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of them. It would kill Aunt Margaret." That was 
John Coulson’s voice, and Elizabeth held her breath 
to catch what this was she must not hear. If it were 
so terrible, surely it would make her feci just a little 
regretful concerning John.

“ No, no,” Charles Stuart answered. “ They’ll 
never know, and the public will never know. The 
man who did the dastardly thing will see to that. 
And his company, headed by Huntley, will shield 
him.”

“ Can’t they be exposed ? ” John Coulson’s voice 
was a mere whisper.

“ Exposed ! Not they. The papers say it was 
merely an accident, with only one white man killed. 
That is Huntley’s story too, and who cares that a 
hundred or so Chinamen were blown to pieces? No­
body is going to be so crude as to announce that they 
were put out of the way when the company was done 
with them, to save big arrears in wages. And no­
body can prove it. They’ll make a fuss about
John------ ” The voice broke again. Elizabeth did
not wait to hear more. She arose and went quietly 
down to the study. She opened the door and stood 
facing the two men. She did not feel one pang of 
grief as yet, but she wanted to make things plain. 
She wanted to explain to John Coulson and Charles 
Stuart that it was not the President of the British 
North American Railroad that had killed John, but 
she, his favorite sister ; because it was she who in her 
stepping aside from the path of her plain duty had


