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THE FARMER’S AADV_OCATE. :

Story from the Diary of a Doctor.

BY THE AUTHORS OF *‘THE MEDICINE LADY.”

WITHOUT WITNESSES.

. In the October of 1890 I went to pay a short visit to my
friends, the Brabazons, of Penporran, in Cornwall. I could
only spare a ‘week out of town, and looked forward to my
visit with the pleasure which a busy man must fecl when he
can relax his labors for a short time.

. Brabazon was an old college friend, and on the first even-
ing of my stay we had many memories to revive and many
gnends to talk over. We sat until the small hours in his smok-
ing-room, and it was early morning before we retired to bed.
Just as I was leaving the room he said to me :

*“ By the way, you will ﬂn& some disturbing elements at
work here. I know you are fond of attributing everything to
some pseychological cause. 1 wonder what you willsay to the
love affairs of Randall, Carleton, and Miss Farnham.” )

I naturally asked what my host meant.

* Randall l‘x‘nd Carleton are both desperately in love with
the same girl, lgereplied. *“Did you not notice the state of
affairs this evening at dinner 3

I naturally noticed Miss Farnham,” I answered at once.
«It would be difficult not to be attracted by so striking a
personality.”

“l_}arba.ra. Farnham is, without exception, the most danger-
ous ﬂﬂ of my acquaintance,” replied Brabazon, with a slight
laugh. ‘‘Before her advent on the scene, Randall and Carleton
‘\ivere t&le best possible friends. Now they are at daggers

rawn. "

«] confess I did not particularly observe them,” I answered.

*Oh, they are just ordinar&u young fellows,” reslied
Brabazon. “ I am sorry for eton, of course, for I on't
think he has the ghost of a chance with Miss Farnham. He is
not particularly ‘good looking, and he has the misfortune to be
poor. Randall is a handsome lad, and has considerable expec-
tations. His fatheris Lord Hartmore. But the fact is, I don't
think the girl means to mAarry either of them—she is simpl
playing one against the other for her own ends. She is a hand-
some witch, and a dangerous one. She p;srs as carelessly with
edged tools—as carelessly and unconcernedly—as & baby would
with its rattle.”

1 said nothing further. Brabazon conducted me to my
room, and wished me good-night. I sat down by the fire, and
thought in an idle manner over the events of the evening.
There was a large house party at Penporran. Shooting was
going on vigorously, and oub-huntinglhud begun. Some of the
guests were acquaintances of mine. In short, Ilooked forward
to a pleasant week in this genial house. As Ilaid my head on
my pillow I thought again, but without any specially keen
interest, of Brabazon’s story about the disturbing elements
which were now agitating the air of this otherwise peaceful
mansion.

Two young men were in love with the same girl. Surely
the situation was a very ordinary one. Such a complication

hapi)ened d:lolz. ;

wondered why Brabazon should have troubled himself to
mention such an ordinary event, but as I was dropping off to
sleep, 1saw rislng up before me in my mind’s eye, the proud,
beautiful face of Barbara Fa.rn'lmm, and a kind of intuition
told me that these commonplace incidents might assume the
form of t y in her cruel and careless hands.

I dreamt of Miss Farnham that night, and came down to
breakfast the next morning with my curiosity considerably
aroused about her.

She was in theroom when I entered, and was idly helping
herself to a cup of coffee, which she carried to a distant window
where a small table was also laid for breakfast. She sat down,
and, sippin% it leisurely, looked around with a careless glance.
Her eyes feil on me—she smiled and motioned to me to

approach.

*Pray bring your breakfast to this table,” she said, in a
light tone. *I was immensely interested in you when I heard
you were coming. I adore doctors, particu arly if they are
clever. Are you going to ride this morning "

I answered in the affirmative, and askoed her if she was
fond of horses.

“Fond ! ” she replied, a flash of added warmth lighting
up her peculiar red-brown eyes. “I am going to whisper a
secret to you—I never could compare horses and human
beings. I consider the horse the infinitely nobler creature of
the two.” .

I laughed, and we entered into an animated conversation.

While we were talking, Carleton came into the room. He
was a squarely-built young man, with deeply-set dark eyes,
and a determined chin an mouth. His figure was slightly
above the middle height ; he wa3 extremely spare, but had
good shoulders and was 'well set up. As soon as ever he
appeared in sight, Miss Farnham, by an almost imperceptible
movement, slightly turned her back to him, and her talk
with me became even more animated and full of wit than
before. Her gay, light laugh must have reached Carleton, who
came straight across the roum to her side.

““You are in your favorite seat,” he said.

“Yes,” she replied, “gnd Dr. Halifax is having breakfast
with me.”

Then she turned to continue her conversation with me,
while Carleton stood perfectly erect and silent by her side.

“Why don't you eat something ? " she said to him, pres-
ently.

““There is time enough,” he answered.
Finding he would not go away, she tried todraw him into
conversation, but he was evidently not in humor to make
himself agreeable. His answers were confined to monosyl-
lables, and to some of Miss Farnham's remarks he did not
replly at all. .

confess that I began to think him an unmitigated bore.

A change was, however, quickly to take place in the situ-
ation. Randall, the other lover, appeared on the scene, and his
coming acted like a flash of sunshine. He was a gay, hand-
some, debonair-looking youn fellow. He had_ good teeth,
good eyes, & genial smile, a hearty manner. His voice was
musical, and heknew well how touse it. He nodded carelessly to
one or two acquaintances when he entered the room, and then
came straight to Miss Farnham's table.

She shook hands with him, and he nodded a cheerful good
morning to Carleton and me. .

“That is right,” he said, smiling brightly at the handsomc¢
girl ; “‘you romised to reserve a seat for me at this table, and
1 see you have kept your word. Have you done breakfast,
Carleton ?” .

*I had something an hour ago,” replied Car]eton.

Randall went to a sideboa. to helE himself to a gener-
ous portion of adish which was b(_zm% ept hot with a spirit
lamp. On hisreturn, our conversation became gayer and more
lively than ever. . . .

T must confess that I saw nothing to object to in Miss Farn-
ham'’s manners. I could not imagine why Brabazon spoke of
her as a dangerous witch. She tried to be polite to both men—
or rather. she was polite without effort, but there was not a
trace of the flippant in her manncr or bearing. Her beauty was
undoubtedly of a remarkable order. Her eyes were her most
striking characteristic. There wWas a sg‘eat deal of red in their
brown, which was further accentuated by the red-brown of her

e

long eyelashes. The eyes were capable of every shade of ex
pression, and could be at times as eloquent and as full of
meaning as those of that bewitching creature, the collie. Her
eyebrows were dark and_delicately pen’cillexi. Her hair was
tawny in shade—she had quantities of it, and she wore il
picturesquely round her stately, statuesque head. In some
lights that brilliantly colored hair looked as if a sunbeam had
been imprisoned init. Her complexion was of a warm, creamy
whiteness.  Her figure was slight and graceful. But for her
eyes she might have been simpl remarked as a handsome
girl ; but those eyes made her beautiful, and lifted her complete-
1y out of the commonplace.

We had nearly finished breakfast, when I was startled by
seeing Randall suddenly press his hand to his eyes, and turn so
white that I.thoufht he was going to lose consciousness. He
recovered himself almost immediately, however, and so com-
pletely that no one else remarked the circumstance. Miss
Karnham rose from the breakfast-table.

“] am going to ride with you, Dr. Halifax,” she said,
nodding brightly to me. I shall come downstairs in my habit
in half an hour.”

She was crossing the room to speak to some of the other
guests, when Carleton came up to her.

<] want to say something to you,” he said—‘“can we g0 to
some reom where we shall be quite undisturbed "

His words were distinctly audible, not only to me, but to
several other people in the room.

Randall in particular heard them, and I could see that he
was waiting anxiously for the repl{.

] want to ride this morning —I have no time for private
conﬂdenceg," replied Miss Farnham,ina distinctly vexed tone.

“I won’t keep you long,” replied Carleton —*“what I have to
say is of greag importance, at least to me.”

«] will give you ten minutes after lunch; will that
suftice 1" X

“Five minutes now will do better. I am very much in
earnest when I make this request.”

“Very well,” said Miss Farnham, in a light tone; “importu-
nate people geperally have their way. Come into the conser-
yawry—there is & rose there on which I have set my heart ; it
is too high for me to reach.”

Sheleft the room as shespoke, and Carleton uickly followed
her. As they disappeared, I noticed more thaun one guest
looking significantly after them. Carleton's pluck was dis-
tinctly approved of—I could sce that by the expression on some
of the ladies’ faces—and one, &8 she passed close to Randall’s
side, was heard to murmur, audibly :

%Faint heart never won fair lady.

Randall came up tomeand asked me to join him in a smoke
on the balcony. As we walked up and down, he talked cheer-
fully, and, whatever anxiety he may inward'ly have felt, was
careful not to betray a trace of it.

In less than half an hour Miss Farnham joined us. She was
in a dark brown riding-habi which toned perfectly with her
rich and peculiar coloring. Her spirits were gay, not to say wild,
and the warm, creamy whiteness of her face seemed to glow
now as if with hidden fire.

_ *Areyou not ready for your ride 1” she said, looking at me
with a certain reproach. ‘The horses will be round in less
than ten minutes. Itisa esjvlendld morning for a gf':l‘log. You
are coming, too? ” she added, turning suddenly to ndall.

<] only waited for you to invite me,” he said. . ““Of course I
shall come, with pleasure. | But I thought,” he added, in & low
tone, coming close to her gside as he spoke, “that you arrang!
to ride with Ronald Carleton this morning "

“That is off,” she replied, in a light tone. “Mr. Carleton
has, I believe, another engagement.”

The balcony on which we were walking led round to one of
the entrances to the house. At this moment a groom was seen
leading & smart mare up to the door, and at the same instant
Carleton ran down the steps, and sprang lightly into the saddle.

“Where are you off to?” exclaimed Randall, bending out
of the balcony tospeak to him. ‘Miss Farnham, Dr. Halifax
and I are all going out immediately. Won't you join ust”

“‘Not thir morning, I think,” said Carleton, constraint in
his tone. He gathered up the reins, and the mare began to
prance about.

“You are holding her too much on the curb,” exclaimed
Randall. ’

" “Thanks, I think I'know what I'm about,” rePIied Carle-
ton, with evident temper. “Quiet, you brute, qu et,” he con-
tinued, vainl endeavoring to restrain the movements of the
impatient animal.

“I tell you, that mare won't stand the curb,” shouted
Randall. “Give her her head, and she'll do anything you ask
her. I know,for I've often ridden her.”

“When I require a riding lesson from you, Ill inform you
of the fact,” answered Carleton, in a sulky voice, which was
rendered almost ri jculous by the frantic movements of the
mare, now thoroughl ugﬂet.

Miss Farnham, who had been standing in the background,
came up at this juncture, and took her place conspicuously by
Randall’s side.

«Mr. Randall is right and you are wrong,” she exclaimed.
«It is absolutely cruel to ride that mare on the curb.”

Carleton looked up with a scowl, which anything but im-
Rroved him. He would not even lance at Miss Farnham, but

is eyes flashed an angry fire at his more fortunaterival.

“Of course, Randall i8 right,” he exclaimed. ‘‘All the odds
are in his favor.”

“Nonsense,” retorted Randall, with heat.

«Come, come, gentlemen, pray don’t quarrel on this lovely
morning,” said Miss Farnham. ‘Mr. Carleton, 1 wish you a
pleasant ride.”

She left the balcony a8 she spoke, and Randall and I im-
mediately followed her example.

Wehad a splendid ride over an extensive moorland country,
and returned to lunch in excellent spirits and in high g
humor with each other. Carleton had not yet come back, but
h:s absence did not sesm to depress anyone, certainly not Miss
Farnham, whose bright eyes and gay, anima manner made
her the life of the party. Randall was radiant in the sunshine
of her presence. She was confidential and almost affectionate in
ger lr)nav.nner to him ; and he undoubtedly looked, and was, at

is best.

1 could not help cordially liking him and thinking that the
pair were well matched. Notwithqt,a.ndlngi Brabazon’s words
bt the night before, I had no doubt that Miss Farnham was
sincerely attached to Randall, and would tell him so pres-

»

ently.

fspent the greater part of the afternoon alone with my
host, and did not see the rest of the guests until we met at
dinner. Carleton had then returned. He sat between a red-
haired girl and a very fat old lady, and looked as distrait and
bored as man well could. Randall, on the other hand, was in
his best form. His clothes sat well on him, He was, undoubt-
edly, a handsome, striking-looking man.

1 cannot describe Miss Farnham's dress. It was ethereal in
texture, and suited her well. She was not seated in the neigh-
borhood of either Randall or Carleton, but once or twice [
noticed that her eves wandered down to their parcof the table.
For some reason, she was not in such high spirits as she had
been in the early part of the day. My neighbor. a quiet,
middle-aged spinster, began suddenly totalk to me about her.

“[ see you are interested in Barbara Farnham,” she began.
+] am not the least surErised —you but follow the example of
all the other men who know her.”

“Miss Farnham is a very beautiful girl,” I replied.

Miss Derrick gave a short sigh.

“Yes,” she replied, “‘Barbara has a beautiful face. Sheisa
fine creature, too, although of course terribly spoilt.”

“Have you known her long 1" 1 asked

“Yes : since che was a child. Of course you must notice,
Dr. Halifax, the sta.c of matters. Barbara's conduct is more
or less the talk of the whole house. 1 presume from his man-
ner that poor Mr. Carleton’s chances of success are quite over,
and for my part 1 am sorry. He is not rich, but he is a g0
fellow—he is devotedly attached to Barbara, and his abilities
are qui'e above the average. Yes. I am sorry for Mr. Carleton.

Barbara might have done worse than return his affection.”

I did not feel inclined to pursue the subject any further
with this somewhat garrulous lady. Aftera pause, 1 remark-

‘i‘Miss Farnham looks tired, and does not seem in her usual
spirits.”
Miss Derrick shrugged her thin shoulders.
‘W hat else can you expect !” she answered. ‘‘Barbara is
a creature of moods. She was quite exalt’e all the morning ;
now she will be correspondingly dull until a fresh wave of eX-
citement raises her s irits.”
At this moment the signal for the ladies to withdraw was
gtilven. After their departure, Carleton and Randall found
themselves sitting closer together. I noticed that neither
man spoke to the other, and al-o observed that aftera time
Carleton deliberately changed his seat for one at a distant part
of the table.
We did not sit long over wine, and when we came into the
drawing-room a lady was playing some classical music with
precision and sufficient brilliancy _to attract several musical
men to the vicinity of the piano. Her place was quickly taken
by the droll man of the party, who eutertained the company
with comicsongs. The evening dragged onin the usual manner.
For some unaccountable reason, no on¢ seemed quite in good
spirits. As for me, I found myself constantly lookinﬁ in the
dgreclion of the door. Iheartily wished that either Carleton or
Randall would come in—1 acknowledged to myself that the
presence of one at least of these gentlemen in the room would
give me relief.
An hour and more away, however, and neither of
them appeared. I lanced towards Miss Farnham. She was
st&nding near the piano, idly Xlaying with a large feather fan.
I though I read both solicitude and expectation in her eKes.
The funny man was trolling out a sea song to which a
lively chorus was attached. Brabazon came up and touched
my arn.
« When that is over,” he said, in a low voice, 1 will ask
Barbara Farnham to sing. "
« Can she sing 1" 1asked.
“Can she ! ” he reiterated. ‘‘Yes, she sings,” ho replied, em-
hatically. ‘Wait—you will hear her ina moment. Her voioce
s the most absolutely 8 mpathetic I have ever listened to.”
Soon afterwards Miss Farnham went to the piano. She
played her own accom niment. One grand sweep her hands
seemed to take of the nstrument, as if they meant to embrace
it, and then a voice, high, full, sweet, magn ficent in its volume
of melody, rose on the air and seemed to till the room.
Brabazon was right. Barbara Farnham could sing. As the
;vords fell from her lips, there was no other sound in the listen-
ng room. .

I jotted those words down afterwards form memory—they
seemed tome to be a fit prelude to the scene which was im-

mediately to follow :

Thou hast filled me a golden cup

With a drink divine that glows
With the bloom that is flowing up

From the heart of the folded rose.
The pes in their amber glow,

And the strength of the blood-red wine,
All mingle and change and flow

In this golden cup of thine
With the scent of the curling wine,

With the balm of the roses breath—
For the voice of love is thine,

And thine is the Song of Death!

The voice of the singer sank low as she approached the
end of her song. The final words were in a minor key. 1
looked full at Miss Farnham, and her dark eyes met mine.
They were full of apprehension. A kind of premonition of
coming sorrow might well have filled her breast from the look
in their depths.

There was a_noise and senso of confusion in the outer
drawing-room. People stood back to make way for someone,
and hurrying steps came quickly towards the piano.

Miss Farnham sprang to her feet, the last notes of the song
arrested on her lips.

Carleton, an overcoat covering his evenin, dress, his hair
dishevelled, his eyes wild, had come hustll{lbo er side.

“You will think that I have killed him, Barbara ; but,
before God, it is not true 1" he said in a hoarse whisper ; then
he grasped my arm.

“Come, 1 want you,” he said, and he dragged mo, as if he
were a young fury, out of the room.

““What, in the name of Heaven, is the matter?” I asked of
him when we found ourselves in the hall.

“‘Randall has fallen over the cliff down by Porran's fleld,”
he qu!pod “T have found the—the body. h ! no, no; what
am I saying? Not the body {‘ot——not a body when I left it—it
breathed—It just breathed when 1 left. 1 tried to dragitup
glere. but it ‘was too heavy. Come at once, for the love of

eaven.”

Other people had followed us out of the drawing-room.

‘1 encountered & &l&noe of fire from Miss Farnham's dark
e{ﬂ;——her face was like death itself. Brabazon, in a tone full
of authorivy, as befitted the host, began to 8 ak.

““Come1” he said, **Accident or no there is not a mo-
ment to be lost in trying to help the poor fellow. You willlead
us to the spot at once, Carleton. Come, Halifax ; what a
blessing that you happen to beon the spot!”

« Get some brandy and something which we can improvise
into & litter or shutter,” I exclaimed. 1 am going to my
room to fetch my surgical case.”

I ran upstairs. A moment or two later we were on our
way to the scene of the accident. Every man of the party
accompanied us, and several of the ladies. The foremost of
the group was Miss Farnham herself. She had hastily flung a
shawl over her head, and the train of her rich dinner-dress
was slung across her arm. She looked at Carleton, and with a
{xerem tory gesture seemed to invite him to come to her side.

Ie did so, and they rushed on—too quickly for many of the
rest of the party to keep u with them.

It was a bright, moonl EM night, and we had scarcely any
need of the lantern which Brabazon was thoughtful enough to
bring with him. We had to go some distance to reach the
spot where poor Randall was lying, but by-and-by we found
him, stretched partly on his back, rtly rolled over on his
left side, on a little strip of sand which gleamed cold in the
moonlight. X

“Yes, it was here I left him,” excldimed Carleton. He
tell on his knees as he spoke and looked intently into the poor
lad's face.

“Thank God!"” he exclaimed, looking up at me, ‘““he can't
be dead. I dragged him as far as this, and then left him Iyinq'
on his back. See, he has moved—he i8 partly on his sidenow !

I motioned to Carleton to make way for me walprroach.
1 felt for the pulse in the Jimp and powerless wrist. ald m
hand on the heart—then I gently raised the head, and felt
along the region of the skull. .

«“you will give him a little brandy,” exclaimed Brabazon ;
“here is the flask.”

Miss Farnham took it out of Brabazon's hands, unscrewed
it, and began to pour some into the cup. As she did so, she
knelt also on the sand. 1 looked at. her and felt that she would
probably need the stimulant which could avail nothing now
to the d 5

«1t is all over,” 1 gaid ; **he is dead, poor fellow!”

As I spoke, 1 atretched out my hand and took the brandy
flask from Miss Farnham. She looked wildly round. glanced
at Carleton, gave :dpicrclng cry, and fell forward over Ran-
dall’s body. She had com letely lost consciousness. I laid her
flat on the sand, and, applying some restoratives, she quickly
came to her senses. .

The body of the dead man was lifted up and laid on some
boards which we had brought with us, and we returned
slowly to the house. Brabazon gave his arm to Miss Farnham,
who truly needed it, for she staggered as she walked. T looked
round for Carleton. There was a wild expression in his eyee
which made me anxious about him. I saw, too, that he wished
to linger behind the others.

To be conlinucd.




