fizhters, still
in the field. His brother Jose was still to>
young to join his relatives in th: fizld.

It did not take long for Antonio’s awk
wardness to rub off. His bravery a.
absolutely dauntless. Duaring his
twelve months of service he received x
teen of the twenty-one severe wounds hy
marked Lis body at the close of the e
years’ war. With great tenacity and a)-
parent gruffcess he combined a magnetism
that drew men to him. Within a year be
h.d been promoted through the various
grades of sergeant, lieutenant and captain
to that of major, and at the clo:e ot the
struggle he had reached the rank ot m:jor-
generil. When finally a treaty of peaca
was signed between tbe Spanish and cer-
tain Cuban generals a messenger was sent
to Maceo to obtain his signature to th:
compact. He would not give it and for a
time kept on fighting. He was finally
forced to yeild and in offering to lay down
his arms, he wrote to Martincz Cam-
pos, the Spanish general, demanding that
a Spanish man-ot-war be placed at his dis-
posal to convey him and his officers to
Jamaica. The offer was accepteq by
Campos and Antonio and h's companions
were landed iu Jamaica.

Here Antonio took up tha study of
military science arnd after a few months
came to this country, where he obtained a
position as hostler at West Point. He con-
tinued his studies there and thence weut to
Costa Rica, where he continued planuing
the overtbrow of the Spanish power in
Cuba. Then in February of last year, when
the Cubans bad aga'n arisen, he and a few
followers, among them his brother, Jose,
landed in Cuba and again took up arms
for the overthrow of Spain’s rule. Since
then Jose had been killed, but Antonio still
fights on, with_the prospect bright that he
will yet see the end of Spanish tyranny in
Cuba —Utica Globe.

SAD FOREBODINGS OF AUTUMN
WEATHER.,

Thousands Who Dread An Attack of Ca-
farrh as Winter's Cold Approiwche —Yet
Catarrh Can bp Banished Under the
Magic Touch of Dr, Agnew’s
Catarrhal Powder,

Thisis not a dogmatic statement, strong
as it may scem. Leading members of
Parliament, the most prominent clergymen
of the Episcopal, Presbyterian, Mathodist,
Baptist and Roman Catholic churches, have
borne testimony to the eflectiveness of this
medicine. Mr. John MacEdwards, the
popular purser of the C.nadian Pacific
steamer ‘‘Artbabasca,” is ore who was
cured of intense suffering from catharrhal
trcubles by the use of this medicine. (iood
Samaritan-like, he has ever since rccom-
mended it to any who suffer. Head off an
attack of catarrh by having this mcdicine
at your band.




