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THE SHAMROCK.

THE LAND WHERE
- - -GRIW __
£ o i i Moo

. was sung in choius by the boys ot Bt.
i::{s::hool ign honor of Father Hogan before

his departure for Ireland :—

1s an Isle of glorlous beauty.
m(]g%hse broad Atlantic’s breast, . .
And of a1l the lands the sun shined on,
We Irish love 1t best,
‘We are only boys, but proudly we prize,
The l1and of our father’s birth, ,
TFor well we've learned at oar mothers’ knee,
*T4g the hollest isle on earth.

CHORUS:

Sl e ey
May the day not dis
Whyen thou, the land where the 8h

TOWS
Shgall once again be free.

T.and of the Cross Aand Shamrcck green,

ove divine
Emblers of lour sChonlbOYS' SONE,

raath e LT 10 e
‘e pass to manho! ] y
mﬂ{ g: ::vbeglsu frue and strong.
A love for the Isle St. Patrick blest
With Lhe gitts of fafth and song.

The followin
music by the we

amrock

To thee we sing
For thee the

CHonus:

God save thee, 19.&-[11:];; }E'{,m'
the day no stant be,
yfxgan thou, the land where the Shamrock

[TOwWSs,
Shallonce again be fx:ee.

Fain would our boyish hearts cross o'er
EThe ocean’s billowy foam,
With him who goes once more to greet

His dear old Ir{sh home;
‘With him. dear Sogz?rtth, tried and true,

o goes once agaln to see

Tl?gkllunﬁ of hls bll‘ﬁl‘ Queen Eire of the earth,

Oh ! May she soon be frec.

OLoRUS:

God save and guard from danger,
God save and guard him well,
And bring bim pack oace agaln to our

hearts,
Our Soggarth dear, farewell.

AGNES BURT.
Montreal, May 22nd.

ME TR WITKESS OB 9

The True Wirsess has within the past
year made an immense etride in circulation,
and it the testimony of a large nuatber of our
subscribers is not too flattering it may also
claim o stride in genersl improvement.

This is the age of general improvement
and the Tnoe Wirness will advance with it.
Newspapers are starting up around us on all
sides with more or less pretensions to public
-favor, some of them die in their tender in-
fancy, some of them die of disease of the
heart after a few years, while others, though
the foewest in number, grow stropger as they
advance in yests and root themselves all the
more firmly in public esteem, which in fact
is their life. However, we may criticige
Darwins theory as applied to thespecios there
is no doubt it holds good in newspaper enter-
prises, it is the fittest which survives. The
Tryg WiTNEss has survived & generation of
men all but two years, and it isnow what we
may term an established fact.

But we want to extend its usefulness and
its circulation still further, and we want its
friends to assist us if they Lelieve this jour-
nal to be worth $1.50 & year, and we think
they do. We would like to impress upoh
thelr memories that the True WiTsess is
without exception the cheapest paper of its
class on this continent.

1t was formerly two dollars per apnam in
the country and two dollnrs and a half In the
city, but the present proprietors having taken
charge of itin the hardest of times, and know-
ing thut to many poor people a reduction of
twenty or twenfy-five per cent would mean
pomething and would not only enable thg
old subscribers to retain it but new ones to
entoll themselves under the reduction, they
have no reason to regret it. For what they Jost
one way they gnined in amotber, and they
assisted the introduction into Catholic
families throughout Canada and the United
States of a Catholic paper which would de-
fend their religion and their rights.

The Trur WiTNESS is too cheap to offer
premiums or “chromos " as aninducement to
subscribers, even if they believed in their
efficacy. It goes simply on its merits as a
journal, and It is for the people to judge
whether they are right or wrong.

But a8 we have s‘ated we want our circula-
tion doubled ia 1881, and all we can do to
encourage our agents and the public generally
is to promise them that, if our efforts are
secondsd by our friends, this paper will be
still fieqyan enlarged and improved during
the coming year.

On receipt of $1.50, the subscriber will be
entitled to receive the Trur Wirxess for
one ysear. )

Any one sending ue the names of 5 new
gubscribers, at one time, with thecash, ($1.50
enoh) will receive one copy free and $1.00
casti; or 10 new names, with the cash, one
copy free and $2.50,

Our readers will oblige by informing their
friends of the above very liberal inducements
to subscribe for the Tror WiITNESS; also by
sonding the name of a reliable person who
will act as agent in their locality for the pub-
lishers, and sample copies will be sent on ap-
plication.

‘We want active intelligent agentsthrough-
out Canada and the Northern and Western
Btates of the Union, who can, by serving our
interests, serve their own ns well and add
materially to their income without interter-
ing with their legitilmate business,

The Trus Wirxess will bo mailed to clergy-
men, school teachers and postmasters at
$1.00 per annum in advsnce.

Parties getting up clubs are not obliged to
confine themselves to any particular Jocality,
but can work up taeir quota from different
towns o: districts; nor is it necessary to send
all the names at onca, They will falfil all
the conditions by forwarding the names and
amounts until the club I8 completed. We
have observed that our paper is, if possible,
more popular with the ladies than with the
other rex, and we appeal to the ladies, there-
fore, to use the gentle but irresistible pres~
ure of which they are. mistresses in our be~
half on their husbands, fathers, hrothers and
sons, though for the matter of that we will
take subscriptions from themselves and their
gisters and cousinsas well, Rute for clubs of
five or more, $1.00 per annum in advance.

In conclusion, we thank those of our friends
who bave responded 8o promptly and so
cheerfully to our call for amounts due, and
request those of them who have not, to follew
their example at once.

« POST” PRINTING & PUBLISHING CO.

741 CRAIG ST., MONTREAL, CANADA.

WOMAN'S WISDOM,

i She insists that it Is of more importance
that ner family shall be kept in foll health
than that she should bave all the fashionable
dresses and atyles of the times. Bhe, there
fore, sees to it, that each member of her fam-
ily is supplied with enough Hop Bitters, at
the first appearance of any symptoms of jll-
health, to prevent a fit of sickness with ita
attendant expense, care and anxiety. All
women should exercige their wisdom in thie
way.'—New Haven Palladium,

CHARLIE STUART
AND HIS SISTEE.
BY MRS, MAY AGNES FLEMING.

CHAPTER IX.—CONTINUED.

n't said Sir Victor had gone
and that she didn’t think
it would be proper to disturb my lady just
then, 1 would have gone up to my lady for
orders. Jane had her supper and went up to
the nursery for baby. She came back again
after awhile—it was just past eight—in o tem-
per, saying she had left my lady asleep when
she took away baby, snd returned to awake
her. She had met Miss Inez, who ordered
her away about her business, saying my lady
was still asleep. Jane Pool said—" ,

Tae CoroNgR— Youog woman, we don’t
want to bear what Jane Pool said.  Jane Pool
will tell her own story presently ; we won't
trouble you to tell both, At what hour did
you go up to the nursery yourgeli?" .

ELLEN BUTTERS (more sulkily)—¢ I disre-
member ; it was after eight. I could tgll all
about it better, if you wouldn’t keep inter—
rupting me and putting me out. It wasg
about a quarter or twenty minutes past eight,
1 think—"

Tue CoroxeR (dogmatically).— What you
think won't do. Be more precise if you
please, and keep your temper, W hat o’clock
was it, I say, when you went to the nur-
sery 1"

Erey Burrers (excitedly).—* It was about
& quarter or twenty minutes past eight—how
cdn I know any surer when 1 don't know ?
I don’t carry s watch, and didn't look at the
clock. I'm sure I never expected to be
badgered about it in this way. lsald I'd go
and wake my lady up, snd not leave her there
to catch her deatb, in spite of filty Miss Ca-
therons. 1 rapped at the door and got no
answer, then I opened it and went in. '.!‘here
was no light, but the moon was shining
bright and clear, and I saw my Iady sitting,
with her shawl around her, in the arm-chair,
I thought she was aslesp and called hor—
there was no answer. 1 called again, and put
my hand on her bosom to arouse her. Some-
thing wet my hand—it was blood. 1 looked
ot her closer, snd 5aw blood on her dress, end
oozing in a liitle stream from the left breast,
then I knew she had been killed. Iran
screaming from the roem, and down among
the rest 6f the servants. I told them—1I don’t
know how. And I don't remember any more,
for 1 fell in a faint. When I came toI was
alone—the rest were up in the nursery. 1
got up and joined them—that's everything I
know aboutit.”

Ellen Butters retired, and William Hooper
was called. This is Mr. Hoopet's evidence :

s I have been butlerin Sir Victor Catheron’s
family for thirteen years. On the night of
Friday last,as I sat in the servents’ hall after
supper, the young woman, Ellen Butters, my
lady's London maid, came screeching down-
stairs like a creaturegone mad, that my lady
was murdered, and frightened ua all out of
our senses. As she wasalways a flighty young
person, I didn't believe her. 1 ordered her to
be quiet, and tell us what she meant. Instead
of doing it she gave a sort of gasp and fell
fainting down in a heap. I made them lay
her down on the ficor, and then follow me
up tothenurgery. We went ina body~—Is!
the hend. There was nolight but the moon-
lightin the room, My lady lay beck in the
arm-chair, her eyes closed, bleeding and quite
dead. I ran up to Miss Inea's room andcalled
her. My master was not at home, or I would
bave called him instead. I think she must
bhave been dead some minutes. Bhe was
growing cold when I found her.”

u William Hooper,” continued the Ches-
holm Courier, communicatively, ¢ was cross-
examined a8 to the precise time of finding
the hody. Hesaid it was close upon half-
past eight ; the half our struck as he went up
to Miss Invz's room."

James Dicksey was next called. James
Dicksey, a shambling lad of eightsen, took
kis place, bis eyes rolling in dbject teror, aud
uwoder the evident impression that he was
being tried for his life. KEvery answer was
rung from the frightened youth as with red-
bot pincers, and it was with the utmost diffi-
culty anything consistent could be extorted
at all.

« About balf past six on Friday evening,
Mr. Dicksey was rambling about the
grounds, in the direction of the Laurel walk,
In the apen ground it wag still quite light, in
the Laurel walk, 1t was growiog dusk. As
bo drew mnear, he heard voices in the Laurel
walk—angry voices though not very loud—
the voices of nman and n woman. Peeped in
and saw my lady. Yes, it wasmy lady—yes,
he was Bure. Waas it likely now he wouldn't
know my lady? The man was very tall, bad
a furrin-looking hat pulled over his eyes, and
stood with his back to him. He didn't see his
face. They were quarrelling and-—well, yes,
bhe did listen. Heard the man call her
tEthel, and ask tor money. She wouldn't
give it to him, Then he asked for jewels.
She refused agaln and ordered him to go.
She was very angry—she stamped her foot
and said : # If you don’t go instantly I'll call
my husband. Bstween you and your sister
you will drive me mad.”
he guessed st once who the furrin-looking
man was. It was Miss Inez's brother, Mr,
Jusn Catheron. Hadheard tell of him often,
and knew he had been at the house the night
of my lady's arrival, and that there had been
a row,”

Mr. Dicksey was here sharply reprimand-
ed, informed that his scspicions;and hearsays
were not wanted, and requested to come back
to the point. He came back.

#: My lady wouldn't give him anything, then
he got mad and said. (James Dicksey had
been vaguely impressed by these remarkable
words at the time, and been silently revolv-
ing them ever since; * Give me the jewels,
or by all the gods I'll blow the story of your
marrisge to me all over England I’ ”

The breathless silence of coroner, jury, and
spectators at this juncture was something not
to be described. Io that piofound silence,
James Dicksey went rambling on to say, that
be could swear before the Queen herself to
those words; that he had been thinking
them over ever since he bad heard them, and
that he coulda’t make top or tail of them.

Tue CoroNER (interrupting).~—# What fur.
ther did you overhear? Be careful ; romem-
ber yeu are on oath.”

Jaues DicsEy.—¢ 1 heard what my lady
gnid. She was in anawful passion, aod spoke
loud. She said, * You will not, you dare not,
youre & coward; Sir Victor has you in his
power, and if you say one word you'll be si-
lenced in Chesholm jail.,’ Then she stamped
ber font again and said, ¢ Leave me, Juan Ca-
theron; I am not afraidof you. Yer, he was
sure of the name; she called him Juan Ca-
theron, and luoked as it she could eat him
ulive, He had heard no mors, he was afraid
of being canght, and had stolenr quietly away.
Had said nothing at all aboutit tv auv one;
wus afraid it might reach my Iady's cars, and
that he would lose bis place for eavesdrop-
ping. At ten o'clock thut night was teld of
the murder, and was took all of a tremble.
Had told Superintendent Ferrick something
of this next day, but this was all-—yes,s0 help
bim, ull he had heard, and just as he had
beard it,”

1f Jane Pool had
off to Powyss-place,

When she said that,

~ James Dicksey was rigidly cross-examined,
and clung to his testimony with a dogged
tenacity nothing could alter or shake. He
oould swear pogitively to the name she bad
uttered, to the words both had spoken, if he
were dying. A profound sensation 18D
through the room a8 James Dicksey sat down
—a thrill of unutterable apprehension, and
faar,

The examination of thege thrae witnesees
occupied the whole of the afternoon, The
Court sdjourned until next morning, st ten
o'clocik.

On Tuesday morning, despite the inclem-
ency of the weather (8aid the Cheskolm Cou-
rier to its readers), the parlor of the « Mitre,”
the balls the stairwayg, ard even the inn
yard were filled at the hour of nine. The ex
citement was intense—you might havehe- .4
a pin drop in the silence, when the ex8’ mjp,.
tion of witnesses was resumed. Y gilliam
Hooper was again called to take th, gtand,

Tae CoRONER.—t Yourememb ,r Tguppose,
the evermg on which Sir V4cpor brought
Lady Catheron howre 7’

Wirsess.—# 1 do.’

Coroner.—¢ You br.d a visitor on that night.
You admitted him did you not, Mr. Hooper ?
Who was that Vigitor ?*

¢ It was My, Juan Catheron.”

¢'Was Mr. Juan Catheron in the habit of
vigiting Catheron Royals?”

« He was not.”

# Can you recollect how long a period had
elapsed since kis previous visit ?”

# Mr, Catheron had not been at the Royals
for over four years. He was wild—there
was ill-feeling between him and my. master.”

« Between him and his sister also 7

u] don't know. I—believe so." Here the
witness looked piteously at the jury. &I
had rather not answer these questions, gen-
tlemen, if you please. I'm an old servant of
the family—whatever family secrets may
bhave come under my knowledge, I have mo
right to roveal.”

Tre CoroNer (blandly).—* Only 2 few
more, Mr. Hooper. We require to know on
what footieg Mr. Juan Catheron stood with
his family. Did he ever come to Catheron
Royals to vigit his sister?”

« He did not.”

# Had he ever been forbidden the house 7
# T—believe 80.”

«Qn the evoping of Sir Victor and Lady
Catheron’s arrival, hi§ yisit was entirely un-
expected then 7"

u I don't know.”

¢ You admitted him ?"

# I did.”

« What did he say to you?”

«J don’t remember. Some rattling non-
sense—nothing more. He was always light-
headed. He was upstairs and into the dining-
room before I could prevent it.

« How lopng did he remain 7"

« About twenty minutes—not longer, I am
certain Then he came running back and I
Iet him out.”

% Iad there been a quarrel ?*

I dou't know” (doggedly); #I wasn't
there. Mr., Juan came down laughing, I
kunow that. 1 know nothing more about it.
I have never seen him since.”

———

CHAPTER X.
¥ROM THE © CRESHOLM COURIER "~—CONTINTED,

Jane Pool was called. A suppressed murmur
of interest ran through the room at the nawme
of the witnesa. It was understood her evi-
dence would have the deepest bearing on the
case. Mrs. Pool tack the stand. “A decent,
intelligent young woman " said the Chesholm
Courier, * who gave her evidence in a clesr,
stralghtforward way, that carried conviction
to every hearer.” “I am Jane Pool.
I am nurse to Sir Victor Catheron’s
infant son. Early in Angust I entered
the service of the deceased Lady Catheron in
Londoa ; the firat week of September I ac-
companied them down here. On the evening
of the murder, about halt past six o'clock, or
perhaps a juarter of seven, while I was busy
in the day nursery over my duties, my lady
came in, as she often did, though not at that
hour. She looked psle and flurrled, and bent
over the baby, who lay asleep, without speak-
ing. Sir Victor came in while she was still
there, and without taking any notice of me,
told ber he had received & note from Lady He-
lenn Powyss saying Squire Powyss had had a
stroke, an | that he must go at once to Powyss
place. He said he thought he would be ab-
sent all night, that he would return as soon as
he could, and that she was to take care of her-
self.- He kissed her good bye and left the
room. My Lady went to the window saud
waved her hand to him, and watched him out
ofsight. About ten minutes after, while she
still stood there, the door opened and Miss
Inez came in and asked for Sir Victor; she
said sbe wanted him.

Then she stooped over and looked at
the baby, calling him the heir of Catheron
Royals. Then she laughed in her soft way
and said: ¢ I wonder if he is the heir of Ca-
theron Royals! I have been roading the
Scotch marriage law, and atter what you and
my brother said the other night—" If she
said any more I couldn’t catch it—my lady
turned round in such a flame of angeras I
never saw her in before, and saye she : # You
have uttered your last insult, Inee Catheren
—ryou will never utter another beneath this
roof. To.morrow you leave it. I am Sir
Yictor Catheron's wife, and the mistress of
Catheron Royals,—this is the last might it
will ever shelter you” Then ghe opened the
door. tGo! she said ; ¢ when my husband
returns, vou cr I lesve this house for ever’
Neither of them took the least notice of me;
1 was afraid of being seen, and kept ns quict
a5 I could. I heard Miss Inez answer: ¢Not
all the soap-boiler’s daughters in Eugland
shall send me from Catheron Roysls. You
may go to-morrow if you will, but I will never
go, never!! With that she went away, and
my lady shut the door upon her. I did not
want Ler to see me there, when she turned
round, so I slipped cut of auother door, snd
downstairs. I took my supper, lingering,
1 dare eay, half an hour ; I don't think it was
much more than half-past seven when I re-
turned to the nursery for baby. I found my
lady asleep in the arm-chair beside the open
window. Bhe had besn crying-—there were
tears on her cheoks and eyelashes as she slept.
I did not disturb her. I lifted baby and car-
ried him up to the night nursery. I left him
in charge ot the uander nursemnid, and ro-
turned to the room my lady was in. The
clock was striking eight as1l came down-
stairs, I was going In to awaken my lady,
not likivg to have her sleep in the night air.
My band was on the haundle, when the door
opened and Miss Inez came out. She Jooked
paler than common, I thought, but she spoke
Yust as high and haughty as usunl. Shensked
me what [ wanted there. I told her I want-
ed to awaken my lady, She looked at me, as
though she would hike to bite off my head—
gshe wasin one of her tempers, I could sea,
:You bud better let my lady alvne, she says,
tand attend to your nursery. She's asleep
still, and it isn't your place to awaken her,
Ro. 1l wasin a fury; I don’t mind owning
that, but I said notbing and I went. When
Miss 1nes looked and spoke like that, every
servant in the house knew that it was as
much a8 her place was worth to dizobey her.
1 went back and told Ellen Butters. Ellun

‘| to her:

Inéz, aud the minate'she fr sihed her cup
she jumps up.. I'muot-afrgid . of her,' ssid
Ellen ; ¢ she ain’t my missir ++T'1'go-and wake
-+ we stayed below.

my lady up.) . She went
It might be five mir ieq after, when' she

dead.’ Murder! m* ;;q0rp There was blood

anything more ¢rom her except t My lady!
my lady ! 8he grop down ina.faint. We
left her there gy3 jollowed Hooper upstairs.
There Wa8 mg |ady lying in the arm-chair
uuder the, window. as I had seen her last.—
stone “jead, We were all 8o shocked and
frigl” cened, I hardly know what wss said or
0" ge for a while, Then somebody says—I
don't know who fo this minute---<Where is
Miss Catheron ?? Nobody made answer.
Says the person agaln: ¢ Where iz Miss Ca-
theron ? I think it frightened Hooper.
He turned round, and aaid he would go for
her. He went—woe waited, He came back
with her in a short while, and we all looked
at her. She was nearly as much like a dead
woman a8 my lady herself. I never saw such
a look on any face lLefore—--her eyes seemed
dazed in her head, like. She seemed hardly
to know what she was saying or doing, and
she didn’t seem & bit surprised. Hooper said

+ Shali I send for Sir Victor? She anewered,
in that stunned sort of way : ¢Yes, send for
Sir Yictor, and the doctor, and the police at
once. She was shivering like one in the
chills, as she said it. She said she could do
nothing mote, and she left us and went back
to her room, It was then I first missed the
dagger. I can swesr it was lying on the table
beside a book, when my lady firat fell asleep ;
when 1 looked round, the book was still there,
the dagger gone.”

The blood-stained dagger found by the po-
liceman was here produced and identified at
once by the witness. .

& It ig the same—I have had it in my hand
8 hundred times, and geen it with her. Oh,
my Jady—my lady —my dear lady I”

The sight of the blood-incrusted weapon
unnerved the witness. She broke out invo
hysterical sobbing, which nothing could quiet.
It being now noon, the court adjourned until
two o’clock.

Jane Pool was then again called, and resum-
ed her important testimony, in the same ra—
pid, narrative, disconnected style as before.

# I felt dreadfully about the murder, and I
don’t mind owning I had my suspicions. I
said to myself: I'l1 keep an eye on Miss Inez’
and I did,as well ag 1 could. She kept her
room nearly nll next day. Toward nightf, Sir
Victor was took down with the fever—wild
and raving like, aud Miss Inez went with
Lady Helena to sit with him and watch.
I was watching too, S1r Victor's room door.
I don't know why, but I seemed to expect
something. About nine, or alittle later, as I
stood at one end of the hall in the shadow, I
saw the door open and Miss Inez come out.
tShe looked up and down to see if the coast
was clear, then put her shawl over her head,
and walked very fast to the opposite end,
downstairs and out of the side door. I fol-
lowed her. 1t was raining and very dark,
and at first I lost ber among the trees. Then
1 heard s whistle, and following it, the next
thing I saw was a tall man smoking a cigar,
close beside her. It was too dark to see his
face; I could just make out that he was very
tall. They were talking in whispers, and
what with the drip, drip of rain and the rust-
ling of the trees, I couldn't catch at first what
they were saying.”

" Indeed, Mra. Pool," the coroner observed
at this point, #that iz to bLe regretted.’
Eavesdropping seems 1o be your forte.”

«] don't think it is any harm to listen in
agood cause,” Mrs. Pool retorted sailenly.
uIf you don't care to have me rgpeat my
eavesdropping, I won't.”

#Repeat what you heard if it bears on this
case.”

The first words I heard were from Miss
Inez., She was giving him something—
money, I thought—and®she said : ¢ Now go
and never come back. Yourcoming hasdone
evil enough surely’ I couldn’t catch his an-
swer., He took what she gave him and Miss
Inez burst out, as she always doeg, in one of
her tearing passions : ¢ How dare you say 8o,
you wretch ? whom it is my bitterest shame
to call brother. But for you she would be
alive and well--do you think ] don’t know it ?
Go! Living ordead, I never want to look
upon your facesgain.””

The sensation in the court (said the Ches-
holm Courier) as the witoess repeated these
words was something indeseribable. A low,
angry murmur ran irom lip to lip ; even the
coroner turned pale.

«Witness,” he said, « take care! You are on
oath, remember. How can you recall accu-
rately word for word what you heard”

«t Are they the sort ot words likely to be
forgotten ! " Jane Pool retorted. &I know
I’'m on oath; X'Il take five hundred oaths
to these words, if you llke. Those were the
very words Miss lnez Catheron epoke. She
called him her brother. She said but for him
she would be alive to-night. Then be plung-
ed into the wood and disappeared, and she
went back to the house. I haven'tspoken of
this to any one since. I wrote the words
down when I came in. Here is the writing.”
She handed tge coroner a alip of paper, on
which what she repeated was written.,

#1 knew I would have to awear to it, s0 I
wrote it down to make sure. Butmy memory
{s good ; I wouldn’t have forgotten.”

The witness was rigidly cross-examined,
but nothing could shake her testimony.
«The window,” she sald, ‘of the room
where the murder was committed, opened on
a lawn and flower garden-—any one could
have entered by it. ‘The knile lay on the
{able close by."

Dr. Dane was next cslled and gave his
medical testimony. The dagger shown would
inflict the wound that caused Lady Catheron's
denth, Io his opinion but one blow had
been struck and bad penetrated the heart.
Doath must have been instantaneous. A
strong, sure hand seems to hava dealt the
blow.

The policeman who bad found the dagger
was called, and testified as to its discovery
among the brake, on tho evening succeeding
the murder.

Miss Catheron was the next and last wit-
ness summoned, At the sound of her name a
low ominous hiss was heard—sternly re-
pressed at once by the coroner.

« Miss Catheron came in,” quoth the
Courier, ‘a8 pale a8 marble and looking as
emotionless. Her large, dark eyes glanced
over the crowded room, and dead silence fell.
The young lady guve her evidence clearly and
concisely-~perfoctly calm in tone and man-
ner, :

# Ou the Friday evening in question, the
decesged Linay Cathoron and myssif bad o
misunderstanding. It was my fault. I made
a remark that wounded her, and she retorted
by saying I should leave Citheron Royals on
the morrow. Jamswercd equally angrily,
that I would not, and left the room. When
I was alone I began to regret what I had so
hastily said. I thought the matter over for
a time, and finally resolved to return and
apologize. 1 went back to the nursery and
found Lady Cataeron fast asleep. 1 would
not disturb her, and immediately left the

comes fiylng - back, 8¢ reaming fit to wake the

on one of her han ;g ‘ng pefore we could get

Pool. I had always disliked:the worman and
-8poke Bharply toher’.ordering. her" away.
-H&lf an hour after, as{ gat in my room alons,
-Hooper; the butler, .camé up, snd told me my

‘ed and horrified.: I went down with lim;and:
eaw her. "I hardly knew what to do; 1 felt
stunned and bewildered by the suddenness of
Bo terrible’a catastrophe. I told the butler.
o send for Sir Victor, for the family physi-
cian, and the police. I Enew not what else
to do. I could not remain in the room, be-
cause the sight of blood always tarns me faint
and sick. 1 retired to my ownapartment and
remained there until the arriyal of Lady Hel-
ena Powyss.”

There was one fact the (hesholm Courier
did not chronicle, concerning Miss Catheron’s
evidence—the formal, constrained manner in
which it was given, like one who repeats a
well-learned lesson by rote,

As she concluded, the coroner ventured to
put a few respectful questions,

« On the nightsucceeding the murder, Mirs
Catheron, you met after dusk a men in the
grounds. Do you object to telling ue who
that man was ?” :

“1 do, Miss Catheron replied baughtily.
a T mwast. Aaoidadiy gbject. I have told all I
bave to tell concerning this murder. About
my private affairs I will answer no imperti-
nent questions, either now or at any future
time.”

Miss Catheron was then allowed to retire
Thej ury held a consulfation, and it was pro-
posed to adjourn the inquest for a few days,
until Juan Catheron should be discovered.

In one of the rooms of the « Mitre,” Miss
Catheron stood with Lady Helens, Sir Roger
Kendrick, and a few other sympathizing and
indignant friends. There wag but little said
—but little to say. All felt that a dark, ter-
rible cloud was gathering over the girl's head.
It broke sooner tban thay looked for.

As they lingered thers for a fow moments,
awaiting the issue of the inquest, a constabls
entered with a warrant, approached and
touched Miss Catheron lightly on the shoul-
er.

Lady Helena uttered a gasping cry; Sir

Roger strode forward; the young lady slight-
ly recoiled. The constabie took off his Lat
and spoke:
# Yary sorry, Miss, but it's my painful doty.
have s warrant here from Squire Smiley,
Justice of the Peace, to arrest yow on suspi-
cion of wilful murder.”

CHAPTER XI.

I RING OCT YOUR BELLS| LET MOURNING SHOWS BR
SPREAD !"

Three days after a loug and stately proces-
fion passed slowly through the great gates
under the lofty Norman archway, bearing to
the Cathercn vaults the bedy of Ethel, last
Ladv Catheron. A long and sad ceremonial !
Wby, it seemed only vesterday that that
mournful, passing bell rung out the welcom.
ing peal ; but yesterday since they had lit the
bonfires and tossed their hats in tho air, and
cheered with all thelr hearts and souls the
gollant husband and lovely wife. Xor a
ugquire of high degree” to marry beneath
him, is something that goes home, warm and
true, to every humble heart. SirVictor’s ten-
antry had never been half so proud of him, as
when he bad brouvght among them his low-
born wife., It seemed but yesterday that all
the parish had geen her, walking up this very
algle, in pale, flowing silk, and with the
sweetest face the sun ever shone on, leaning
on her happy young husband's arm ; and now
they carried her dead—foully mwurdered—to
the open Catheron vault, aud lald her 1o sleep
forever beside the high-born dames of the
race who slept their last sleep there.

# All men are equal on the turf and under
it,” once said a famous sporting nobleman.
Ethel Dobb, the London soap-boiler’s daugh-
ter, took her place to-day among the dead
daughters of earls and marquises, their equal
at last, by right divine of the great leveller,
Death.

A great and solemn hush pervaded all
ranks, sexes, and ciasses. Struck down in
her sleep, without a moment's warning, in her
own home—s deep murmur that waslike the
murmur of the angry sea ran through them
a8 they collected together.

Who had done this deed?—the girl con-
flned in Chesholm jail,or her scoundrel bro-
brother ? They remembered him well—like
Ishmael of old, his hand against every man,
and every man’s hand against him, the head
and instigator of every poaching afray, or hen.
roost robbery every fight and evil deed done
in Chesholm. Both brother and sister hated
her—Ioez Catberon that she had taken her
lover from her—Juan Catheron that he had
lost her himself. After Sir Victor he was
beir-at-law. Failing the life of the infant
son, he might one day write himself Sir
Juan,

It was a lucky thing, croaked the Ches-
holm gossips, that Nurse Pool had removed
the baby, else the dagger that stabbed the
mother would have found its way to the heart
of the child. Curse the black-hearted mur-
derer of sleeping women, aud from the throng
in the churchyard there rose up a groan to
Heaven, and & hundred angry Learts pledged
themselves to avenge 1t if the law would not.

« The coroner would have let the young
lady escape,” said one. ¢ See how be snub-
bed Mrs. Pool, and how easily he let her bet-
ters off, 1f Justice Smiley hadn’t got out his
warrant, she'd nave been off to the Continent
and clear away, long before this,”

% Why don’t they find Juan Catheron?”’
sald anether. ¢ They say they’re looking for
him—why don’t they find him thern ? Mur-
derers don't escape 80 easily nowadays—the
law finds 'em if it wants to find 'em. It’s
seven days since the murder was done, and no
tale or tidings of him yet ?”?

t And when be i3 found neither he nor his
sister sball escape. If the Iaw lets them clear,
wo won’t. The time when rank could shield
crime is over, thank Heaven., Let them hang
as high as Haman—they deserve it. I1l be|
the first to pull the rope.”

Day by day the feeling had grown stronger
and bitterer against brother and sister. The
Englishinan’s proverbial love of #fair play”
seemed for once to be forgotten. The merci-
$al reasoning of the law, that takes every man
to be innocent until hebe proven guilty, was
too lenient to be listened to. (The brother had
murdered her—the siater had aided snd abet-
ted. Let them both hang—that was the vox
populi of Chesholm-—~hanging was too good
for them.

i How did she take her arrest—sghe was ai-
ways as proud as Lucifer and as haughty asn
dake’s daughter ?” asked the curious towns-
folk.

Bhe had taken it very quietly, as though
she had expected it. When Lady Helena and
Bir Roger iad cried out in horror at her ar-
rest, she had stood firm.- A slight, sad smile
bad even crossed her lips,

“Dear Aunt Helena—dear Sir Roger,” she
bad said, « there's nothing to be surprised at
Don't intertere with this man; he is only do-
iog bls doty,I knew this would come. I
bave expected it from the' first. It will be
unpleasant for the time-—of the result I have
no fear. 1n thege days, when g0 mauny guilty
escape, 1t is not likely the Innocent will be
punished, Let me go #ith this man quistly,

lady-was murdered. I was naturally. shbock:.
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ceive me gladly, I knov.
Aunt Helena—pray don’t linger here Ionger”
Lady Helena arose, her face set in a look o
quist, stubborn resolve.

« Take good care of poor Yictor, and watel
the baby well.
ons now you know. Don't let any one ap
proach Victor but Mrs. Marsh, and warn be
not to speak of my arrest—the shock migh
kill him. X wish—1I wish I had treated her
more kindly in the past.
could never forgive myseli now.”
1t You had better not talk so much, Inez’
her aunt satd, almost coldly.
I don't pretend to wvnderstand
you. You know best whether he for who
you are making this sacrifice deserves it o
not. Good-night, my poor child; [ will sed§
you early to-morrow.” 5
Lady Helena, her lips set in that rigid lindg
of resolve, her tears dried, rode back to Caj
theron Royals.
this time—fallen with black, fast-drifting
clouds, and chill whistling winds. Twe o
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the lofty facade of the old mansion, no¥ ¢
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She shuddered in spite of herself
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quare, gloomy, black building ca
holm jail, standing in the centre of
paved quadrangle, Miss Catheron
to a room. The jailer had once
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ly fell down on the stone floor b
niece and held up her hands.
“lnez,”” she said, in Heaven's n
Youars shielding some on
ty man-—you saw him do this deed
out! Save yourself—let the guil
What is he that you should perish for b
sake! He wasalways evil and
his blood flows in your veins—spenk qut g
save yonrself. Let him who is guilty suffer
tor his own crime!”
The soft September twilight was filling the
room. One pale Alash of sunset came slanf-
ing through the grated window, and fel] on
M.ISB Iner Catheron’s face. She stood in the
mmiddle of the floor, her clasped hands hang-
ing loosely before her, an indescribable .|
pression on her face.

loo hard on him, Auat Helena.
none of us ever been too gentle to kim in
wrong doing, and he wasn't really bad at hf
then. If any letter should come from bhim t
you, for me, say nothing about it—bring it
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I will be tried at the Assizes and acquitted,
They can't bring me in guilty.
circumstantial evidence may sound very con.
clusive in the ears of Mr, Justice Smiley, but
it won't bring comviction with a grand jury,
You see it wasn't sufficient even for the coron

foul dark murder had been done—beneath it

the guilty wretch who had wrought this ruin;
Inez Cathercn was to suffor imprisonmesh
suspiciou, and life-long disgrace.
that the townspeople invoked on Juan C-
theron, Lady Helena had it in her heat #
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