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Chapter IIL.—Continued. Two Catastrophes.

And then he proceeded to tell him of the
fatal accident to Robson.

‘Another life sacrificed
Bacehus then, said the doctor, sorrowfully.
‘I should not like your brother’s feelings
When they hear of it, Ernest, any more than
your sister’'s whe nshe fully realizes what
she has done. Their econduct in inducing the
men to drink on such an occasion was abomin-
able he added.

‘Aleohol is, there ig no doubt about it,” said
Erne'est bitterly, ‘the special bane of our
family, I thank God,” he added reverently,
‘that though Iate in the day I have, 1 trust,
washed my hands of it for ever.

‘Yes, thank God, there is cause,” said the
Young doctor, grasping his friend’s hand.

As the latter thought it unadvisable for

Ernest to see his sister just then, he left a
message for Kate, telling her to stay as long
as she felt it needful, and then the two lett
West Moor together, the doctor to go to the
Robson’s Cottage, and FErnest to telegraph
to Mr. Murwood, urging his immediate re-
turn, He did not tell him the whole truth.
That would have been too ‘eruel.
_Edward and Tom Eastroyd had both ar-
rxvgd at the office when Ernest got back, and
the}r bleared eyes and loose lips testitied
plainly to the previous evening’s debauch.
The former, as was usual with him on such
occasions, was excessively irnitable too. 1t
Wwas plain that they had ouly just arrived,
and had as yet heard nothing,

‘What’s become of Lord, do you Kknow?’
Edward said to Earnest, after a eurt ‘good
morning” ‘He has had time to go through
the mill twice over by this, 1 should think,
and ought to have been in his office. And
1 didw't go in; but there seems to be only
one clerk in the book-keeper’s oftice, What
has become of everybody 1

‘You'd better ask Lord himself, for hers he
oomes,” said Ernest gravely; he could see
him crossing the mill yard. ‘You evidently
have not heard of the results of last night's
work.

‘Oh, if you are going to preach again I'm
ofl} said Kdward, making for the door.

‘Before you go you had better know what
has lappened at West Moor, said IKrnest,
and without any comment whatever he told
the story of their sister’s sorrow.

‘Maurice dead! The little chap pcisoned!’
exclaimed Tom, much moved; his nephew had
been a great favorite of his.

‘My stars, 1 wouldn’t stand in Kllen’s shoes
for something!’ exclaimed Kdward, coarsely.
‘Murwood. will be fit to kill her.

‘How will you like to stand in your own,
I wonder,” Ernest could mot help saying,
‘when you know that Robson is dead?

‘Dead! Robson dead!” exclaimed Kdward,
in a shocked and half incredulous tone.

‘Yes,” said Ernest, sorrowfully enough; ‘but
I will leave Lord to tell you all about it.
I have just had to retail it to the doctor,
and I am about sick of horrors.’

Without another word Edward- and ‘rom
went to join the manager. :

‘What a fool the man must have been to
have gone over the hill instead of down the
valley in such a wind,’ was the irritable com-
ment of the former when he heard the story.

‘If he had been sober it wouldn’t have
mattered a jot, Mr. Eastroyd,” said the man-
ager. ‘I've gone that way on worse nights
than last, and so has he, poor fellow, and
when there was no fence at all to the

uarry.’

q ‘Yoi'd better keep a still

about his not_lbeiﬂt sober,’
angrly. X

E’t;:m{::; E;;grns’;xnw told me, sir] said’ the

manager, respectfully. ‘I didn’t see him; but

he did” .

Tom held his peace.
wretchedly depressed.

2t the shrine of

said Kdward

He was feeling

tongue, Lord,

‘I could do with another brandy and soda,
he said to himself, which showed that he haa
already that morning partaken of such.

i
Chapter IV.—A Desperate Remedy.

Matthew Murwood was
traught at the death of
whom he had been passionately attached.
And then, the manner of losing him! it was
terrible—it would not bear thinking about.
From having once loved her dearly, he felt
now that he almost hated his wife. 'I'he ex-
posure, for one thing, had been as wormwood
and gall to & man of his proud nature, 'I'o
have lost his only son, destined, as he had
proudly thought, to carry on the family name,
& very old one in the district, was surely
enough, without having that name dragged
in the mire, as had been the case at the in-
quest—the proceedings of which had been
reported in all the newspapers for many miles
round. A plain-spoken juryman or two, and
@ keen-eyed and keen-witted coroner, had
elicited certain very damaging facts concern-
ing his wife’s drunken habits. At one time,
indeed during the inquiry, she seemed to be
in imminent danger of being committed for
manslaughter. = That catastrophe had fortu-
nately been averted; but still, things were
bad enough in all conscience. = His son was no
more; his wife was branded through the
whole surrounding community as a drunkard,
and his home was blighted, the relations be-
tween himself and his companion for life
being strained to the last degree. Nor did
compassion for his wife’s manifest suffering
greatly soften his feelings with regard to her.
Being a man with complete control over his
own appetites, he had little pity for those
of his fellow creatures who had been cast
in a weaker mould. His sympathy was scant,
his blame ample. It may therefore be im-
agined that in all England there coald te
few more miserable women than Kllen Mue-
wood. She had loved her child, too—tenderty
Joved him. She had inadvertently caused lis
death, and her conscience telling Mer how,
gave her little or no peace. And to self-
blame she had to, bear the reproach——zonstany
reproach, in manner, and occasionatly m
speech, of her husband and the father of her
boy. 1Is it to be wondered at, therefore, that
in her misery, she again yielded to th» erav-
ing for strong drink? ¥or a time, at any
rate, in the comparative obliviousness 1t
brought, her sense of suffering was deaiened.
But, oh, the wretchedness afterwards!

‘I cannot bear my life, Kate. i think
sometimes I shall go mad!’ she said one diy
to her sister-inlaw. It was some weeks alter
the death of little Maurice, and I lea was
fighting with fresh temptation, the strongar
from having recently yielded to her appetite,
To this new member of the Kastroyd family
alone had the proud, stately womon ever
spoken of her besetment, and that only once
before. Kate's loving sympathy, which had
been so great as to exchude reproacn, bhad,
at the time of Ellen’s great S0TrTOW, tom-
pletely won her heart and her configonce;
and ever since there had been a strong bond
between them. But it was delicate grouud
on which to tread, and wuntil Kllen herself
should re-open the subject Kate had feit too
much afraid of hurting a sore spirit to speak
of it. Now, however, the opportumty she
had longed for was within her reach,

‘I am so sorry for you, Ellen, dear, she
said. ‘This craving' you speak of mnst be
terribly hard to fight, since even the trougat
of your dear little girls is not enough to
drive it away, as you have told me. you
long to conquer it, you say, and canuot. It
has got the mastery over you; practically, 1t
has become a disease. Ellen, dear, you must
go away from here, You must go where you
can be cured. There are such places; pleas-
ant homes, where the cause of all your sor-
row is never allowed ++ enter. 1 have heard

i
well  nigh dis-
his little son, to
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of one such just lately near !

‘But—but how can I go? What would Mat¥
say to such a thing? eried poor Eilem. ‘sb
would be—such an exposure, and—’ the colot
flooding her face, ‘my husband is so sore
about that. I think sometimes’ she added
bi‘terly, ‘he feels the talk about me more
than the death of our boy.

‘Well, dear,’ said Kate, ‘that shows, at any
rate, that he still cares for you, as you seem
sometimes to doubt.

‘He cares for his good name, said Kilem,
with a concentrated bitterness which made
Kate shudder.

‘Then, dear,’ said Kate, ‘if only for that, I
feel persuaded that he would consent to your
going. And when you come back cured—
only think of it, Ellen!—you will soon win
back the place you seem to think you have
Tost in your husband’s heart. I have not &
doubt upon the subject. Besides, the general
public need not know where you are. Dr.
Hasleham has already told you, again and
again, that you ought to go away for &
change. And you will have gone—that is all,
Indeed, even if they do find
whose opinion is worth having will approve
your resolution. For it must be your own
act and deed, Ellen, dear; no one can force
you to go. You will be obliged to sign a
document pledging youxself to remain a whole
Yyear, and to conform to the rules of the
home.

‘How can I ever do it?” moaned Ellen. "It
seems as if some days I should go mad if I
did not have some brandy.’ :

‘That shows, Ellen, dear, how needful it is
that you should go,’ said Kate, twining her
arm about the poor victim to aleohol. “‘Pel’;
perate diseases call for desperate remedies,
it is said. No doubt you will suffer at first
—terribly, but the temptation will gradually
become weaker in time. And think what it
will be when it no longer assails you—with
any force. :

‘That would be heaven!” murmured Ellen,
with bowed head. -

‘It you will only say the word, Ellen,’ said
Kate, gently; ‘and, oh, do say :t, darling. I
will ask Dr. Hasleham to speak to Mat about
it, and, his consent once gained, Arthur "“{
arrange everything, I know he will, [‘;ladly.

‘Oh, I cannot, I cannot, moaned Ellen.

‘Ernest and I will take charge of the chil-
dren at Underbank; their nurse can come
with them; you need have no uneasiness
about them,” urged Kate, <

Alas! though Ellen Murwood loved her chil-
dren, it was not of them she was thinking
just then, so much as of the brandy she must
give up. - =

‘I cannot, I cannot, she wailed again. ‘I
could not live; I—

Kate was in despair. What was to be done?
Tt seemed cruel, terribly cruel, to remind this
tortured woman of that recent painful event,
but as nothing else secemed to suflice, even
that must be tried. As she had just before
quoted, ‘Desperate diseases demanded desper-
ate remedies.’

‘Ellen, darling,’ she whispered, drawing the
poor woman back into her arms, ‘think of
your two little girls, think c¢f your little
Maurice, and for his sake, for their sakes—’

But by this time Mrs. Murwood had flung
off Kate’s embrace, and had sprung to her
feet. y

‘You, you, Kate, to tell me that!’” she ex-
claimed, quivering all over with nervous ex-
citement. ‘Just as if I ever forget it, as if
it did not haunt me, night and day! I did

not think that you could have ‘been so crue G
Kate, as to remind me of—of— Here '&'——‘p =

.

broke off into hysterical weeping. ‘

Kate waited until she was calmer, then
she resumed: ‘It is because I love you, Ki-
len, that I am so urgent in this matter, and
you must forgive me if I hurt you in doing
it. Nothing can bring Maurice back to you
and your husband; but—but, Elien—it would
be some kind of atonement, would make up
to Mat a little—if—if—from this time forth,
at whatever cost, you renounced for ever
the fatal cup. I can think of nothing else
that will ever do it.

There was complete silence after Kate had
thus spoken, in a voice vibrant with feeling,
for the space of a whole minute, A great
mental struggle was evidently going on.
Then Ellen Murwood. féll on her knees by
Kate’s lap, and eried, s b s
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(To be vontinued.)

out, everyone .




