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Promise me that.’

‘I promise,’ replied the butler, taking a
seat at his ease on the sofa. ‘It’ll leak out
to a dead certainty,” he said to himeelf. ‘I
must burry it on, though, tfor fear some-
thing alse might lesk out, which would

spoil my game entirely.’
CHAPTERYV.

‘How terribly ill Lady Guirnet looks.’
‘What a change " ‘Quite s wreck, I de-
clare.’ ‘Years older.” *What can have
aged oer so suddenly P’

Such remarks floated about the recep-
tion-rooms of a maneion in Berkeley-square
one evening in the early soring. Cora
overheard many of them, as is generally
the case when unplessant thinge are said.

She sat. balt hidden by the beavy velvet
portiere, with her pink silk train gathered
mp round ber satin-shod, dsinty teet.

She noticed the looks of pity which fell
from ber friends’ eyes as they passed, and
her face grew still more pale and haggard
as she thought:

‘What would they say if they knew of
my marriage ?’

Here the hostess, a large, smiling, dark
woman, came and took the empty seat by
Cora’s side.

‘Why are you so triste and distraite, ma
belie P Are you not lovely and young and
rich and free ? What more can you want P
And yet you look like a woman whose
beart 1# broken '

‘T am not feeling very well,” murmured
“Cora. ‘I suffar agonies of neuralgia. Dr.
West has advised me to try Wiesbaden,
and I think of going there very soon.’

‘Ob, I am so glad you came to night, as
I particularly wanted you to meet someone
who ought to be here by this time, by the
bye.’

y‘Resl!y P I am curious. Is it a Japanese
prince or a shab, or & dwart ?' asked Lady
Garnet, with a careless laugh that lacked
all mirth or amusement.

‘Neither. An old scqusaintance. I won’t
tease vou any more. You remember Cap-
tain Cameron P’

‘Yes.

‘I thought you and he were going to
make a match of it last season. So band-
some, was he not, and such a good fellow P
Well, his uncle is dead, and he has come
into the title and the estates, and what is
better still, just at tho same time a distant
cousin, a planter, died in Barbadoes, and
left bhim a large fortune. I am so delighted
because the dear boy is such a favorite of
mine, you know.’

‘So now heis Lord Lochaber ?’ said
Cora with a sigh, and so much recretful
sadness in ber face that her companion re-
marked it and drew bher own conclusions.

‘Always thought there was something
between them. Poor creature. Well, it
will be kinder to put ber out of her agony
at once, or else the shock may do ber harm
ir her present delicate bealth’

So ske continued :

*Oh, but you haven’t heard the best part
of the news yet. Lord Lochaber is, as you
know, expected here this evening, and he
is to bring with him his bride.’

‘Is he married, then P’ asked Cora al-
most incredulously.

*Yes, dear, why not ? A very lacky girl,
I am sure. It appears that he met her in
Malta, and it was a case of love at first
mght ! Wooed and won acd wed in less
than six weeks. Ab, I think I hear some
fresh arrivals. I daresay they have come;’
and Mrs Danecourt swept into the next
room to receive her new guests, leaving
Cora in her place behind the portiere.

She heard the hostess say in her most
gracious tones :

‘Ah, how do you do, Mslcolm, and you,
Lady Lochsber? So good of you to
come, tired out as you must have been
from your wvery recent voysge. Come,
here is an old iriend of yours, Malcolm;
you must introduce vour wite to her;’ and
M-s. Dsnecourt drew aeide the portiere.

Cora started to ber feet, and as her
eyes tell on the young bride’s tace her own
grew asken, and, as it were, transfixed
with borror. Her colourless lips parted as
it to speak, but no words came. A fash.
ionable crowd bad gathered round the lit-
tle group, and all wondered at Cora’s
stranze wild looks.

‘] am not & ghost, Lady Garnet,’ said
the bride,hold out one white-gloved hand.

‘You have come back from the dead.
Why do you haunt me so? Have I not
suffered enough ? I never meant him to
do it;’ and Cora’s gaze was fixed on the
well-known teatures of Ketha,Lady Locba-
ber, until the brilliant startled eyes eeemed
suddenly to lose all light and expression.
‘How can it be. and yet——'she mur-
mured, and with a gesp she fell heavily
forward into the strong young arms of the
girl she thought dead.

‘What can it mean P’ said Ketha to her
husband, as they drove home from the re-
ception. ‘How awtully altered she is.’

*Yes, poor thing ; we must go and see
her tomorrow.’

CHAPTER VI.

The timepiece in the hall struck twelve
as Cora’s carrisge stopped before the
bouse in Harley-street. With tottering
steps, as if but just recovered from s long
iliness, and a face that had no look of lite
in it, she entered the dark dining-room.
The faintness had passed now, and ber
splendid brown eyes shone with fever,while
s hectic spot burned like a crimson flame
aither sunken cheek.

Presently Plush followed her, and closcd
/e door bebind him.

‘You don’t look very lively. Now, I
should have thought you'd have enjoyed
yourself.” -

‘Listen to me,’ said Cora sternly. ‘You
have deceived me in every way. You made
the last year of my life a horrible night-
mare. I was haunted day and night with
visions of & woman foully murdered. The
fear and remorse which pursued me cease-
lexsly have turned my bair grey, and rob-
i 4 me of my beauty. You took me once
down into the celiar, and showed me where
you said the corpse lay concealed; and

&

though you must have seen how the horror
of the crime I had consented to preyed
on my mind, and deprived me of all rest
and peace, yet you had no pity. It was all
a lie ; vou traded on my credulity. I did
not think any man could be so utterly
black and cruel. I bave found you out
now. Tonight, at the soiree, Lord Loch-
abar enteced the drawing room, and on his
arm was his bride, the woman I thought

ou bad murdered, whose horrible death

ad burdened my conscience and darkened
my life for more than a year. Why have
trea'ed me sof’

‘Well, come now, don’t make a scene,
and don’t bear malice. You aren’t a shrew
generally. I will say that much for you,
my love, Come, cheer up. You were
rather a fool, you know. I took you down
into the dark cellar, and pointed at a heap
of broken botties in a cobwabbed corner.
It wasn’t my fault it you choose to imagine
Mies Ketha Iny murdered undernesth.’

“That is all very well, but you intended
to deceive me, for at the same moment in
which you pointed into that corner, you
said, ‘She has been removed,’ as you may
remember.

‘Precisely ; #o she had been rem oved.
She removed herselt to furrin’ perts. I
made this house a little too hot for her;
caused her to feel lonesome and creepy-
like. She went out one day after a situa-
tion she’d seen advertised to travel witha
lady ; she got it and went off with all her
traps one day, lesving a letter behind for
you, to explain matters, which letter I
have in my possession ’

‘What was your object in all this, may I
sak P’ was Cora’s cold quiet rejoinder.

Her husband Nathaniel Plush, was thor-
oughly deceived by her tone. He thought
he had now bowed her head to her des-
tiny, and he fe't no turther wish. Now
that he had secured his point, he was rath
er glad than otherwise that the secret of
the companion’s sudden disappearance had
lesked out.

Conscience he had none, but he enter-
tained for this woman, who was his wile,
and yet only o in name, a boundless pas-
sion ; and under all his outward impudence
and assurance he was alraid of her, with
that awe which spring from a conscious-
ness of vast social superiority. Whatever
ber faults and follies might be, Cora was
an aristocrat; and though fate or circum-
stances, as you like to call it, had forc:d
her into this union with ber butler, yet she
never for an instant lessened the distancs
between them, or sllowed her second bus-
band to forget that though fortune had
fovored bim with her hand, her heart was
never in it. She rarely indeed honored
bim even with a glance, never addressed
him except under pecessity; and when
obliged to speak to him it was always in
the same tone in which Cora, Lady Gar-:
net, gave orders to her servant.

‘My object P’ he replied, taking a seat
on the corner ot the table, and burying his
hands in his pockets; ‘well. if you want to
know, my dear; my object was to secure
the undivided control ot your money uatil
the child upstairs comes of age, and alse
to marry the handsomest woman in Lon-
don.’

‘But you must hive known it would
merely be a farce ; you could not imagine
I, Lady Garnet, would ever be wife to
Nathaniel Plush,” was the scornful reply.

‘Have a care how you dety me, Cora;
for remember, although 1've been a deuced
sight too considerate of your feelings sc
far, I am your husband in the eye of the
law, butler though I am; and mark ye,
madam, [’ll stand no more of your airs and
graces, d’ye hear ? 1'm sick of them.’

He came to the other side of the table
where she stood in her shining silks, and
he lsid one hand on her bare white jewell-
ed arm.

‘Leave me, you vile low scoundrel, who
can trade on the fears of a cowardly wo-
man ; you have the money you coveted.
Rest satisfied ’

‘Not I. What? give up the best balf of
the bargain. Do you know that you bhe-
long to me?’ he cried brutally, drawing
her rougbly towards him.

She ssnk down to the ground, snd scala-
ing tears of mortification and bitterness
poured down her burning cueeke. Then
suddenly she rose to her teet, and with a
strange calm of manner and gentleness eof
voice she whispered : ‘It is true, as you
say. In the sight of the law I am your
wife, and [ bave hiterto fought against that
fact, but be patient with me yet awhile,
and doubtlees I shall grow to—to care for
you. |Be patient. Give & little more
time, and [ will try—and—and—and (the
words came at last with difficulty) love
you,’

‘All right, my dear. I'm sure I'm ready
to cblige any lady, and if you hadn’t been
so high and migbty all of a sudden, I
shouldn’t have been so rought; but come,
we'll make it up. I’ll go and brew a big
bowl of punch, and we'li drink it in the
pantry, eh? There’s a good fire there.’

‘Very well, and I will go and change
my dress,’ said Cora, very wearily, as she
gathered up ber silken traillng draperies
and like a shadow wae lost in the dim ob-
scurity of the staircass.

She’s coming to her senses ; I must give
her time. I knew she’d take to me.’

The fire blazed and crackled cheerily in
the wood-panelled pantry ; the tasty bever-
age steamed on the table, and Piush waited
ong for his wite.

alf an hour psssed.

Growing impatient, he went upstairs,and
found her lying on the bed in her pink silk
dress, with halt-open, vacant,dim eyes,and
an empty bottle in one hacd. In the other
was a linen wrapper, which she must bave
saturated in chloroform and held to her
face until she besame insensible.

‘So this in her way of learning to love
me. HadI only guessed at this——’

Then, drawing ande the curtains so that
the moonlight fell on her rigid features, he
signed in spite of himself.

‘Poor girl! How beautiful she was,and
her death lies at my door, having driven
her to it. I think I am as sorry for it as
for anythinﬁ ever did ;’ and he drew the
back of. his nd.scrou hi: eyes.’ .

In the breaktast-room of a house in
Weymouth-street, Malcolm, Lord Locha-
ber, sat waiting for bis wite and glancing
down the columns of the Tim«s

Suddenly the paper fell irom his fingers.

‘Mercitul Heaven !’ he cried.

‘What has happened?’ exclaimed Kutha,
now entering the room

‘Sae here,’ was all be could say as he
pointed to the paragraph he had just fia-
ished reading.

She took it up, and read as follows:—

‘Shocking Catastrophe in Harley street.
—At har residence,No. 800, Harley strect,
Lady Garpet was late Iast night, fouad
dead in ber bed, probably trom the effscts
ot chloroform self adwministered, as an
empty bottle, which had contained that
deadly fluid, wee discovered in one hand.
An inquest will shortly be held.’

‘How terrible, Malcolm, ix it not? But
I remember Sir William Bonner always
warned her against the habitual use of
chloroform, tearing some accident might
one day happen. She used to suffer ia.
tensely from neuralgia.’

As Lord Lochaber rose from the break.
fast table about a fortnight after the above
paragraph appeared in the paper, a servaot
entered with a note, saying that the bearer
waited for an answer below.

‘Show him tuto the study,’ said Mslcolm
crushing the slip of paper he held between
bis fiagers; then, turning to his wife, be
told ber to ba ready for her morning ride
in halt an hour, when he would join her,
having a business matter me \nwhile to at-
tend to.

In the study he found Plush.

‘I suppose you have come here this
morning to spesk with me on the subject
of the late Lady Garnet's death; for as you
know, I am one of the guardiane of ber
son, Sir Alison ?’

Scarcely able to repress a osmile of
triumph, Plush began:

‘Now, my lord, I am & business man ;
and 1 came {nere this morning to show you
this document ;' and stepping forward he
banded a psrchment packet to his lordship
whonsa face grew stern and scornful as his
eyes perused its contents. After & pause
he looked up.

‘Well P

For a moment Malcolm had felt some-
what bewildered, for he could not doubt
the authenticity of the certificate which
sealed the marriage vows ot Nathamel
Plush with Cors, Lady Garnet. But he
knew wbat he knew, and could afford to
be cool.

‘Well ?

‘Come, my lord. Yousee it is an awk-
ward affair.  Naturally, 1 understand,
having lived among quality ali my life,
that the family would not care for this
little matter of the marriage to circulate in
society, and I’'m sure I'm ready enough to
oblige.’

‘Well P

‘1 was this woman’e lawful husband, and
as such inberit ber money.’

‘Or at least you think so! Of course,
being as you esy, a business mdan, it never
occurred to you to sscertain the important
fact that her ladyship had only a lite inter-
est under the will and settlement of the
late Sir Alison Garnet, of which I am one
and Colonel Danecourt is the other trustee,’
said Lord Locbaher, watching with & cer-
tain calm enjoyment, as a gentleman and
an aristocrat, the discomfiture of this
scheming, unscrupulous plebeian.

Certainly the tace of Nathanizl Plush
underwent an extraordinary change. To
say 1t turned pale would not describe its
corpse-like hue or the vindictive expression
which Malcolm’s words called forth. He
figited about behind the chair on which his
bands rested for some moments. Then,
as if 2 new light broke in on his brain, be
raised his glittering black eyes, and asked
insolently :

‘How about the furniture, my lord ? Eh?P
I guess that’s mine anyhow, and a duced
neat perquisite it is, too. Why, the old
china in «he drawing room alone ought to
fatch a fortune at Christie’'s, and the
glaag—-"

‘You need not trouble to speculate on
their worth, Mr. Plush, as neither the one
nor the other are likely to fall into your
hsnds, all the furniture and plate in the
house in Harley street having tormed part
of the settlement.’

*The devil it did I’ exclaimed the butler
involuntarily ; ‘and I have sold——'

‘The plate ?’ added Lord Lochaber in a
tore ot quiet conviction. It was a shrawd
and correct guess.

Plust’s face grew pale to the lips, which
trembled so that he could not speak, and
bis eyes fell under Maslcolm’s stern un-
flinching gazoe.

‘That being the case, Mr. Plush, I shall
take immediate stepe for your arrest on the
charge ot theft.’

The butler was on his knees in &4 moment

and his voice was hoarse with fear. ‘Oh,
my lord, have pity on me, or I am aruined
man !
Have patience with me, and I will get it
all back. Indeed, I thought, it was mine
lawlully, and I sold it to clear off & heavy
debt.’

‘Get up from your knees and listen te
me,’ ssid l.ord Lochaber, looking with
immeasursable scorn and contempt into the
craven upturned face. *‘Whatever may
have been your ideas on the subject, in
the eye of the law you bave acted crimin
ally, and that, being the case, are liable
to be prosecuted tor felony. Now, on
one condition I will spare you.” And tak-
ing a sheet of paper, he wrote for some
mtnutes, then handed it to Plush,

‘Read that and sign it; it is your own
confessicn that you bave stolen and sold
groperty belongmf to Sir Gilbert Garnet.

o long as you hold your tongue on ‘that
little matter of marriage,’ as you facetious-
ly called it, so long you are free to follow
your own devices. Let but a whisper of
disclosure reach my ears, and this little
document will be handed to the police, and
you forthwith arrested.

Atter a minute’s hesitation and a glance
at Lord Lachaber's inflexible face, Plush
signed snd handed the paper to his lord

ship, who said:

L
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‘Now go, and let me neither see nor
hear more ot you.

Thus bafll :d and foiled at every point,
Lis heart full of the bitterness of humilat-
ion, Nsthaniel Plush went back into that
world where he thought to have attained
some position for himself by his infamous
schemes. The burder of his crimes, rage,
and remorse, were the only wages earned
by bim, and he dared not now reveal to
the world her Irdyship’s secret.

Catarrh Prilanthropy.

This is how it operates: Mr. Thomas
Sissons, of Pesrl Lake, Que., had suffered
from Catarrh for years, aad being inform-
ed by bis father, who had jound Catarrh-
ozone alone was toe only positive cure for
that disease, he forthwith commenced its
use, and betore leng was entirely rid of
hiz: former enemy. Then by means of his
philauthrophy six friends wore also per-
manently cured of Catarrh, for Mr. Sisacns
sent each: of them a complete Catarrhozoze
outfi', and states they would not part with
them for twice their cost. He says a great
deal more about the merits of this great
preperation, but his action in sending for
six outfits for friends stands for conviction
that he has discovered a remedy of super-
lative value. Druggiste =all sell Catarrh-
oz:ne; ask thcm to let you tryit. We
guarantee every dollar outfit to cure
Catarrh, Bronchitis and Asthms. Small
siz2, 25¢. ; a trial sent for 10:. by N. C.
Polson & Co.. Kingston, Canada, or Hart-
tord, Conn., U. S.

A REMARKABLE BANK NOTE.

An Incident BShowing up Penalties of Brite
I1sh Law in Early Days,

It was not issued by any banking corpor-
ation, but by George Cruikshauk, artist,
caricaturist and reformer. At the begin-
ning of the nineteenth century the laws of
England were excessivaly harsh. About
three hundred offenses were punishable by
death, these offenses ranging from murder
to the theft of a piece ot cloth or the pass-
ing of a counterfeit one-pound note.
Hanging was therefore so common that to
witness an execution was among the most
populsr forms of amusement. All windows
that commanded a view of Newgate or Ty
burn were let at high prices, and parties
were made up among peopls in the coun-
try to go and ses a hanging.

It chanced one day in the year 1918 that

George Cruikshank was passing 'Vowocte
when a great crowd was gatherac eiore
it. His curiosity was excited, and he

went forward and saw the exacution of

several men and women.

Horrifiad st the spectacle, he inqaired
into the crimes committed by the untortun-
ate sufferers, and learn=d that ths women
were being hanged for passing counterfeit
one-pound notes. He learned, too, that
this punishment was common, even though
the poor creatures often sinned in ignor-
ance, being the dupes of mepr who seat
them to buy some trifls and return the
change to them.

Cruikshenk went home, and, moved by
pity and shame, sketched a grosteque cari-
cature of & bank note. He called it a bank
restriction note—not to be imitated.

On it he represented a place of exscut-

neck. The spaces were filled in with Lalt-
ers and manacles. Their was & figure of
Britannia devouring her chiidren, snd
around it were tranports bearing to Van
Diemen’s Lisnd or Australia the lucky or
unlucky, ones who had escaped death. In
place of the well-known signature of Abra-
hsm Newland was that of ‘J. Ketch.’

The artist had just finished the carica-
ture when his publisher, Hone, entered,
and seeing the note, begged it for publica.
tion. So Cruikshank etched the note, and
gave it to Hone, who exhibited it tor sale
in his window, with startling effct.
Crowds gathered round, and purchssed so
eagerly that the issue was soon exhsusted.

Cruikshank was kept hard at work mak-
ing more etchings, and the crowds grew so
great that the street was blocked and the
mayor had tosend wsoldiers to clear it.
Hone realized three thousand five hundred
doliars in a few days.

But the effect in other directions was
still more startling. The bank directors
were furious. They had met with trouble
from the prison reformer, Elizabeth Fry,
but they seemed to have defeated her. Here,

however, was an adversary of a different

ion, with a row of criminsals hanging by the |

stamp, whom they could neither silence
nor crush. They held a meeting and stop_
ped the issue of one pound notes, & mea.
sure which had a sensible effect in diminish-
ing the number of hangings at Newgate.
Soon aiterward sn indignant public com-
pelled the legislature to make juster laws.

According to a writer in Good Words,
Cruikshank clsimed that his note was the
means of bringing about this reformation.
Although his claim may ba considered as
extravagant, it is certain that he did s
good work in & way in which no_ other man
could have done it.

Against Runaways,

A protessor of political economy in one
of the great uaiversities used to say that
the Patent Office of the United States was
to him the must malancholy place in the
world. He referred to the immense
amount of energy wasted over impossible
or impracticable devices.

But amusement as well as commiseration
may be awakened by a search in that same
Patent Offize. Mcr. Livingston A. Bogart
has been carrying on a little research there
and has brought to light a few comically
ingenioue schemes. Two of them, among
othors of which he gives an account in
‘Popular Science,’ have reference to the
safety of those who ride behind horses.

The first was an expedient to prevent
horses from running away. The contriv-
ance consisted of a strong chain passed
about the forelegs of the animal, and kept
supported against his chest by a line se-
cured to the dashboard. If the animal
took fright and ran away the line was
simply loosened, allowing the chain to
fall to the horse’s kuees. This was expect-
ed to throw him down and break his legs.

Another still more ingenious expendient
asimed not only at keeping the horse from
running away, but at protecting him from
exposure to storms and to the rays of the
sun, and at saving the energy heretofore
wasted in descending hills.

With a bold stroke this inyantor leaves
all conventional methods behind. He
places the horse under the wagon instead
of before it, arching the vehicle above him.
Thus the animal is protected from the
weather and he does not obstruct the
view.

A strong canvas and leather bamd en-
circles the horse’s body, the ends of it
being passed upward through the bottom
of the wagon and attachad by chains to a
windlass above the flooring. With this
device, should the horse attempt to rum
away, or have to descend a steep hill, the
driver calmly turns the crank and lifts the
animal off his feet !
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