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"Oh, Aunty Zella, Papa's catin' gass, like
the mnan ln the Bible."

IlYou littie gipsy," hie cried, and tried to
get lîold of lier, but sie ran, and ivas out of
reach ini an instant.

""Whiat's this?"I said lie ia terrer; Il what
noise is this? Ho! who's there? Who's in the
bushies ?". He rushed away like a maniue, tear-'
ing li'à clotheès *and- hands at every step, but
found no one.

Ilma fool, thierc's no one hiere; cani there
bc, or is it only fl-tlcy?"

IlOnly fancy," was repeatcd, close behind
hlm; lie flcd like one distracted.

No sooner liad lie gone than a tian slipped
from belhind a tree. Hie earried a lady's saddle
in his hand.

- %Vtsn't lie skcered putty, though," lic so-
liloquized. IlIt donc me good, it did," and lic
chuckled to, liniself. '- He'l1 bo skeered worse
nur thiat afore night, 1 reekon; but lIl bide rny
turne." This mian was Joncs.

At five the guests took their seats at the din-
ner table, the old, white-haired fatiter at the
head, dispensed hospitality witlî a patriarchial
air. In thc midst of the festivities a domuestie
entered, and informced the bride that a person
in tic hall wishced to, sec lier, and would not be
put off.

"Who is it,Jenkins?"
Joncs, main, the hiostier at thc Bluifs."'

Bxcusing hierseif to the company, she rose
and went into thc hall. Thêro stood Jones,
bis hiat in one hand, the saddle in the other.

"Tihis le a sorrýy day, nmain; an sorry I bo
to see ye, main."

"What's iwrong, Joncs?"
"Everything's wvrong, main ; ef I'd ony,

knowed it in tinie. Now it's tooe late-yer wed,
main?"I

"Yes, but ivlat bias that te do with it?"I
"Everything, as ye shall lear, mai. Ye

sec I ivent out thc day to get some twvigs, to
make the garden chair as ye spoke uv. As I
was goin' along thc bit of wvood vliere the deep
gully is, I sec sumimat; shining down in the bcd
uv the streain. Ye sec, main, there bc no.wa-
ter there- now, but in spring it hc deep, an go
rearin' down the his."

IHurry, Jo;hes."
I ivill, main. Well, I jumped down intoltthe

gully, fur thinks 1, mcbby thiere's gohd here;
and 1 begin to, scýatch and to dig at thc shiny
bit, an wvhat should it be but the tlirimmins like
uv a saddle. I scratelhud it out uv the santi,
ail uv a thrimblc, fur I been lookin' fur rny
lady's saddle over a year, and there it wur,
main, buried in the sand."

Zella ivas interested by titis turne.
"Ycs, this is Mrs. Vining's saddhe."
"Why was it thrown in the gully?"I
"Tla's. it, main; that's wliat I said to my-

self, an turned it round and round, an here's
what I found, the Lord preserve us," and lic
pointcd to, a-. strong, sharp iron nail, flrmldy se-
eured ln the iudcr pAirt of.the saddle, in such
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a manner as to, pierce the heorse terribly when
the ider iwas aseated.

Zella bent forward and xcd, àn eager gaze
on the spot indicated. She staggered back,
iwitli eyes that seemed startinig £rom their
soekets.

"lBearup, man, bear up, fur any sake. Slie's
ins hicaven, 1 liope, poor lady."

Zella lcaned against thc wall groaning, lier
face thc color of lier ivedding-robe.

IlOh my sister, niy poor, murdlered sister,"
sie cricd, putting lier lîands to lier head, in a
kind of erazed way; wlîat perfidy 1 wliat cruel-
ty! She ivas kilhed, Joncs."

"lNo eloubt of it, main. May lier seul rest
in glory."

"Oh, unfortunate thatl1 arn, for i bis wretchî-
cd wife; but not one inisemable hour will 1 bear
tue nanie. My fatiier, my poor. fatiier, this
will kihl him."

1I hope net, inaru.'"
1I fear it, Joncs, but nowv I must act-to-

morr'ow 1 eau wecp. Wait hcre a moment,
Joncs, anid wlicn you lîcar the bell, corne."

."IAye, ayc, mnai."

.Shc rcturned to the dining-rooni and took
her*seat silenthy.

Il othing utipiensant, 1 hope, love," Frank
Said.

iRecciving no answcr, lie looked at lier.
,XVhere wvas tue lovely, radiant bride of a few
'm'oments ago? This is a pale, sten woman,
with an eye like steel.

IlZella, for lîeaven's sake, wbat ails you?"
She fixed lier cyes on hMn steadfastly; shie

tricd to, speak-, but utterance seemed denied
lier. At last tue words came, hoilow but dih-
tinctly-

"cOit, for the power of Medusa, to look you
into stone. Oh, that cvery hair upei xny head
was eachi a separate snake, to sting you with a
thousand deaths ; detested wretch, your bxands
are full of blood; you 7cz7lecl my sister, man."

"lFor God's sake, Zella, compose yourself;
you're flot aware of what yeu're saying."

The one word, Ilmurderer," hissed from bier
whtite lips.

Thec coînpany rose to their feet; for one brief
instant tiîcy stood looking at ecdi otlier, as if
hiorrifled.

IlThîis is mnadness," cricd Frank, stamnping,
"ycs nadncss, or falschood, base and coward-

ly. Stîmc cncmy is doing this. Ladies and
gentlemen," turning to thc conlpany, "lJ ap-
peal, te you; you arc ail aware that my late
iwife was tltrown fromn lier horse and killed?"

"Yes, ycs," responded nîany voices.
"Uow titen, 1 ask, eau I be supposed to

have connivcd at hier death, or be implicated ln
it in any way ?"I

"Surely not," some one replied.
"Madain," turning to Zella, Ilyou have been

ratier prernature in bringing se serieus a
charge against your husband; yeui should have
had proof."

"cCruel wretch!"I sie replied, "1unnatural
monster ! thus perish every tçkeni of Our hated


