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1 waited in fe hall that I\Ir‘. Huber't's
room opens {0M, aud in a little while
1 heard some one coming up. It was
¢o dark I knev I couldn't be seen, and
1 thought it vould be better ;o stay
there till whever it was shouu} pass,
for fear it mi-ht seem queer to find me
in that placeat sucha time. I could
tell by the ©ound of the steps there
were two p@’sons coming up, and by
the rustling d, a dress that one of thgm
anyway, wasp woman ;j 1 heard whis-
pei’ing, but I euldn’t understand what
was said, till tiy came so close that it
was only by wedjing myself into the
niche in the wall,that I saved myself
from being found cit, and then I heard
one of them whisp'l'

««Don't ask me what has hap-

)

pe‘u.e’;i".‘ey passed @, and I heard some
door softiy opened ud closed, I went
back to my own rood, thinking queer
things of what I hadbeard, and dream-
ing of it when I went 2 sleep. Ididn't
speak of it next day, Pr I feared you'd
hearit,andthat perhapyouwouldn’t be-
lieve how I came to belistening at such
a time of the night, Afterwards, when
we came to know -hat yobwere held
as a witness, and aw in the‘papers all
about that case I kept

thinking of
what I had hear< thatnight ; butl didn'y
think anything about Mr. Hubert. I
didn't think oune of the whispering
voices was ais, though I was almost
sure the rastling dress belonged to
you. Ididn't speak of it, for, some-
how, there was a great fear on me that
if I did it might injure’'you. I didn’c
think of Mr. Hubert at all, for 1 be-
lieved as, all the help did, that he was
far away then. But when Mr. Plow-
den examined me in the court—when
he asked me if there was ever any
thing to make me think your actions
strange, or to suspect Mr. Hubert
hadn't left home at all—you looked at
me, and somehow in a minute, itall
came into my mind. I knew then
that one of the whispering voices was
Mr. Hubert’s ; that what had happened

was thig' murder, and that you knew all
about it. But I'd have cut my tongue
out bhefore I'd have told it there, or

told it anywhere. My heart ached for
you, and many a time since, when I've
seen you sad and k, and heard the
rest of the help remarking on the ill
looks of yourself and your cousin, I
kunew it was the secret that was killing
vou both.

“I'd have tried to comfort you in
my humbls way, but I feared you'd be
frightened at my knowing so much, or
that you'd be angry at my presump-
tion. 1 never spoke of it to the others
and I tried to keep down the suspicions
that would come in their minds some-
times.

“When I saw Mr. Plowden coming
here so regular, and the warm way
yourself and Mr. Hubert seemed to
take to him, my heart misgave me, for
I knew what his nature was. I'm
bound by a promise to the dead — his
dead—not to speak, so I can't tell you
something which would make you
distrust him too. Ididr't know him
in the court at first, for I didn't look
at him much till it came my turn to be
examined by him, but then I knew
him, aud he knew me; he couidn't
help but know me, aud I saw he did
by the look in his eyes. Oh, why was
Mr. Hubert mixed up with this case at
all ! Why did he have anything to do
with the murdered man lying in his
cold grave this night, and I not able to
tell yon what I know !”

And Hannah Moore flung her apron
over her head, and gobbed hitterly.

Margaret was as white and motion-
less as a statue. She could make no
attempt to bring order out of the choas
of thoughts caused by this strange
communication. Her imagination was
too wild and too swift in its erratic
resolution to succumb to her will now,
so she could only wait as one on a rack
might do, not for relief, but for change
of torture.

Hannah lowered her apron, and re-
sumed :

“ [ wanted to tell you many a time
to be careful how you'd trust the smart
lawyer. I feared he'd ferret Mr.
Hubert's secret out, and use all his
means to bring the poor young man to
punishment, for the sake of getting
himself a fine name. Ithought of try-
ing to see him in some secret way,
when I'd let him know that I was
watching his actions, and that perhaps
I'd tell something in the long run if he
mean't any harm to Mr. Hubert ; but
1 didn't know how to manage a sccret
meeting with him, so I only kept on
fretting to myself, and worrying, when
1saw you two young things sinking
under the secret you thought no one
else knew anything about.

¢ Sometimes the help would talk of
Mr. Plowden’s attentions to youw, and
to day when you went out with him it
was said that he was really paying his
addresses to you ; then, I couldn’t rest,
knowing what I do about him. When
you came down stairs to-night and told
us of Mr. Hubert's arrest my heart
jumped iuto my throat, for I thought it
might be through Mr, Plowden he was
taken, and then I resolved that I'd tell
you all that I could, without breaking
my promise to the dead. Maybe he's
different now ; maybe he’s sorry for
the poor heart he wouldn't comfort be-
fore its death, and maybe he's very
good ; but be careful of him, Miss Cal-
vert — don’t trust bim too much, and
forgive me my bolduess in telling you
this.”

And again she covered her face with
her apron and sobhed bitterly.

It seemed tc be little use for Mar-
garet to seek light out of the thick
darkpess which was settling upon her.

More perplexing and more numer-
ous were the mysteries which appeared
to grow out of thisonesin. If Hannah
Moore could but tell what she knew of
Plowden, but to stop short, just where
doubt and conjecture Lecame absolute

pain, seemed so cruel,
cook related might, after all, be only
the vagarvies of a suspicious mind
which had been too ready to build huge
piles of evidence on slightest founda

tions ; but Pliowden's inexplicable look
of the moruing rose before her; as if
to strengthen the testimony just given,

There was something, nay, there
was & good deal, in what Hannah
Moore had just told, and there was
much in that appalling look.

Did it mnean that he had been hunt-
ing Hubert to his doom, that his pas-
sionate avowal of love to her, his affec-
tion for Hubert, his expressed deter-
mination to save him, were but so
many masks to hide his base object —
was it possible that he had been work-
ing with *‘Roquelare ?"" At that stage
of her wild conjectures there swept into
her soul such a flocd of bitternessasshe
had experienced never before even in
her moments of sharpest agony.

Trust betrayed ; and such a trust !
Winning friendship and affection only
that he might effect 2 base purpose —
traly in the past hour, the world had
turned upside down to her and left her
drifting hopeles:ly out to an unknown,
bleak shore,

Hardest of all was the search for her
own line of conduct, amid so much
broken trust and cruel deception.
Since Hubert's arrest she had clung to
Plowden as the one mutual friend
whose legal skill, whose powerful in-
fluence was to bring egome degree of
light out of the great darkness.
5 to be no more, if she must
dis m her aud warn Hubert
against him, what would be left?
Nothing ; no one—for in all the vast
city Margaret could think of no friend
whose influence would assist in this
case, or whose sympathy could support
her, and amid Hubert’s friends there
were nons who possessed the skill, or
influence of Plowden.

All that the

The warm-hearted cook had only
made t lot of her youag mistress
harder to bear, ¢

d had she not been
too abscrbed in + own tears, she
migat have seen more suffering in
Miss Calvert's face than she had seen
there ever before

DoTrow ¥
in some d«
in her own wi
few moment
ful domes 1 rt she had
made to do that she decmed to be her
duty ; but it flashed on her suddenly,
and she held out both hands to the
weeping woman, and said softly :

“ How can I thank yvou, my faithful
friend ? You, to whom no confidence
was given, have kept what you knew,
s0 well.”

“Don't speak of it, miss. I'd do far
more if it was in my power, and I'm
only fearing that I spoke too late
about Mr. Plowden. Perhaps he's
worked harm already to Mr. Hubert."

“] don't know—I hope not,” and
Margaret's lips grew white with
mental anguish.

“He seems to be Hubert's best
friend now, and mine, so far as help-
ing my cousin is concerned. Hubert
gave himself up, publicly confessed his
crime, and he intends to make the
same confession when he is brought to
trial.”

*“The poor boy ; may the Lord help
him !" ejaculated Hannah Moore.

Margaret continued :  *‘ It is due to
your faithfulness to tell you this much.
My cousin did not intend to commit
murder ; he was maddened to it, and

hest of us selfish
absorbed
rot for a

there are circumstances connected
with that murdered man, which, if
made known, will do much to lessen

my cousin’s guilt. The whole dread-
ful case will be revived again I sup-
pose. All of us may be examined
over—"

‘¢ Faith, they'll
me but what they
examine me fifty
the cook.

But Margaret, without heeding the
interruption,  continued : “ And
through all the trying time I shall
have but one friend to turn to—Mr.
Plowden. I must trust him still; 1
must lean on him, be he what he may,
until this trial is over. If he be our
enemy instead of our friend, then God
help him and pity us!”

& Amen ;" ejaculated the cook.
And then, with painful hesitation in
her manner, she said :

“ Maybe it'll be better not to tell Mr.
Plowden that I've' said anything to
yvou. He knows how I am bound by
oath never to speak of what I know,
and it might make him fiercer like, if
he knew I had been trying to put you
on your guard.”

Margaret faintly smiled.

“ For Hubert's sake I shall be sure
to conceal every suspicion from Mr,
Plowden—I shall endeavor to treat
him as I have already done-—so have
no fear.”

“ Thank you, miss! and
you entirely forgi
speaking ag I did

“There is nothing to forgive.”
Margaret replied, ‘* but there is cause
for great gratitude on my part.”

She wrung the cook's hand to re-
assure her, and said a kind good-
night.

Hannah Moore, as she passed
through the hall, still wiping her eyes,
murmured to herself :

* Thanks be to God, there's a great
load lifted from my mind.”

A load lifted from her only to he
added to the burden of doubt and fear
and anguish, which her young mis-
tress carried.

TO BE CONTINUED,
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Yes ! with invalids the appstite is capric-
ious and needs coaxing, that is just the reason
they improve so rapidly under Scott's
Emulsion, which is as palatable as cream.

Corns cause intolerable pain. Hollo
Corn_Cure remove the trouble. Try it and
see what an amount of pain is saved. @& ...
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It was midway between Great and
Little Christinas, with snow on the
ground and bright stars shining out ot
a clear sky. One of the countless
clocks of Edinboro Town had just
gtruck 9, when a timid and falter
ing knock was heard at the door of
Father Grosvenor's preshytery. Many
a knock came to that door. Night
after night the poor used to come to
get comfort or to take the pledge, or
10 ask advice, or to complain. And it
must be confeseed that the chief de-
light of the saintly and—though still
voung— venerable looking priest was
to hear that knocker going, much
trouble as it brought on him from
within as well as from without. His
servants were continually leaving him
on account of it, and even his old
Aberdeenshire house-keeper, who had
been with him since he began life,
every three months regularly, aud

occasionally besides, gave him notice
in her own vernacular, that she was

‘Egawn to quit.”

However, like Andrew Tairservice
in ‘* Bob Roy,” who had been ** flitting
every term for four and twenty years,”
she never could make up her mind to

"."U,

*““Well, DBridget,” said Father
Grrosvenor, ‘fsomeoune wants me, 1
think ?"

““Yeg,” she answered, ‘‘they ave

come when I'm gitting down to my tea;
aud between the ki.chen and the ha',
it'’s na muckle rest they gie me. 1t's
Breedget here, and Breedget there, an’
I only just fit for the Kingdom of
Glory."”

1 know you are overworked,
Bridget,” mildly replied the Father,
whom experience had taught to quell
the rising storm.

“ Weel, it's na it I mind. My
trouble is na that great to bo

4 com-
piained o’; it's nacthin ) make a
sang aboot. But ye dinua spare yer-

sel’.  You gie a’ these foiks their ain
way and are not that pleased wi’' me
vhen I tell them to gang away hame
wi’ them for a lot o’ baverils.”

i

‘* Bridget, thank you ; you do spare
me many a time. DBut who wants me
now ?"”

‘1 dinna ken exactly,” she said ;

a' she'd tell me was that she wanted
you. Yet I'd no be that surprised if
the bairn had secn better days,

When he went into the hall he found
awaiting him a young girl. Perhaps
she had seen some twenty years or
more. But as she wore a heavy shawl
that completely hid her features, he
could not tell. Only no disguise could
hide that she was not such as usually
sought him.

‘“ Well, child,” he said, ‘‘ you wish
to see me, I think ; what may I do for
you?”

“1 shall take it as a favor,” she
angwered, ‘‘if you give me the
pledge.”

Completely put out by the direct and
slightly haughty reply, he could not
see his way to continue the conversa-
tion, which was precisely what he
wanted, Many a soul he had won that
way.

“Child," he said, *‘ you do not seem
like one who needs it.  Dut, of course,
as you wish. You are one of my little
flock, I think, though I don't remember
you. Pray, child, where do you live
—with what friends, I mean ?"”

*“ No, sir,"” she answered, still more
coldly, *“ I am not one of your flock,
and friends I have none, except oune
who is almost a sister to me, by whos
advice I am here for the only favor
you can do me. I have told it
already."”

Bafiled once again, he gently opened
the door of an oratory facing his par-
lor, with a pretty little tabernacle, be-
fore which a lamp was brightly burn-
ing.

*“ Child,” he said, ‘‘1 do not like
your kneeling here. Just take that
little prie-dieu, and I shall give you the
pledge. The Blessed Sacrament is on
the altar.”

*“ No," she answered, ‘‘ no, do not
speak to me, I'ather. You could not
guess who or what I am.” The ring
of unmistakable hopeless despair was
in her voice as she moved towards the
door, saying : ‘‘Isuppose I may as
well go.”

But he gently beckoned her to
kneel, and with a voice full of emotion
spoke the words, which she solemnly

: repeated.

“‘Now, Father,"” said she, rising, ‘* 1
hava been rude to you. Please for-
give me, for I am not used to be s0.”

‘*No, child,” he answered, ‘‘ you
have not been rude, whatever I may
have been. But wo shall part friends,
and I shall forgive myselt if you just
do one thing for me You won't re
fuse, please,” he said, as he drew from
his purse a large silver piece.

The sight of it brought the impetu
ous blood to her cheek.

*‘ Father, I do not want money. I
have plenty of my own,” she said.

* 1t i8 not money, " said the Father.
‘T would not dream of offering youn

monay. It is only a silver medal,
whose real owner is — I know not
where.”

‘It I accept it,” she said, ‘“‘you will
forgive me."

*“ Yes, that readily and easily
enough ; but I cannot so readily prom
ise, at that altar and at Holy Mass to
forget you. We may meet again here-
after.”

““Well,"” she said, taking the medal
from his hand, * thank you, Father,
and good night ; I wish I dare say —
(rod bless you !"

Out she went into the starlit, snow-
covered street, muffled herself still
more closely, and straightway made for
home.

¢ Little fear," she said to herself,

‘“ that he will meet me hereafier, and

still less hope that I shall meet him
What [ have done 1 have done, and
what I hava » (1} 1 willlen

and though my eyes | me a foun

tain, they ache in vain over a

1115t

blighted existence What 1 have

can never come back, av 11 my sor
row must be idle as the wail of an
orphan—

**Though like a river
My te thout number,

The buried can never
Awake from its slumber, "

She reached home after a little time
and went immediately to her room,

“ Please, " she gaid to the maid who
opened the door, *‘please, Bertha, I
have not been well  Would you let
me have tea in my room, and 1 shall
not have to trouble you more.’

“‘Certainly, miss; you never
trouble.

Her little repast soon served and
sooner over, the poor girl, drawing an

arm chair in front of a bright fire,
sat down before it, somewhat
but more than usually

‘' Well,”
piel
One lin

less sad,

ensive

she thoug *“1 feel hap
v that have done it at
Kk to hell is broke
to those

but what is

that
ial

that are ned by so

many ? 1t was good of » Father to

tell me that I looked out of place

ngst the miserable, and to force

upon me the first holy thing I have had

for many a day. What isit, I won
der

she took the medal from her pockot
aud looked ati rnestly a minute or
two

Y es, " shesaid, ** I know well what
itis [is a First Communiom medal,
and with a slight tremble of the hand
she laid itdown. * God help me, that's
enougzh of it. "Twas a strange present
for me, and not a kind one,"” she said.
Yet there was some fascination about

it she could not resist, and bending
over but not touching it again, she
fixed her ey« . At an altar-rail
wero fouwn little girls with lighted
candlesin their hands ; all were dressed
in white, and wore long lace veils held
¢l t head by a w of flowers
and W > to ¢ g0 as to
cover th feet. A priest in chasuble
wa indis befo hem, i r
in First Commuui I'wo little
acolytes were | a Itar in
surplice and soutane, and six candles—
three on either side of a large crucifix
—werts burning by the tabernacle

Without any searching to remember,
as at once in a reverie of the past.
Without the least effort of imagination
her memory went back to a certain
time and place, and the picture of her-
gelf as she was ten years gone by stood
before her mind ; a young and very
beautiful child, in whose look there
was something m than innocence,
for it seemed to her as if her look was
holy.

*0Oh, how like me!” she said.
“Did I ever think it would come to
this ?"

After a ten minutes’ dream and an
other look at the medal, with a still
more faltering hand she turned it on
the obverse side, and in bright, clear
cut letters, read :

1871,
‘¢ EMILY MARY HARGRE!

“Great God ! she criec
own medal! That, or

.

t is my

poor,

II\}'
troubled brain is not working right

Am I walking or dreaming ? Well,
let me try.” Andshe took up from the
around the medal that had fall

her hands. ‘¢
“tis light ¢
stance. It would n
class if I struck it.’
three times

Aud she
slow

y but weakly.

a dream,’” she said again, “1 kuew it
was. That's the Sanctus bell at Mass
in the old chapel of Anacloy ; and I am
here, am I not ?”

In a momant all the room seemed to
go round and round swooned

away and softly fell to the hearth rug,
upsetting the little table on which the
tea things were set

When the maid rushed into the room
she saw her lying perfectly motionless
and pale.
lincture or lustre in her lip, her eye,
ileat outwardly or breath within, was none,

‘“She is dead!” cried the maid.
““God bless us ! that makes the third
[ have seen. O God of mercy ! merey!”
she added, as she hastily undid the
dress, and ~with the true sense of
womankind, devoted herself to the care
of the poor girl.

““ No, no, she's notdead ! I feel her
heart beat,” she said, after five or six
minutes. ‘‘God be blessed, and His
Holy Mother, to whom I often prayed
for her, she is not dead !”

In a short time the panic was over,
and before halt an hour she was her-
self again,

“1 am going to stay with vou to
night, miss,” said Bertha,

“Thank you a thousand times for
all your kindness, but there is no need.
It was nothing. Please help me to un
dregs, and you will be quite safe in
leaving me alone.”

In less than 2 quarter o
poor girl was in bed, an
than that, sleep ; for she had scarce
laid her head upon her pillow when she
was in a deep and tranquil

It was far into the morn
awoke with her mind perfect
to the events of yesterday ) )
distinctly befors her, and, what was
strangest, she could po: them over
and over again within one trace of emo
tion. Not that she was uninterested
by them, but that a cold determination
to solve the mystery entirely absorbed
her.

‘Surely,

n.hour the
in still less

she said, ‘‘ the medal is

mine. I know every line of it and re
member it well. It hung over my

head in my room at home, on a little
background I made for it of red plush
velvet, between an image of the cruci-
! fix and a holy-water font. This day

! by 1 o'clock

shan't pass nor another night come on
make out how it

till 1 came into the
priest’s hands d what 8 mo
more, how it ¢ i Vi

| me. He knew me w, t sh

i added, smiling, 1 know m |
lay, I promi He may 1 t ho

She then put her hand under her pil
low, and, taking out the inuocer
of her trouble, pressed it to

** There," gho said, *‘ there's for the |
day that can unever return. And
there's for one whose heart 1 have
broken.”

t cause |
her lips. |

And all har mother can.e into her eyes,

And gave her up to tears Y

“And there,'tfor my dear Uncle Rich
ard, who gave me my first Communion
and hung you round my neck in the
old chapel on the hill.  And
long, long pause, as if she feart
say it : ** There's for the
Lord, Whose face I shall
Oh, added, *‘ I once
the lost hate God whil
see Him ; but I know who
and loves Him, though she never hopes

feet of my
never see

she

heard that l

to behold Him. DBut this won't 1
have no power to spare from t s :
work, and 'tis g |

At o'clock she lef | \‘.:
beaut ly dressed, but with an eve to |
whatever might give her a matronly ‘l
air. A quick and very decisive knocek |
soon brought Bridget to the door

“ May I ask,” she said, ** is Father
Grosvenor at home ?"

“Yes, madam.’

And disengag

he's that said

fhut an’ vou'll Lide a wee in
I dinna doubt but he'll see

rase, then,”

he said, giving her
card, ‘“ a lady wishes to see him on
business and will not detain him o

Wi Father Grosvenor entered
rose ¢ king a quiet bow, aj
gized for calling at so unreasonable a
time, but she came on business whi
would be best done if done so :

¢ Father, I came about a y
girl,” she said, ‘*who called on vou
to take the pled

Mmest

last evenin

¢ How strange,” said the Father
“ my n is out I thouzht she
¢ gee me again, and that I did
not Knf 3 was gone,

With one quick glance of surprise
sha looked at him, but that glance su
ficed to reassure her all was

““ It is not at all likely,” she said,
“ that she will come after me

“ Oh, I don't believe she will,” he

answered. ‘‘ [ pay but little heed to
dreams. I only meant how strange
the coincidence that her name should
turn up so soon. 1 was greatly inter
ested in her.”

““Well,” she said, ‘‘s0, 1 confess,
am [, 1am the only one on earth, 1
think, that really cares for her or has
any influence over her.”

“Doubtless, " said Father Grosvenor,
““ you are the friend she spoke to me
about, almost in the same terms.”

‘¢ Likely enough,” she answered.
‘T have known her from her child-
hood. She is a proud, petulant, self
willed girl, passionate to a degree, and
withal so cold and distant that noth
ing seems to affect her. In fact, for
years I have not seen her show signs
of emotion till last evening, looking at
the lovely and valuable medal you so
kindly gave her.”

“Thank God!” said Father Gros
venor very earnestly, ‘‘thank God!
I am so glad 1 gave it to the poor
child ; though,” he added, with a

nile, ‘‘I scarcely should have. You
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in time Hood’s Sarsaparilla preve serious
illness by keeping the blood pure and all the
organs in a healthy condition It is the
great blood purifier
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Is a dangerous diseaze because it is

linble to result in loss of hearing or
gmell, or develop into consumpiion.
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Read the following:
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“My wite has been a sufferer from
catarrh for the four years and the
disease had gone o far that her eyesight
was affected so

that for nearly a

el to read for more than f{

wns unable

guffered sovere

minutes at a time. She

pains in the head and at times was almost
distracted. About Chri she com-
menced taking IHood’s S parilla, and
gince that time has steadlly improved.

Bhe has taken stx bottles of Hood's Sar-

saparilla and is on the road to a complete

cure. I cannot speak too highly of Hood’s
Barsaparilla, and I cheerfully recommend
it.” W. H, Fursizr, Newmarket, Ontario.
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The Catholic Record for One Year
" $54.00.
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W1 am well pleased with ter's Uae
abridged Dictiouary. I find 08l value
able worlk, JOBN A. NE,
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o1 am highly pleased wiih the Di

ary,” writes Mr. W, Scott, of Lancaster, Onte

Address, THE CATHOLIC KECORD,
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