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Terrible §ecret was commenced in the
issue of Sept. 4. Back numbers containing
the chapters to date can be obtained at this
office. New subscribers who wish will be
supplied with this story from commence-
nt.

\TERRIBLE SEGRE.

sal0 J1mmy, "'you go to old Hooper. He
knows. All ['know is, that they say he
was an uncommon bad lot ; but old Hooper,
he’s knowed him ever since he was a young
’un and lived here. If old Hooper says he
wasn’t here the night Sir Victor brought
my lady home, don’t you believe him—he
was, and he’s been seen off and on the
grounds since. The women folks in the
servants’ hall, they say, as how he must
have been an old sweetheart of my lady’s.
You go to old Hooper and worrit it out of
im.’

Mr. Superintendent Ferrick went. How
artfully he began his work, how delicately
and skillfully he “‘pumped” old Hooper dry,
no words can tell. Mr. Juan Catheron
was an ‘“‘uncommon bad lot,” he had
come to the house and forced an entrance
into the dining-room the night of TLady
Catheron’s arrival—there had been a quar-
rel, and he had been compelled to leave.
Bit by bit this was drawn from Mr.
Hooper. Since then, Jackson, the head
groom, and Edwards, the valet, had scen
him hovering about the grounds watching
the house.

Mr. Ferrick ponders these things in his
heart, and is still.  This vagabond, Juan
Catheron, follows my lady to Catheron
Royals, is expelled, haunts the grounds, and
a man answering to his description is dis-
zovered quarrelling with my lady, demand-
ing money, ete., two or three hours before
the murder. The window of the room, in
which she takgs that fatal sleep, opens on
the lawn ; any one may enter who sees fit.

No one is about. . The Oriental dagger Ties
convenient to his hand on the table. ‘‘Here,
now,”says Mr. Ferrick to Mr. Ferrick, with
a reflective frown, ‘‘which is guilty—the
brother or sister?”’

He goes and gives an order to one of his
men, and the man starts in search of Mr.
Juan Catheron. Mr. Catheron must be
found, though they summon the detec-
tives of Scotlaud Yard to aid them in their
search.

The dull hours wear on—the new day,
sunny and bright, is with them. The white
drawing-room is darkened—the master of
Catheron Royals sits there alone with his
dead. And presently the coroner comes,
and talks with thesuperintendent; and they
enter softly and look at the murdered lady.
The coroner departs again—a jury is sam-
moned, and the inquest is fixed to begin at
noon next day in the Mitre tavern at Ches-
holm.

Lady Helena returns and goes at once to
her nephew. Inez, in spite of her injunc-
tions, has never been near him once. He
sits there still, as she left him many hours
ago; he has never stirred or spoken since.
Left to himself he is almost apathetic in his
quiet—he rouses into fury, when they
strive to take him away. As the dusk falls,
Lady Helena, passing the door, hears him
softly talking to the dead, and once—oh,
vitiful Heaven ! she hears a low, blood-chil-
§ing laugh. She opens the door and goes in.
He is kneeling beside the sofa, holding the
stark figure in his-arms, urging her to get
up and dress.

“It is a lovely night, Ethel, he says;
“‘the moon is shining, and you know you
like to walk out on moonlight nights. Do
iuu remember, love, those nights at

fargate, when we walked together first
on the sgands? Ah! you never lay'like
this, cold and still, then. Do get up,
Ethel !” petulantly this; “I am tired of
sitting here and waiting for you to awake.
You have slept long enough. Get up !”

He tries to lift her. Horror struck,
Lady Helena catches him in time to pre-
vent it.

“Victor, Victor ! she cries, *‘for the love
of Heaven put her down. Come away.
Don’t you know she is dead

He lifts his dim eyes to her face, blind
with the misery of a dumb animal.

“‘Dead ! he whispers.

Then with a low, moaning gasp, hs lsa
back in her arms, fainting wholly =vay,

Her cries bring aid—they lift h né
carry him up to his room, undre« a
place him in bed. The family physicisr 1s
summoned—feels his pulse, hears what
Lady Helena has to say, and looks very
grave. The shock has been too much for a
not overstrong body or mind. Sir Victor
is 1n imminent danger of brain fever.

The night shuts down. A messenger
comes to Lady Helena saying the squire is
much better, and she makes up her mind to
remain all night. Inez comes, pale and
calm, and also takes her place by the stricken
man’s bedside, a great sadness and pity for
the first time on her face. The White Room
is locked—Lady Helena keeps the key—one
pale light burns dimly in its glittering
vastness. And as the night closesin black-
ness over the doomed house, one of the

olicemen comes in haste to Supearintendent
g‘errick, triumph in his face. f{e has found
the dagger.

Mr. Ferrick opens his eyes rather—it is
more than he expected.

A bungler,” he mutters, ‘‘whoaver did
it.- Jones, where did you find this

Jones explains.

Near the entrance gates there is a wilder-
ness of fern, or bracken, as high as yoar
waist. Hidden in the midst of this unlike-
ly place Jones has found the dagger. It is
as 1f the party, going down the avenue, had
flung it in.

*‘Bungler,” Superintendent ™ ras -
again. _“‘It's bad enough to be mardan
without being a fool .”

He takes the dagger, No doult .bos,
the work it has done. - It is incrusted with
blood—dry, dark, and clotted up to the
hilt. A strong, sure hand had certs inly
done the deed. For the first time the
thought strikes him—could a woman's hand
strike that one strong, sure, deadly blow ?
Miss Catheron is a fragile-looking young
lady, with a waist he could span, slim little
fingers, and & delicate wrist. Jould she
strike this blow—it is quite evident only
one has been struck.

+*And besides,” says Superintendent Fer-
rick, argumentatively to himself, *‘it's
fifteen minutes’ fast walking from the house
to the gates. Fifteen minutes only elapse
between the time Nurse Pool sees her come
out of the nursery and Maid Ellen finds her
mistress murdered. And I'il be sworn, she
hasn’t been out of the house to.day. "All
last night they say she
in her room. Suppose s
she went out last night an
is it likely—come, 1 say
would take and throw it rizit
spot, where it was sure to Le found? A
Tartar that young woman 1s, 1 have no
doubt, but she's a long way off being a fool.
She may know who has done this marder,
but I'll stake my professional reputativn, in
spite of Mrs. Pool, that she uever did it

« hersell.” v

A thin, drizzling rain comes on with the
night, the trees drip, dvip in a feeble, mel-
ancholy sort of way, the wind has a Ingu-
brious sob in its voice, aud it is intensely
dark. It is about nine o'cloe’, wi:n M 38
Catherou rises from her piace’ by
bed and goes out'of the roon. In the
ridor she stands a moment, with the &
one who locks, and listéns. BNhe see
one. The dark figare of a womun, wuo
Bovers afar oif and watches her, is thave,
But lost in » shadowy gorner; a woman,

. awho Sinee the murder, has never entively
- Jost sight of Ler. Mies Catheron does not
. ges her, she takes up o shavl wravs if
= .

80, you, at onece ! ine
searching for you now, I warn you, sud il
they find you—"

‘&! they find me,” the man retorts, v
edly, “it can’t be much worso than iv is,
&hin‘l have been so black with ma for

{;nnl, that they can’t be much blacker.

ut I'll go. I'm mot over anxious to stay,

{:ﬂ% knows. Give me the money and I'll
off."

She takes from her bosom a package, and
hands it to him ; by the glow of the red

igar-tip Jane sees her.

“Ttisall I have—all I can get, jewele
and all,” she says ; “‘enough to kecp you
for years with care. Now go, and never
come back—your coming has done evil
enough, surely.”

Jane Pool catches the words—the man
mutters some sullen, inaudible reply. Iucx
Catheron speaks again in the same passion-
ate voice. .

“How dare you say so?” she cries, stamp-
ing her foot. ~ “You wretch ! whom it it
my bitterest shame to call brother. ~ But
for you she would be alive and well. Do
you think I do not know it? Go—living or
dead, I never want to look upon your face

ain 1"

Jane Pool hears those terrible words and
stands paralyzed. Can it be that Miss Inez
is not ',Ec murderess after all? The man
retorts again—she does not hear how—then
plunges into the woodland and disappears.
An instant the girl stands motionl:ss look-
ing after him, then she turns and walks
rapidly into the house.

CHAPTER. IX.
FROM THE ‘‘ CHESHOLM COURIER.”

The Monday morning edition of the Ches-
Latw. Courier, September 19th, 18—, con-
tained the following, eagerly devoured by
svery man and woman in the county, able
to read at all :

THE TRAGEDY AT OATHERON ROYALS.

“Inall the annals of mysterious crime
(began the editor with intense evident rel-
ish), nothing more mysterious, or more aw-
ful has ever been known, than the recent
tragedy at Catheron Royals. In the annais
of our town, of our county, of our country
we may almdst say, it stands unparalleled in
its atrocity. A young and lo lady,
wedded little better than a ye
the very highest position in society,
sacred privacy of her own household, ear-
rounded by faithful servants, is struck
down by the dagger of the assassin. Her
youth, {er beauty, the sancity of slumber,
all were powerless to shield her. 1
life, and hope, and happiness, she is f
and hideously murdered—her bahe
motherless, her young husband bercaved
and desolate. If anything were needed to
make the dreadfully tragedy yet more
dreadful, it is, that Sir Victor Catheron
lies, as we write, hovering between life and
death. The blow, which struck her down,
has stricken him too—has laid him npon
what may be his death-bed. At present he
lies mercifully uncenscious of his terrible
loss tossing in the delirium of violent brain
fever.

“Who, we ask, is safe after this? A lady
of the very highest rank, in her own home,
surrounded by her servants, in open day, is
stabbed to the heart, Who, we ask again,
is safe after this? Who was tho assassi
what was the motive? Does that as in
yet lurk in our midst ? Let it be the work
of the coroner and his jury to discover the
terrible secret, to Lring the wietch to jus-
tice. And it is the duty of every man and
woman in Cheltenham to aid, if they can,
that discovery.”

- - - - -

FROM TUESDAY'S EDITION.

The inquest began at one o'clock yester-
day in the parlor of the Mitre Inn, lad
Helena Powyss, of Powyss I’lace, and 1
Inez Catheron being present. The first wit-
ness called was Elien Butters.

Ellen Butters, sworn.—“I was Lady
Catheron’s maid ; I was engaged in London
and came down with her here; on the after-
noon of Friday, 16th, I last saw my lady
alive, about half-past six in the aglm-nunn 3
she had dressed for dinner ; the family din-
ner hour is seven; saw mnothing unusual
about her; well, yes, she secemcd a
little out of &pirits, but was yenile
and patient as usual; when I had iin-
ishedp dressing her she threw her
shawl about her, and took a book, and said
she wounld go out a few minutes and take
the air ; she did go out, and I went down
to the servant’s hall ; sometime after seven
Jane Pool, the nurse, came down in a great
flurry and said—" »

The Coroner.—*‘Young woman we don't
want to hear what Jane Pool said and did.
We want to know what you saw_yourself.”

Ellen Butters (sulkily). — “Very well,
that’s what I’'m trying to tell you. If Jane
Pool hadn’t said Sir Victor had gone off to
Powyss Place, and that she didn’t think it
would be proper to disturb my lady just
then, I would have gone up to my lady for
orders. Jane had her supperand went up
to the nursery for baby. She came back
again after awhile—it was just past eight—
in  temper, saying she had left my lady
asleep when she took away baby, and re-
turned to awake her. She had met Misa
Jnez who ordered .her away about her
business, saying my lady was still asleep.
Jane Pool said—"

The Cloroner.—** Young woman, we don’t
want to hear what Jane Pool said. Jane
Pool will-tell her own story presently; we
won't trouble you to tell {)ulh. At what
hour did you go up to the nursery your-
self?”

Ellen Butters (more sulkily).—*'I disre-
member; it was after eight, I could tell all
about it better, if you wouldn t kecp inter-
rupting and putting me out. It was about
a quarter or twenty minutes past eight, I
think——"

The Coroner (dogmatically). —*“What you
think won't do. Be more precise if you
please, and keep your temper. What
o'clock was it, I' say, when you went up to
the nursery ?”

Ellen Butters (excitedly),—It was about
& quarter or twenty minutes past eight—how
can I know any surer when I don't know.
I don’t carry a watch and didn’t look at the
clock. I'm sure I never expected to be
badgered about it in this way. I said I'd
gn and wake my lady up, and not leave her
there to catch her death, in spite of fifty
Miss Catherons. I rapped at the door and
got no answer, then I opened it and went
in. There was no light, but the moon was
shining bright and clear, and I saw my lady
gitting, with her shawl around her in the
arm-chair, I thought phe was asleep
and called her—there was no auswer. I
called again, and put my hand on her bosom
to aronse her. Something wet my hand—it
was blocd. I looked at her closer, and saw
blood on her dress, and oozing in a little
stream from the left breast. ﬁ’hen I kuew
she had been killed, ] ran screaming from
the room, and down among the rest of the
servants. I told them—I didn’t know how.
And I don’t remember any more, for I fell
ina faint. When I came to I was alono—
the rest were up in the nursery. I got up
and joined them—that’s everything I know
about it.”

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

“I have bgen butler in Sir Victor Cather-
on’s family for twenty years.  On the night
of Friday last, as 1 sat'in the servants’ hall
sfter supper,’the young woman, Ellen But:
ters, my y'l London maid, came sc: e
ing downstairs like a creature gone mad,
that my Jady was purdered, and
frightened us all out of our senses,

As
she was always a flighty person, 1
Mn"v hﬁmw her, II.? -ordered  bey

when ad her.
“William Hooper,” continued the Ches-
communicatively, ‘‘was
precise time of

was being tried for his life, Every snswer
was wrung from this frightened youth, as
with red-hot pinchers, and it was wivh the
utipost difficulty anything ocnsistent could
be extorted at all.

““About half-past six on Friday eveni
Mr. Dicksey was rambling aboutthe groun
in the dirgction of the laurel walk.  In the
open ground it was siiil quiet lighs, in the
laurel walk it was growing dusk. As he
drew near, he heard voices—angry voices—
the voices of a man and a woman.  Peeped
in and saw my lady.  Yes, it was my lady
—yes, he was sure. Was it likely now he
wouldn’t know my lady? The man was
very tall, had a furrin-looking hat pulled
over his eyes, and stood with his back to
him. He didn’t see his face. They were
quarrelling. Heard the man call her Ethel
and ask for money. She wouldn’t give it.
Then he asked for jewels. She refused
again, and ordered him to go. She was
very angry—she stamped her foot once and
said: ** If you don’t go instantly I'll call my
husband. Between you and your sister you
will drive me mad.” = When she said that, he
inculed at once who the man was. It was

Miss Inez’s brother, Mr. Juan. Catheron.”

Mr. Dicksey was here sharply reprimand-
ed, informed that his suspicions and hear-
says 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 - ‘Give me the
jewels, or by all the gods I'll blow the
story of your marriage to me all over

ingland I ”

The breathless silence of coroner, jury,
and spectators at this juncture was some-
thing not to be described. 1In that profound
silence, James Dicksey went rambling on to
say, that he could swear before the Queen
herself to those words, that he had been
thinking them over ever since he had heard
them, and that he couldn’t make top or tail
of them.

The Coroner (interrupting).—*What
further did you overhear ?”’

James Dicksey.—*‘I heard what my lady
said. She was in an awful passion, and
spoke loud. She said, ‘You will not, you
dare not, you're a coward ; Sir Victor has
you in his power, and if you say one word

ouw'll be silenced in Chesholm jail.’

hen she stamped her foot again,
and said, ‘Leave . me, Juan Cath-
eron; I am not afraid of you’
He had heard no more; he was afraid of
being caught, and had stolen guietly away.
At ten o'clock that night was told of the
murder, and was took all of atremble. Had
told Superintendent Ferrick something of
this next day, but this was all—yes, so
help him, all he had heard.

James Dicksey was rigidly cross-examin-
ed, and clung to his testimony with a dog-
red tenacity nothing could shake. A pro-

ound sensation ran through the room as
Jame Dicksey sat down—a thrill of unut-
terable apprehension and fea:

The examination of these three witnesses
bad occupied the whole of the afternoon.
The court adjourned until next morning at
ten o’clock.

On Tuesday morning, despite the inclem-
ency of - the weather (said the Chesholm
Courier ®, its readers) the parlor of the
#Mitre,”" was filled at the hour of nine.
The cxcitement was intense—you might
have heard a pin drop in the silence when
the examination of witnesses was resumed.
William Hooper again took the stand.

The Coroner.—**Youn remember the even-

Catheron home %
Witness,—*‘I do.”
Coroner.—*You had a visitor on that
night, My. Hooper ? Who was that visi-
- .

r-
“It \w\L Mr. Juan Catheron.”

visiting Catheron Royals ?”

““He was not.”

“Can you recollect, how long a period had

elapsed since his previous visit ?”
s, “‘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 sistor also?”

“I don't know. I—believe so.” Here
the witness looked piteously at the jury.
“I had rather not answer these questions,
gentlemen, if you please. I'm an old ser-
vant of the family —whateverfamily secrets
may have come under my knowledge, I

it SRR
—*“Onlya few more,

Mr. Hoope uire to know on what

family, Did fie ever come to Catheron
yals to visit his sister?”
He did not,”

“ Had he ever been forbidden the
house?”

“]—believe so.”

“On the evening of Sir Victor and Lady
Cather I, his visit was entirely
udexpected then?”

“I don’t know.

“You admitted him?

“I did.”

*“What did he say to you?”

“J don’t remember. Some rattling non-
gense—nothing more. He was always

lightheaded.. - He ran apstairs and into the
dining-room before I could prevent it ?”

**How long did he remaimn ¥’

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

“Had there been a quarrel?”

“I don’t know,” doggedly ; “I wasn't
there. Mr. Juan came down laughing, 1
know that.”

CHAPTER X.
“ CHESHOLM
TINUED,
Jane Pool was called. A suppressed
murmur of deepest interest ran through the
room at the name of this witness. It was
understood her evidence would have the
deepest bearing on the case. Mrs. Pool
took the stand.
Bir Victor Catheron’s infant son. Farly in
August I entered the service of Lady Cath-
eron in London’; the first week of Septem-
ber I accompanied them down here. On
the evening of thegnurder, about half-past
six o'clock, or perhaps a quartor of seven,
while I was busy in the day nursery over
my duties, my lady came in, ag she often
did, though not at that hour. Bhe locked
ale and flurried, and bent over baby, who
ay asleep, without speaking, Sir Victor
came in while she was there, and without

FROM TIIE COURIER ”—CON«

taking any notice of me, told her he had
received a note from Lady Helena .Powyss
saying Squire Powyss had had a stroke, and
that he must go at ouce. to Powyss Place.
He said he thought he would be absent all
night, that he would return as soon as he
could, and that she was to take care of
herself. He kissed her good-by and left the
room. My lady went to the window and
waved her hand to him, and watched him
out of sight. About ten minutes after,
while she still stuod there, the door opened
and Miss Inez came in and asked for Sir
Victor; she said she 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:
“J wonder if he is the heir of €atheron’s
Royals? Ihave been reading the Scotch
marriage law, and after what you and my
brother said the other night—" If she said
any more I didn’t catch it—my lady turned
round in such a flame of anger as I never
saw her in before, and #xys she: *‘You
have uttered your last insult, Inez Cather-
on—you will never utter another beneath
this roof. To-morrow you leave it. Iam
Sir Victor Catheron’s wife, and the mistress
of Catheron Royals—this is the last night
1t will ever sheiter you.”  Then she opened
the door. “Go?”’ she maid; ‘““‘when my hus-
bang returns you or I leave this forever.”
Neither ¢f them took the least notice, of
me; I was afraid of beidg uull. and kept as
quiet as I gould. Iheard Miss Inez's answer:
“‘Not all the soap-boilers’ daughters in Eng-
land shall send me from Catheron Ro rals.
You may ge to-morrow if you will, but T will
never go, mever! With that she went
away, and my lady shut door. ' I did
not want her to seeme, 80 I slipped out. I
took wy supper, lingerin{. dare #ay,
half an hour ; I don’s think it was much
more than half-after seven when I returned

. one

| ed to expect something.

ing on which Sir Vietor brought Lady |

“Was Mr. Juan Catheron in the habit of |

| his answer.

| and Miss Inez burst out, as she always

| does, in one of her tearing passions :

| dare you say so, you wretch ! whom it is
my 16'

| for you she would be alive and well.

footing Mr. Juan Catheron stood with his |

“I am Jane Pool, nurse to |

1

wigen the door o

ont. - She looked paler than comme
thought, but she

haug “:.rv as usual.
wanted there; I told her I wanted to waken
my lady. She looked at me, as though she
would like to bite off my head—she was in
of her tempers, I co see.
“You had better let my Iady
alone, she says, ‘and attend to your nursery.
She's asleep still, and it isn’t your place to
awaken her. Go.’ I wasina fary; I don’t
mind owning that, but I said nothing and
went. When Miss Inez looked and spoke
like that every servant in the honse knew
it was as much as her was worth to
disobey her. I went k and told Ellen
Butters. Ellen was drinking her tea; she
couldn’t abide Miss Inez, and the minute
sho finished her cup she jumps up. ‘I'm not
‘afraid of her,’” says Ellen; ‘she ain’t my
missis; I'll go and wake my lady up.’ She
went; we staid below. It might "3 five
minutes after when she comes tlyinyg back,
screaming fit to wake the dead, ‘Murder !
murder! There was blood en one of her
hands, and before we could get anythin
more from her except ‘My lady ! my lad;
she drops down in a faint. - We left her
there, and followed Hooper upatairs. There
was my lady lying in the arm-chair under
the window, as I had seen her last—stone
. We were all so shocked and fright-
ened, I hardly know what was said or done
fora while. Then somebody says—I don’t
know who to this minute, ‘Where is Miss
Catheron ¥ Nobody made answer. Saysthe
ferson again :  ‘Where is Miss Catheron ¥’
think it frightened Hooper. He turned
round, and said he would go for her.. He
went—we 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
as my lady herself. I never saw such a
look on any face before—her eyes seemed
dazed in her head, like.  She hardly seem-
ed to know what she was saying or doing,
+ 1d she didn’t seem a bit surprised. Hooper
swi:l to her :  “Shall I'send for Sir Victor ¥
Sue answered, still in that stunned sort of
way : ‘Yes, send for Sir Victor, 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 more,
and she left us and went back - to her room.
It was then I first missed the dagger. I
can swear it was lying on the tible besidea
book, when my lady first fell asieep ; when
1 lookea round, the book was still there,the
dag.er gone.”

e blood-stained dagger found by the
po icoman, was here produced and identified
at unce by the witness. -

, is the same—I have had it in my
Land a hundred times, and seen it with her.
Oh, my fady—my lady—my dear lady 17

Jane Pool was then again called, and
resumed her important testimony, in the
sune rapid, narrative, connected style as
before.

] felt dreadfully about the murder, and
I don't inind owning I had my suspicions
I said to myself: ‘T'll keep an_eye on Miss
Inez,’ and I did, as well as Icould. She

ept her room nearly all next day. Toward
night, Sir Victor was took down with the
fever—wild and raving like, and Miss Inez

| went with Lady Helena to sit with him and

watch. I was watching too, Sir Victor's
room door., I don’t know why, but I secru-
About nine, or a
little later, as I stood at one end of the hall
in the shadow, I saw the door open and
Miss Inez came out. She 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 followed her.
It was raining and very dark, and at first
I lost her among the trees. Then I heard
a 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 rustling of the trees, I couldn’t catch at
first what they were saying.”

“The first words I heard were from Miss
Inez. She was giving him something—
money, I thought,jand she said: ‘Now go
and never come back. Your coming has
done evil enough, surely.” I couldn’t catch

Ife took what she gave him,

‘How

But
Do
you think 1 don’t know it ? Go ! living or
dead, I never want to look upon your face
again.”” "

The sensation in the court as the witness
repeated these words, was something indes-
cribable.

“Those were the very words Miss Inez
Catheron spoke. She calledhim her brother.
She said but for him she would be alive to-
vight. Then he plunged into the wood
and disappeared, and she went back to the
house.”

The witnesy was rigidly cross-examined,
but nothing could shake her testimony.

“The window,” she said, ‘“of the room
where the murder was committed, opened
on & lawn and flower-garden—any one could
have entered by it. The knife Iay on the
table close by.”

Dr. Dane - gave the medical testimony.
The dagger shown, would inflict the wound
that caused death. In his opinion, but one
blow had been struck.  Death must have
been instantaneous. A strong, sure hand
must have struck the blow.

The policeman who had found the dagger
was called, and testified as to its discovery
among the brake, on the 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-

ressed at once by the coroner.

¢sMiss Catheron come in as pale as marble
and looking as emotionless, Her large dark

tterest shame to call brother.

| eyes glanced over the crowded room, and

dead silence fell. The young lady gave her
evidence clearly and concisely—perfectly

| calm in toné and manner.

“On the Friday evening in question, the
deceased Lady Catheron and myself had a
misunderstanding. It was my fault. I

| made a remark that wounded her, and she

retorted by saying I should leave Catheron
Royals on the morrow. I answered 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. I went back to
the nursery and found Lady Catheron fast
asleep. I would not disturb her and im-
mediately left the room. On the threshold
1 encountered Nurse Pool. I had always
disliked the woman, and_spoke sharply to
her, ordering her away. Half an hour after,
as I sat in my roomalone, Hooper, thebutler,
came up, and told me my lady was murder-
ed. I was naturally shocked and horrified.
I went down with him, and saw her.
bardly knew what to do; I felt stunned
and {Jewildered by (the suddenness of so
terrible a catastrophe. , I told the butler to
send for Sir Victor, for the family physician
and the police. I knew not what else to
do. I could not remain in the room, be-
cause the sight ot blood always turns me
faint and sick. I retired to my own apart-
ments and remained there until the arrival
of Lady Helens Powyss.”

There was one fact, the Chesholm Courier
did not chronicle, concerning Miss Cather-
on'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 respective questions.

“On the night succeeding the murde_r,
Miss Catheron you met after dusk a man in
the grounds. Do you object to telling us
who that man was?’

«T do,” Miss Catheron replied, haughtily.
T moss decidedly object. I have told all
I have to tell concerning this murder.
About my private affaire I will answer no
impertinent questions, either now or at any
future time.”

Miss Catheron was then allowed to retire,
The jury held a consultation, and it was

roposed to adjourn the inquest for a few

ays, until Juan Catheron should be dis-
covered.

In one of the rooms of the “Mitre,” Misy
Catheron stood with Lady Helena, Sir
Roger Kondrick, and a few other sympa-
thizing and indignant friends. Therewas but
little said—but Jittle to say. All felt that
a dark, terrible cloud was gathering over
the girl's head. It broke sooner thau they
looked for.

As they lingered there for a few momeats,
awaiting the issue of the inquest, & constable
en with a warrant, approached and
touched Miss “Catherop~ lightly ~on the
shoulder. :

Lady Helens, uttered » gosping orv : 8is

and this, we take it, includes the pub-
licution of such evidence as will war-

- the case with a view to giving its

'by addressing the Dr. Williams" Medi-

' The full duty, of a newspapor is “net
simply to coavey news to its readers,
but to give such information as will be
of value to them in all walks of life,

rant those who may unfortunately be
in poor health {;ing a fair trial to the
remedy that proved of lasting
benefit to others, LaPatrie having
heard of the cure of a young lady
living ‘at 147 St. Charles Borrome
Street, of more than ordi i

nants in 1704 was a.
grent zes! 1n.v the spirit of 1i¢

hibition of old relics, the history of may

- of which wns assoviated with the domestio

life and character of the first se1tlers.
This conntry was settled chic Y
ts from Devon and Cornwall, in Eog-
snd, the Highlands of Scotiand and the
.north of Ireland,

Among " the very old residents taking
part in this event, some of whiia were tie
origi.ial ocoupants of the forest farms, are
the following: Mesars, James ileClellan,
Dndvld Fisher, George Haines, P. il., James
au

. . :. .
determined to make an investigation of:

readers the particulars, The reporter’s
knock at the door was answered by a
young person neatly - dressed, and,
showing all the appearance of good
health. '~ “I came to inquire,” seid the
reporter, concerning the young lady
cured by the use of Dr. Williams’
Pink Pills.

“[n that case it must be myelf,”
said the young girl smiling, “for I
have been very sick and laid up with
heart disease, and some months ago
thought I would soon sleep in Cote des
Neiges cemetery. Won't you come in
and sit down and I will tell you all
about it?"

The young girl whose name is Ad-
rienne Sauve, is about 19 years of age.
She stated that some years ago she
became ill, and gradually the disease
took an algrming character.  She was
pale and listless, her blood was thin
and watery, she could not walk fast,
could not climb a stair, or do in fact
any work vequiring exertion. Her
heart troubled her so much and the
palpitations were so violent as to fre-
quently prevent her from sleeping at
night, her lips were blue and bloodless,
and she was subject to extremely
severe headaches. Her coudition
made her very unhappy for, being an
orj han, she wanted to be of help to
the relations with whom she lived, but
instead was becoming an incumbrance.
Having read of the wonders worked by
Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills, Miss Sauve
determined to give them a trial.  After
using one or two boxes she bejan to

revive somewhat and felt strong r than
before.  She slept better, the color
began to return to her cheeks, and a
new light shone in her eyes. 'This en-
couraged her so much that she deter
mined to continue the treatment, and
soon thie heart palpitations and spasms
which had made her life miserable
passed away, and she was able to
assist once more in the household!
labor. To-day she feels as young and |
as cheerful as any other youung and
healthy girl of her age.  She ix very
thankful for what Dr. Williams’ Pink
Pills have done for her, and feels that
she cannot too highly praise that mar-
vellous remedy. Indeed her case
points a means of rescue to all other
young girls who find that health’s
roses have flown from their cheeks, or
who are tired on slight exertion, sub-
ject to fits of nervousness, headaches
and palpitation of the he In all
such cases Dr. Willliams’ Pink Pills
are an unfailing cure.  Sold by all
dealers or sent by mail postpaid, at 50
cents a box, or six boxes for $2.50,

cine Company, Brockville, Ont.,
Schenectady, N. Y.  Beware of imita-
tions and substitutes alleged to be “just
as good.”

or

R B e N Sy

Itch of every kind, on humar of
animals, cured in 80 minutes oy
Woolford’s Sanitary Lotion. Warr-
anted by J. P. Lamb.

English Spavin Liniment removes
all hard, soft or calloused Lumps and
Blemishes from horses, Blood Spavin,
Curbs, Splints, Ring Bone. Sweeney,
Stifles, Sprains. Sore and Swollen
Throat, Coughs, etc. Save $50 by
use of one bottle, Warranted by
J. P. Lamb.

RueumaTisy CURED IN A DAy.—
South American Rheumatic Cure for
Rheumatism and Neuralgia radically
cures in 1 to 3 days. Its action upon
the system is remarkable and myster-
iqus. It removes at once the cause
and the disease immediately disappears,
The first dose greatly benefits. 75
cents. Warranted by J. P, Lamb.

Rebecca Wilkinson, of Brownsvalley,
1nd., says: “I had been in a distressed
condition for three years from Ner-
vousness, Weakness of the Stomach,
Dyspepsia and Indigestion until my
health was gone. I bought one bottle
of South Amerian Nervine, which
done me more good than any $50
worth of doctoring I ever did in my
life. I would advise every weakly
person to use this valuable and lovely
remedy.” A trial bottle will convince
you. Warranted by J. P, Lamb.

—_———r——

WHEN THE MOB SPIRIT IS ABROAD.

Incoherent Movements of People in Timces
of Unusual Excitement.

In the collective mind images succeed
one another incoherently, as they do in
the brain of a sleeping or hypnotized
man, says the Popular Science Monthly,
while most of the individual tinds
which compose it and which concur in
forming that great folly called opinion,
and capable of consecutiveness and
order in the arrangement of their ideas,
M. Delboef tells of a poor German, just
arrived at Liege, who followed the
crowd to the scene of a dynamite ex
plosion. Some one, seeing himn run a
little faster than the others. pointed him
out as the guilty person, and the whole
mob was ready to cuthim to pieces.
Yet that mob was composed of the best
society of the place, attending a concert,
and gentlemen could be heard calling
for & revolver with which to kill reck-
lessly an unhappy man, of whose nation-
ality, name and crime they knew noth-
ing. When the cholera was raging in
Paris in 1832 the report spread through
the city rapidly that the disease was the
work of poisoners, who, the peaple were
brought to believe, were tampering with
food, wells and wines, Immense multi-
tudes assembled in the public places,
and every man who was seen carrying
a bottle or a vial or a small package was
in imminent danger of hislife, the mere
possession of a flask was sufficient - evi-
dence to convict in the eyes of the deli-
rious multitude, and many fell victims

Chath
inally nss

to its rage. Two persons, flying before
thousands of madmen, accusing them of |
having given a poisoned tart to children, |
took refuge in a guardhouse; the post |
was surrounded in an instant, and noth- ‘
ing could have prevented the murder of l
the accused men if two officers had not |
ponceived the happy thought of eating ,
one of the tarts in full yiew of the mob.
The mob burst into laughter, and the t
men were sayed,

S el Heal, William iicGill, W.
Pethiek, Jonathan Stepheuns, Colonel F.
Cubitt, Abrsm Young, W. Law, Mark
Prout, Chas. Honey, Levi Vancamp, H W,
Burk, ex-M P., Richard Widatt, 8.
Washing on, Jiwob Neads, Saanel Van-

kstone, John Frank, Calvin Tyier, E. G.

Power, Jesse Trnll, W. Bowman, Cyrus
Manson, John Allin, John C..plin, W.
Foley, S. Snowden, Hector Beith and
many others,

The presence of Hon. Edward Blake,
who' represented West Durhiam 60 many
years, gives an added interest to the pro
ceeding, Mrs, Blake accompaui s him,

After the formal opening of the exhibi-
tion, the celebration ' eing held in connec
tion with the West Durham A :ricultural
Society’s fall fair, the citizens and visitors
repaired 1o the new music hall, where »
first cluss musical programme was render-
ed by some of the descendants of the old
families aud very superior local talent
it proved.

A fine speech on the early s-ttlers was
made y Mr. Jas, McFeeters, the first mayor
of Bowmanville,andon the history of Bow-
manviile and vicinity by Mr. J. B. Fair-
bairn, son of the first postmaster and pre-
sent occupant of that office. TLis address
was rich in local incidents and well sprink-
led with mirthful pastimes of old settlere.

Hon. E. Blake responded to loud ealls
with a very happy ten minutes speech on
his recollections of pioneer life, Colonel
Cubitt, likewise by request, made a brief
speech,

The programme will be conrinued to-
day, when the Lient. Governor, 1Ton. John
Dryden, Dr. John Hoskin and other promi
nent men will take an active p-rt

AN OFFICER'S TERRIBLE

FALL.

A Scion of a Noble Jllouse Mects With &
Sad Accident at Halifux,

Haurrax, N.S., Sept. 20.—A horrible
accident has occurred here. Mujor
Beresford, of - tho Royal Ingineers,
who only came to this station a few
months ango, was the victim.  1{s was on
the roof garden of tne Halifux Hotel,
where he boarded wtih liis wife and ehild.
The stre-t is five stories below, and Beres
ford eithier jumped off or fell. He shot

| down head first and struck on the stone

curbing, smashing in his head and break
his ne Death was instantaacons,  He
was about 9

The verdi
body was aceulental
developed thd¥act that v
in poor health” for somw
from nervous prosuration.  His heul way
frightfully ernshed with eolli i witn
stoue payme his Lraing coizing out
through the t Doceased wiil be gicen
a miiitary funeral to morrow.
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uncle and Lorl
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tim , suffering
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His LIFe RLED OUT.

A Workman in aSug
ntkerrvini

r.iefinery Killed in
e,

MoxTRrEAL, Se A hosriole acei
dent took ce al the St, Lawrcace sugar
refinery. Henri Deveaa was in tie act of
wiping off the sginfting in one of the rooms
of the refin.ry, when in sou
.z ; he was - using for Luc purpose

is wrist, throwing bLim forward.

In front of Debean stood a cantrifugal
dryer about two and a half teet in dia-
meter. This is ran at a terrilic rate of

ed which is uecessary for the drying
rocess.  Debean was thrown  head fore-
most into the dryer and in an instant the
lifo was whirled out of his body,

A brother workman, Eustache Quellette
by name, was sianding beside the dryer at
the time, In the whirl which s-ut Debean
into cternity Lis feet eame in contact with
Quellette’s Lip, knocking him down and
severely injuring him, Debeunn was con-
veyed to his howe and an ingaest held.
Quellette wns conveyed to Nuirs Dame
Lospital.  Debean had a wife but no child-

yhing Affvay,
-\ istuarbance
%, deput on Clar-
¢ which Wailaco Temple
o in the left breast and
Hle was taken to the hos-

city hos
He has
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al.
he is about an
even e ol i
to littie
arrests have be
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! very,
wat  the
made in eot
Peter

10w

sun of

Femple,

plying
wrlottetown and  Boston, has been leak-
Lvery effort was made to

the leak Lut withont suceess. It w e-
cded to place the vessel on the niarine
railway at Picton and have Captain Hill
hold a survey. This was done, and what
lovked like the top of a belt was seen pro-
truding {rom the steamer’s side below the
water link,  The ship had been struck by
a sword fish and nine inches of the sword
was imbedded in the side. A piece of the
sword went through five inches of spruce

Children Poisoned by Candy.

Hazivros, To Sept. 21.—Tremendous
excitenient prevails here on account of the
poisonit 21 school children. Oune of
the sch ought two or three pounds of
\ art of which was colored
tributed it to the children,
The doctors think the candy poisoned the
1 -, whils others claim it was cansed

of

ing water.

by o Nearly all the victims
will tecover.

Charged With a
Wixpsor, Ont.,

us Offence,
22, —Charles

Simpson was arrested in Detroit by Detec-
tives

Se

and Wolff aud brought to
Vindsor

Yesterday he was taken to
u to answer to the charge of crim-
wlting a 14-year-old colored girl
it that place about a r ago.
Con-iderable excitement as been causeil
in the field artillery camp, composed of
detachiments from all the artillery camps
in the Dominion, now being held at
Lapraitie, by the ruling out of the London
Field Ba tery for inefficiency.

Hicking Cows.

f the animal is handled kindly from
calfhood and the proper kind of person
milks her—one who hds sense-enough to
control his temper—there will be very
little probability of the animal develop-
ing the kicking habit, says the Ameri-
can Agriculturist.” If the cow’s ndder
is sore, or if one handles tender teats too
roughly the cow is liable to kick. If
she does it will be wise to handle her
more kindly, and gently, lest she repeat
the kicking so many times that it be-
comes a liabit, for if it develops into a
habit. nothing may serve to cure her.
Young heifers which have just dropped
their calves may kick occasionally at
the beginning, bat if the milker kicks
ber back or strikes' her roughly the
chances are that the evil will be aggra
vated, and the cow ruined, Gentleness
and kindness with dairy cows is the best
plan ta avoid having kicking cows.
But there are frequent instances where
the kicking propensity seems to be trans-
mitted in the breeding from dam to off-
gpring, and in such cagea it will be a
hard matter to effect § cure. As arule,
however, kicking cows are the result of
ignorant and brutal treatment by those
having them in charge, and intrusted
with their training,
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KENDALL’S SPAVIN CURE.
‘CanroN, Apr. 3, '8,

Mo.,
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R. KAy, P.O.Box8is.
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Dr. B; J. KENDALL COMPANY,
ENOSRURGH FALLS, VT.

H ' i SR
am-: 6, new and stytish in m‘.‘

Tweeds, Worsteds, Overcoatings, Bte.

Call and inspect the stock before placing
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CONFECTIONERY

BROCKVILLE

OYSTERS IN SEASON

\

ESTABLISHED 1882

H. H. Cossitt & Bro.

(Successor to J. L. Upham)

Fruit & Commission Merchant

WHOLESALE AND RETAIL

ONTARIO

* Two (2) StorEs—TELEPHONES 244a & 244b

LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS

Farmers and
Stock-Feeders

It will pay you to run
your Potatoes, apples, roots,
and pumpkins through a

Little Giant Root Cutter
before feeding.

Machines cost only $8
and will cut a bushel a min-
ute,

G. P. McNish, Lyn, Ont,

The Champion Gold Medal Oil, w

HAS NO EQUAL. MAN

MecColl Bros. &

Ask your Dealer for “Lar

For sale by allleading deal

Lyn Wooll

"THRESHER S

USE LARDINE MACHINE OIL* -

hieh cannot be Excelled.

McCOLL’S CYLINDER OIL

UFACTURED BY

Co., “Toronto

dine” and beware of

imitations.

ers in the country

en Mills

wool in cash. or trade,

Lyn, Aprll 17, 1804

Have a good stock ot genuine all-wool Yarn and Cloth,
will be prepared to sell the same at moderate prices, and will
at all times be prepared to pay the highest market price for

R. WALKER

food they need in

There is Cod-liver Oil for

Thin Chi

SION. Babies grow fat and ch
natured because they are well.

Children

must have proper nourishment during growth, or
they will not develop uniformly.

They find the

Scott’s Emulsion

healthy flesh and hy-

pophosphites of lime and soda for bone material.
Physicians, the world over, endorse it.

Idren

are not known among those who take SCOTT'S EMUL~

ubby on it, and are good

Preparcd by Scott & Bowne, Belleville. All Druggists, 50 cents and $l.

“Mexican Fly

ONLY REMEDY KNOWN FOR THE

TEXAS HORN FLY

Sold in Tubs, Kegs, Half-barrels, and Barrels, by

The Samuel Rogers 0il Co.

" B3~ Quotations furnished to the trade,

Ointment”

Ottawa and Brockville.

i‘




