
egggÉph'

6

r-
.(

I

. N. Bï WEDNESDAY, JULY 24;e1907THE SEMI-WEEKLY TELEGRAPH. ST. J

“Whàt wâs it she said?” lie cried. ‘Tell He's telfed me at last, all he sax and 
me everything, Bessie.”

Shq. faced him slowly.
“It was one tiling over 

over again,” she said. “I can hear her thief, thinkin’ he’d deserve all I could do
still—oh, I think I shall never stop hear- to him. I’ve made him love me like I
ing her cry—‘I’ve killed my father! I’ve never thought he had it in him to love./
killed ray father!’” lie's earnest, and I’ve betrayed him.”

She threw out her hands with a harsh 
laugh. “But, after all,” she added quick
ly, “he’s a scoundrel, ready to thieve and 
lie fo’ his Awn ends, and why should I 

what I’ve done to him? Only to-

I were at the bottom of it—I guessed then 
1 who had ’ticed her away, and would 
' break her heart afore he had done with 
i her. And you could guess—too, you 
: know as there is only one in all Oldcastle 
! as would hurt and deceive and lie to our 
poor Hetty.”

Geoffrey bent across the table. His 
face was set and drawn and gray.

“Lord Fanshawe!” he cried hoarsely.
Bessie nodded.
“Lord Fanshawe!” she repeated. “Yes, 

it was Lord Fanshaw^. She went away 
with him, left her father for him, went 
at his bidding, ’cos she believed and trust
ed in him, thinking he was an honest 
man; and instead ^ that—”

She broke off and turned away again. 
Geoffrey’s lips 'moved, but no sound came 
from them. He could hear his own heart 
thumping heavily against his side, lie 
could hear his blood roaring in his ears, 
and one man’s name throbbed and echoed 
and tingled in his brain—Fanshawe! The 
man for whom he had sacrificed all he 
held dear, the man whom he liad loved 
as a brother, whose life he had saved, 
whose honor he had shielded, whose sin 
he had borne. In return for it all Lord 
Fanshawe had deceived and ruined and 
broken the girl he had loved!.

He rose, sick at heart, and paced across 
the little room. It grew stupidly dull and 
dim to him.

“Go on,” he said huskily. “Tell me 
everything.”

“Afterward,” Bessie said slowly, “I 
tried to find out things. I didn’t believe 
she would go to him unless he had prom
ised her marriage, and I thought may be 
I should find some record of it somewhere 
in one of the parish churches

“Yes, yet.” cried Geoffrey.

” II out of her trouble, and me out of mine. 
She broke off again and made a quick !çu^ all he knows. An’ I've played with him, 

thinkin’ him even a bigger scroundel than 
and over and he is, thinkin’ him murderer as well asE,movement toward the cottage, swinging 

open the little garden gate with impati-j 
ent hands and stumbling up the little patyj 
to the door.

Geoffrey followed with his heart stofl 
ping in its beat, and the blood dying from 
his face. Hettjr at last, safe and loved, | 
waited for him, hoping for him, longing j 
for him, thank God, at last! It was too ! 
wonderful a dream to be true!

■ The door opened and closed on them— 
surely the strangest of strange pairs—Sir 
Geoffrey Waring, of India, whose name 
had been on the King’s lips, and his hand 
in the King’s hand such a short time ago, ! 
and Bessie Merrill, the little factory girl, 
who bent her head and moved her left fin
gers day after day among the spools and 
bobbins of the mill in which she earned 
her daily bread. Millionaire and working 
girP, baronet and mill hand went in to
gether.

Geoffrey looked round the once familiar 
sitting room. Except that Mrs. Merrill 
was gone, it looked just the same. He 
missed the good-tempered face and the 
rough hands that had prepared his rough 
meals years ago, but nothing else was 
changed. It was just the same, and as 
clean and as neat as it had been when 
Mrs. Merrill had been alive. And Bessie 
had it all to do now. For an instant he 
wondered how she managed it; but she 
gave him no chance to ask. She pushed a 
chair toward him and, dropping into one 
herself, lay back with a sigh.

“Now you’re here, Geoffrey Clavering,” 
she said, “things can’t help but go 
straight. I’m going to tell you everything 
—straight from the very beginning—from 
the time—I—threw over Ted Sealey till 
now.*

Geoffrey looked at her curiously.
“I don’t understand,” he said, “what 

are you going to tell me?”
She sat up suddenly, her pale face 

alight, her black eyes burning.
“I’m going fo tell you,” she cried, “all 

about everything. I’m going to tell you 
what Hetty’s been saying in her delirium 
this last fortnight—I’m going to tell you 
all I know. I knew years ago as I should, 
and I’ve been waiting for the day to come. 
I’ve waited because you loved her, and I 
knew when you came back you’d love her 
still, for you wer enever one to change, 
Geoffrey Clavering. So now you help her
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The Name of the Man.

Geoffrey sat quite still. He had grown 
strangely rigid in his chair, and as Bessie 
repeated Hetty’s cold words he covered 
hie face with his hand and sat, his elbow 
on the little round table, his eyes on 
the dark wood, seeing, not it, but Hetty’s 
face as Bessie had seen it eight ugly 
years ago.

“She had not done it,” he fa id, ab
ruptly. “You did not believe it; you 
knew she had not done it?”

Bessie took a step forward.
“No; I wouldn’t believe it,” she cried;

“I couldn’t believe it o’ Hetty Lancas
ter. I thought then, as I thought after- , „ up
ward, as she had gone round to the win- but afterward I remembered ah Hettj
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care
night he’d got lies on his lips, and he’s 
ready to trade on a man’s mistake with 
a thing as he stole. He told me a thing 

I cant’ believe true, tt was like a 
tale. I thought I must be dream-

,k 1 “Geoffrey Clavering!” she cried shrilly. 
“It can’t be.” ,

“It happens that it can,” said Dr. 
North, “and that it is Geoffrey right 
enough—Geoffrey come back just in the 
nick of time to befriend Hetty and to 
take her away, it strikes me. We must 
manage it somehow—we must persuade 
her to
whisper, “for he loved her and believes 
in her, and there is no reason why he 
shouldn’t take her off and make hcrNiap- 
py—if she will only go!”

Bessie lifted her head sharply.
“If she will only go!” she repeated, 

and then, “Geoffrey ClaVering! I can’t 
believe it. Geoffrey—come back?” She 
laughed a little. Then suddenly turned 
to Dr. North. “Go-go and leave us,” 
she added. “I’ve got something to tell 
him—something important. Oh, I’m glad 
he’s here!”

CHAPTER NX—(Continued) Address
He gave the window a last look and as

7 fairy
in’ or that he was struck silly, and yet 
somehow it seemed true enough. It was 
about you, George Clavering. He said as 
you were back, and that he had seen you 
here, and I didn't believe him. And he 
said you were a big man in London, un
der a different name, with lots o’ money 
and a title. I didnt’ believe him at first.

then turned away. As tie did so the 
door opened sharply and a man stood 
for a moment against the light.

Geoffrey recognized him with a start. 
It was Dr. North. He came out and 
closed the door softly behind him, stand
ing for an instant in the little square 
patch of earth in front as if undecided 
what to do.

Geoffrey looked back and then stole 
up to him.

“North!” he said in a whisper.
The doctor started, and then peered 

at him. When he recognized him he 
came sharply out of the little patch of 
garden, closing the little gate behind him, 
and grasping Geoffrey’s arm.

“So y.ou have come? She never thought 
you would, never thought you could find 
her, and she’s had such wild ideas in her 
poor head, and such mad notions about 
you. I’m glad you have traced her and 

here at last. We didn’t know where 
to find you, and we couldn’t understand 
Vhat she said.”

Geoffrey stood quite still.
“What do you mean?” he cried. “Who 

are you speaking of?”
“Why, Hetty Lancaster,/of course. She 

-told us you found her in London, and 
jthat she ran away from you, and she 
,has been delirious with fever and saying 
ihe wildest, strangest things about you.”

“Hetty! Hetty here! How did she 
come? What does it mean? I have been 
'searching for her everywhere in London. 
There is a detective now keeping watch,

' looking for her there. How did she get 
there? When did she come?”

“A fortnight ago now,” Dr. North an
swered. “She arrived here late one night, 
rbalf dead with fever and exposure and 
•exhaustion. She came straight to Bessie 
['Merrill, remembering, I suppose, that 
KBessie had been one of the few people 
[who had believed in her at the tim£ of 
iher father’s death, and never dreaming 
vthat she had changed.
.heaven! Bessie has been^loyal. She took 
'her in—it was late at ’ night when Hetty 
varrived, and she was wet through and 
(delirious then—and she put her straight 
to bed in your old attic at the top of the 
house, and there she has been ever since.” 

Geoffrey looked up.
• lodger—no worker at the "null, but his 

little Hetty who was occupying his

playin’ fast and loose with him, and 
wouldn’t wait a bit like I told him to.”

She broke off again, and lifting her 
head, looked into Geoffrey’s eyes with a 
sudden shadow back in her own.

“But it wam’t fair,” she added; “I 
ought to ’a’ told him why I did it, but 
he was that dead set and that hard on 
Hetty I didn't dare. That was why I 
had to do it all on m y own. I took up 
with Barker and pretended to doubt her 
—I pretended to let him persuade me o’ 
her guilt, and all the time—all the time 
I could ’a’ strangled him with my own 
hands, I could—the cur! The sneak! Oh, 
I’ve only know’d since I’ve took up with 
Barker what a cur a man can be!”

Geoffrey stared at her almost stupidly 
—at her flashing black eyes, her pas
sionate face.

“I thought of my plan,” said Bessie. 
“You can guess it all—how I laid traps 
for Barker,, pretendin’ to admire him, 
and believe what he said, and give the 
could shoulder to Ted—just for a purpose 
to get Barker to give himself away.”

“To give himself away?” Geoffrey gaye 
startled gasp for breath.
Bessie nodded.
“I thought it were him as did it,” she 

said. “I thought be was the one as put 
the poison in Mr. Lancaster’s glass. I 
thought it were him till tonight.”

with him,” he added in ago
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The Name of the Man. >><
Dr. North nodded abruptly and turned.
“All right, Bess,” he said, ‘Til leave 

you to him.”
He pushed her forward across the pave

ment as he spoke and raised his voice 
abruptly.

“Hi, Clavering, here’s Bessie Merrill. 
She’ll take you to Hetty, and explain 
everything that I can’t. Good-night, old 

Good-night, Bessie.”
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He turned abruptly, and hurried away 

into the darkness before Geoffrey had 
time to speak or even move, striding down 
the street, a solitary, lonely figure, leaving 
Geoffrey facing Bessie on the half-deserted

■1
CHAPTER XXII.

The City of Despair.

She broke off. Geoffrey was leaning 
forward eagerly, his face strained and an
xious, as he stared up .into her passion
ate, flashing black eyes.

“Go on, Bessie,” he said huskily. “Tell 
me, tell me quickly.”

She threw up her. head again.
“You’ll blame me, maybe,” she said, 

“same as Ted did, but it seemed the best 
I could do for Hetty. There was no one 
else as ever tried to clear her, and I 
couldn’t lef be, I had to do summat. I 
couldn’t sit still and hear ’em callin’ her 
bad names. It drove me fairly silly to 
hear ’em, and so I set to work—”

“Tell me,” said Geoffrey again hoarse-
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“I tobk up with Barker. I ran after 
him, demeanin’ myself and gettin’ called 
bold and brazen for my pains, 
sneered at me—too, thought I xvas a 
beauty he did at first, but”—a sudden 
fire played in her black eyes—“I got him,” 
she went on with a quick laugh—“oh, 
I got him. He couldn’t help hisself. I 
reckon I were a born actress. Anyhow, I 

him, and from sneerin’ at me he 
got to admirin’ me, and at last he got 
real crazy over me.

“And all the time I were a-think’ as it 
were he as did the murder. I thought it 
were he without a doubt, and that he de
served the worst as I could do to him for 
old Mr. Lancaster had found out sum- 
mat as he had dofiè, and Barker had 

reason for silencing him. He’s a bad

' poor
old room! He drew a deep breath. Thank 
heaven he knew at last where she was— 
that she was safe.

Dr. North caught his arm again.
“Bessie Merrill is true as steel,” he said. 

“She’s a brick, Clavering. All this time 
she has never let Hetty suspect that she 
has altered her opinion about her being 
Innocent. She hasn’t said a word—never 
let her know how she has changed, and 
Hetty doesn’t dream that she is going 
rut with Barker, the lawyer’s clerk, night 
after night. She has nursed her as faith
fully as though she still believed in her. 
Poor Hetty! She has gone through some 
hard times since she left Oldcastle, Claver- 
ing.”

Geoffrey nodded.
“Yes, I know,” he replied. “The doctor 

said so. I took her to my hotel when I 
found her.”

“Yes—yes—she raved about that,” Dr. 
North broke in, “but I couldn’t make it 
out. She talked as if you were a mil
lionaire and lived in a palace, and rattled 
about you and the King. I suppose she 
has heard about the King coming to Old
castle next month, and has mixed him up 
with you in her poor little head. She has 
been delirious almost all the time, and 
now—”

He broke off.
“Now?” echoed Geoffrey, eagerly. “Is 

she getting better—getting all .right?”
Dr. North hesitated, then shook his 

head.
“I don’t know,” he said. “I can’t tell. 

There is everything against her. To be
gin with, she is afraid of being in Old
castle. I can’t think what induced her to 
come, for it is her constant? terror lest she 
be recognized. Now that the fever has 
left her, her only thought is to get away 
—not to be seen. Poor little girl ! ”

He broke off, turning his sharp, rugged 
face toward the dark street. It seemed to 
Geoffrey to have grown older and more 
lined, and there was a queer, worn, almost 
a faded look in the shrewd gray eyes 
when he turned and faced him again.

“But now,” he added, “now you have 
come, perhaps she may let you take care 
of her. I. should have sent to you if only 
I had known where to find you. She may 
go to you now. Perhaps you can afford 
to take her away—abroad, where she will 
have no things to remind her of Fàn- 
Bhawe? Heaven knows. I’d take her my
self if she’d let me; but you were always 
before me, you came next to Fanshawe, 
old man.”

Geoffrey flinched, and he seemed to see 
again the scene in the muddy London 
street with the diamonds flashing from 
the miniature at her neck. What did that 
mean except that Lord Fanshawe still 
came first? But apparently North had 
not seen the locket—apparently Bessie had 
been loyal even in that, and hidden it.

He sighed sharply.
“I'll take care of her,” he said, huskily. 

“Oh, yes, I can afford to take care of her 
—if she'll let me. But why did she run 
away? Why did she come here?”

North shook his head.
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hoarsely.”

has been saytn' in her fever, and I knew 
it was true. But,” she came a little

Idow and round her father there, lying 
face downward on the table, ' as Miss 
Walter and Molly Byrne said. For you 
know what happened? Evelyn Walter 
drew up to the house and was let in and 
shown in to the library. Molly Byrne 
opened the door and Miss Walter fol
lowed close on her heels. ‘Miss Walter 
is ’ere, sir,’ she said, and then stopped 
short, with all her breath gone, she said, 
for she saw Mr. Lancaster face down
ward across the table, with the wine
glass at his elbow, and at the window, 
kneelin’ facin’ ’em, half in, half out, Het
ty herself ! ’

Geoffrey nodded helplessly. He could 
not speak for a moment, and Bessie went

every
lot, is Fred Barker, and it were he—he 
and Lord Fanshawe—as forged the cheque 
by another. Praps John Andrews was 
found drowned after you went? He were 
Giles’ clerk, you remember, and he’d bad 
over £500 of Giles’ money. But old Mr.
Lancaster found he hadn’t had it after 
all, but Lord Fanshawe and Fred Barker 
together, and John Andrew's wras to be 
accused of the crime, and he couldn’t 
stand the thought of it, but w’ent and 
drowned hisself, things were so black 
against him. It was that that made me 
think Barker had killed Mr. Lancaster.
For on the night of his death he had 
been there to see him on business. Molly 
Byrne, the cook, had let him in and let 
him out again, and she said she had seen 
Mr. Lancaster after he had gone, but 
somehow I didn’t believe her. I kept on 
thinkin’ as Barker must be the one, and I 
thought may be he had crept back round 
the house, over the lawn, to the library 
window, same as they accused Hetty o’ 
doin’ and had got in and poisoned him 
then. But somehow it seems tonight as if

whlthtoum do“td know—afl 'about HeUy ‘ Whopping back to the dunr 

and about the murder of Mr. Lancaster, » fuddcn 81«h and a falnt weanne6a
and why she went away and all. I’m go- on„„ar„tilcf „ a r ft
ing to tell you what nobody else ean-l’m “Well, tell me “ «aid Geoffrey again, 
going to give you the name of the mur- Tell me more. I shall never believe 
derer-the name of the man who killed Hetty guilty, but I do believe the verdict
poor old Mr. Lancaster.”. returned at the inquest was wrong. 1

Geoffrey gave a sharp cry and sat up- don’t believe he died from natural causes, 
right. “The name of the man?” he re- or there would not have been eo much 
peated. “What man? What do you ! feeling about it. There is never smoke
mean? I don’t understand.” ( without tire. But tell me all you can

Bessie brought her face forward sharp
ly into the light of the lamp that burned 

i on the round centre table.
. ... , , ,, I “Why, the name of the man who mur-

Isn’t he never, conun ? and then she d j dersd Mr Lancaster,” she said quickly, 
cry, ‘He hadnt changed, he believed m „you doQ-t bclieve in Hetty’s guilt? 
me still. Do you think he does now, yQU know better than that, I guess?
Bess? P'raps something has changed him, ! L0r’!’’ She passed her hand across her 
and lia 11 never come now. , face and drew a deep breath.

Siva came closer, tightening her hand He leaned quickly forward,
on his arm, peering up into his face. “Bessie!” he cried. “Do you mean that

“And now you’ve come at last, thank after an you have never doubted Hetty?”
Heaven! Hetty’s waited all through the ][er b]ack eyes flashed and sparkled, 
fever, callin’ for you this last fortnight yCr red lips relaxed and she threw back 
as though shs knew you were all that b,,r bead sharply, her white teeth show- 
was left to her. An lie been waitin big between them, 
for you for years—ever since I slopped - «Qh! I ought to he on a stage 
bein’ a child and grow d into a woman 0f jn a mj[} i ” sbe crjed. “I’ve just been
—ever since—ever since----- ” actin’ a play and deceivin’ everybody,

She stopped suddenly, vtoed numb and anq j reckon I’ve done it grand. Doubt 
silent for a moment, and then abruptly | Hetty? Could you believe I should?” 
broke into a passion of sobs. j She sat upright in her chair and her caster

“Bessie—Bessie, ’ Geoffrey cried. ’’VW'.at mann„r altered suddenly. The laughter she frightened me. She was changed as 
is the meaning of this. M liât is the mat- died out 0f her face, and the look of you woul<ln’t believe a girl could change 
ter? ’ anxiety and misery swept back sharply jn a few davs sbe seemcd to have grown

She could not speak for an instant, hue into it. old and wben she saw me she Sort o’
the unsteady words broke from her lips , ..It wa3 all part of my plan. But I’ve brokc down wanted to see my father,’
at last. ... - , i nearly lost everything through it,” she sJ]e 6aid .j want y, forgiveness for what

“Oh. I ve been waitin -or years tor. added, suddenly. “Tou’ve only just come n-c done. I came on purpose, and now I 
you for you to come even since ga e ■ jn rime, lie's tired of it all, and so am 5carcc]v dare fG g0 to the house. I'll come 
up Ted Sealey And I thought you d , and I'was jest sick with misery to back with vou Bessie, and wait a bit be- 
never eomtte-I thought—1 thought J should ; think how I was to explain it to him, fore j y0 wc turned together, and she 
loss everything all the happiness I could ; and bow hod take it—but you 11 do it. came home with me, and there were lots 
ever hope for m my life—beiore you got ; oh_ aom3how surely it’ll be all right now to]ka who saw her who gave evidence 
back. I—I thought he u get tirer, and I for lls a]l.” at the inquest about her looking ill and
thought I should never get to know m ; «But j don’t understand,” Geoffrey said j bei„. quccr and odd. she came and sat

... -, T-I A again- “Ti'H me wl,al is 5'0U 1,avc in our parlor for a bit. and then I walked
Geoffrey stared at fc?r. Her words be„n doing_what y„„ mean?” doWn with her to her father's house, and

puzz.ed him. He understood neither uh.it yj brought her hand down upon the |eft b , th Kate ”she was saying nor the st.ange 1-ght that jta”,c; brigl,t. black eyes gleamed B^fe pa,Led 8 Her head was turned
was upon her face as it was uplifted to gharp,y th. light of- the lamp, her away_ and her black eyes, with a dull fire 
hls- breath came quickly from between her bmnjng sombre]y in them now, were fix-

-red lipp. cd on the little grate.
“You can guess why I took up with <«j jeft ]ier there,” she added, “but

Barker V You ain’t a fool ; you d know 80me]ÎOw I couldn't go home. Hetty on
girl you d alwis known to be honest frightened me. 

with you wouldn't turn on a smltlent, |,cri aild where sh? had been those few
eh? Yet Ted didn’t. Cos he couldn’t ,*iayR while she had been away from home
understand, he couldn’t b?lie\x>.” her Rjle wouldn’t say. But she shuddered at 
voice broke in a little sob, and then, the mention of it when I asked her, and
with sudden impatience, she changed it broke down sobbing that heart-broken it
into a laugh and dashed the back of her made me own heart ache to hear her.
hand across her eyes. “But that's the And I guessed.” Bessie turned suddenly,

o’ men,” she added, “they’re like fiercely, and faced Geoffrey with her
black eyes blazing and flashing as they 
met his. Y

“Oh, I guessed then,” she cried, “all
that I found out after. I guessed who ceased.

“But it was scarce likely as I should
be clever enough for that, and that Was 

why I wanted you to come. 
You could do it, I thought; you’d find out 
all about everything, all that I couldn’t. 
It weren’t likely as I could be clever en
ough to find out if they were married, 
but you could a’ done it. But all that 
happened afterward, after Mr. Lancaster 

found murdered in his study. That 
happened the night o’ Hetty’s return, as 

know. I left Hetty at the gate, but

closer, “he’s got summat o’ yours as’ll 
make him dangerous to you, a bit o’ paper 
as you signed years ago sayin’ as you had 
forged the earl’s name to a bill, and got 
money by it. And he means to make you 
pay fo’ that, Geoffrey Clavering, unless I 
can get it from him somehow. I shall 
have a try, for it’s a dirty, cowardly work, 
blackmailin’ is.”

Geoffrey stirred stiffly in his chair. That 
confession that he had signed to save Lord 
Fanshawe eight years ago might ruin him, 
but somehow he scarcely cared now. He 
had Hetty. He would take her away ; fea 
was rich, and he #nred nothing for honors 
or life in England apart from her. He 
cared nothing now for anything the earl 
could do. He And she would go away, and 
nothing in the world would matter to him 
except her happiness.

He looked up.
“When he comes I can deal with him, 

Bessie,” he said, heavily. “I shan’t care 
for him. I mean to go away and take ^
Hetty as soon as she is able to go. It is 
quite true that I am rich, and 1 shall be 
able to look after her and care for her, 
thank God! We’ll be married quietly at 

village church, and then wel’ll take 
a passage to—to Australia maybe, she and 
1—she and I!”

His voice sank softly and trailed away.
It wTas surely too good a dream to be 
true !

Bessie stood still staring at him with 
wide, startled eyes. Twice she opened 
her lips to speak, and twice the sight of 
his face seemed to check her.

“Then you don’t know—you haven’t 
guessed—what else I have to tell you*** 
she cried, suddenly, at last.

He gave his head a sharp upward jerk. 
Something in her voice startled him.

“What else?” he repeated, dully. “You 
have told me all there is to toll, surely, 
all the bad, anyhow. There can be noth
ing else.”

“Oh, Geoffrey Clavering,-God pity you,” 
she cried, abruptly. 4'Hetty is married al
ready!”

Geoffrey gave a quick start, and then 
dropped heavily against his chair. ^

“That isn’t true, Bessie,” he cried, 
ly. “That can’t be true; there io a mis
take somewhere—”

She shook her head and as he looked 
into her face there dropped from him bit 
by bit the golden dream he had been 
dreaming a few minutes ago.

“It’s true enough,” she cried. “I’d give 
this light hand of mine if 1 could say it 
wasn’t. And now you can guess what, 
like a fool, I never thought of till tonight.
Now
looked in at the library' window. You can 
guess how she went round to the back, 
and saw him there—the beast as ruined 
her life—drinkin’ wine with the old man 
and slipping the poison in his glass. You 
can guess how she saw him drink, and 
Lord Fanshawe drink, too, and her father 
fall fcrw.'.rJ over the table?”

“Then she watched Lord Fanshawe slip 
out b>r the window, without seem’5 her 
where she stood hidden, and then, all 
dazed and bewildered, not knowin’ what 
she did, 'she went up to th* window and 
knelt there, lookin' in at her dead father, 
waitin’ for him to lift his head, may be, 
an’ waitin’ in vain, till Molly' Byrne open
ed the door to let in Miss Walter, and 
saw her. Then she gave a cry and ran, 
the poor darlinh with her heart broke 

her too much ; Lord Fanshawe had not atlll ap iicr mind gone crazy with what 
loved her enough, and she had chosen the R}le had seen. I’ve found out from what 
one who was unworthy, the one who had 8he’s let slip this last fortnight that she 
broken her heart and ruined her life! aml I^ord Fanshawe had got married se 

Hits thoughts came to an abrupt end. Cretl\\at a village t’other side o’ Botoi 
Bessie was facing him, curiously silent, 1 }]e took her there and married her, ;uA 

a queer, hair frightened, then came straight back, leavin’ her th<re 
pitying look in her black eyes. j to wait for "him. He had to do that Vos

“Yes, it w'cre Lord Fanshawe,” she re- there were parties on at the castle that 
peated at last. “I’ve bin on the wrong he had to attend, but he meant goin’ !>ack 
track all this time. It were him as did i to her directly they were over, 
it. I leârnt it all from Barker tonight. (To be continued.)

one reason

was

you
she never "went to the front door. In
stead, she crossed the lawn and went 

nd to the window o’ the library where 
Mr. Lancaster sat. I stood at the gate for 
a minute or to after she had gone. It 

dark night and you know how 
thick the bushes used to h>3 up the drive 
that led to the house?”

Geoffrey waited. It seemed to him that 
he knew every tree and bush, every 
shrub and flower that' had grown about 
that drive that led up to the house.

“Well,” Bessie said, “she disappeared 
immediately, swallowed up like in the 
night, and I stood listening to the sound 
o’ her footsteps on the gravel. Theyr died 
away, and almost at once—afore I had 
time to turn—I saw a shadow movin’ in 
the bushes. I waited, failin’ back out o* 
sight, and then I saw it was Fred. Barker 
as had been hidin’ there. He came creep- 
in’ out, nervous like, and then hurried 
ou,t o’ the gate and down the road.

“I looked arter ’im, thinkin’ he was a 
'ub somehow, and then, suddenlike,

rou

on:were a “She was starin’ like as if she was 
dazed,” she said, “and Molly Byrne said 
directly she see them she gave a little 
cry and turned on the window sill and 
slid put and run. She just ran, and af
terward some said as that was a sign 
as she were guilty, and others that it 
was a proof as she were innocent. There 

outcry, and a lot o’ talkin’ and 
callin’ bad names, and then I tried to 
think how I could prove er innocent, 
and it seemed to me as I had made one 
mistake anyhow, and that I ought to 
'a’ given evidence about what I saw 
on the night o’ the murder. But it was 

late then, and Hetty herself did all 
she could to prevent me doing anything. 
She said it was no good.”

Gsoffrey gave Bessie a quick look.
“Hetty prevented you?” he asked. 

“Why?”
Bessie came a little closer. She put 

her hand on the table and bent down to 
him.

“I couldn’t make out,” she said, 
zzled me above a bit. 

been guilty, 
o' anything more being done, and she 
made me promise not to do anything. 
She were that ill that I did. and for a 
fow weeks while "she was with us I let 
it go. Then suddenly she disappeared.”

“Disappeared?’”
Bessie nodded.
“She went one day while I was work- 

in’ at the mill, and left me a letter say
in’ as it was best, and beggin’ me, as I 
loved her, not to try to find out who had 
murdered her father.”

“But why?” cried Geoffrey.
“I’ve only found out why tonight,” 

said Bessie. “I've only learnt tonight as 
it was because o’ the man I saw go muf
fled down the drive, the man I thought 
were Molly Byrne’s husband.”

Geoffrey rose with his face grown sud
denly more strained and gray and hard.

“And the name of that man,” he cried. 
“What was the name of that man?”

“It was Lord Fanshawe,” cried Bessie.
For a moment the little room went 

round blindly before Geoffrey's eyes.
“Lord Fanshawe!” he repeated. “God 

help me!”
He broke off and turned away. \ret one 

more debt he owed Lord Fansnawe, one 
more burden added to the weight of sin 
lie already bore for him. First his honor, 
then his love, lie could bear it all him
self, his shoulders were broad enough, but 
Lord Fanshawe had put a burden on 
Hetty’s shoulders, too, a terrible, hide
ous burden, that turned Geoffrey cold 
with horror and misery as he stood.

He dropped hack into his chair. Life 
and love mocked at him. lie had loved

“The door opened sharply, and a man stood for a moment outlined against 
the light. Geoffrey recognized him with a start. It was Dr. North.” was an

pavement. She looted anxious, eager, ner
vous all at once.

“So you’re little Bessie Merrill,” he be- 
“You were a child when I left. somegan.

She put out her hand suddenly to him. 
“A child—yes that has growed up all 

sudden like, and oh, I am right 
I knew you’d

tooon a
glad to. see you, I am. 
come, sooner or later, if you were of the 

mind as when you went, and you queer
there came a cry from the house. It were 
Hetty, I thought, an’ to this day I dun- 

what made me go arter ’er. But 1 
did. I slipped in through the gate and 
on to the grass that edged the gravel 
drive and ran up toward the house. Afore 

got many yards I ’card footsteps agon, 
and then I saw some one cornin’, and 
dodged back in the bushes and waited. It 

went by; but the night was

same
were never cVne to change, as I remember. 
But I’m gettin’ tired o’ waitin’; an’ Het
ty—oh, if you had 'beard her callin'—it 
would a’ broke yer heart, it would. It 
was alwis the same—‘Has Geoffrey .come?

now.”
The eager light flashed back to her face.
“You’ve heard all about the murder, 

and what happened on the night of it?” 
she began abruptly. “But you haven’t j 
heard, and nobody has yet, what I know 
of it.” She leaned forward again, and the 
light of the lamp gleamed on her face and 
seemed to burn in her eyes. “I never told 
what I saw,” she went on. “I thought 
I’d wait a bit till I could lay my hands 
on something as would Ç^lp 
never thought to wait all these years. But 
anyhow, on the night of Mr. Lancaster’s 
death I went to the house with a mes
sage for him. It was Molly Byrne, the 
cook, as opened the door to me, and she „
up,dwkh Fred Barker*TtZin™ SoT /I,waited to hear the gate shut a*er 
went away, and afore I had gone many ^ ^/aforeT to wR

5ar ' herself 'loolrinT that white and ill I there was the rattle o’ wheels and har 
e ’ * l ness, and a carnage drew up outside. I

stood while it turned up the drive—a 
brougham, as everybody 
Sir Arthur Walter’s, with Miss Evelyn 
inside. It went past me, and then 1 turn
ed and ran across the grass. Somehow 1 
couldn’t get it out of my head as Hetty 
would be in * trouble, ^nd I scrambled 
round to the library window where 1 
guessed she had gone to look in—to see 
her father sittin’ there as he always did. 
She used to sit witjh him, but he had been 
alone those two njghts—alone and in sor
row—and I knew it would be mighty 
painful fo’ her, an’ especially if she was 
uncertain and couldn't make up her mind 
to go in after all, and so I waited for her.

“IIow long I waited I dun no. It seem
ed a long time, but all suddent-like Hetty 

fly in’ round the corner o’ the house 
cry in’ out, queer-liko and funny—oh, but 
it drove me cold to hear her, it did. Her 
hands were out, like this,

stumblin’ and rockin’ on her feet like 
as if'she were blind. And when i caught 
her and held her in my hands she looked 
round same as if she were scared of her 
life. An’ when she saw me and knew me 
she just clung to me and hung on to me 
shiverin’ and tremblin’ and cry in’ to nie 
like as if her heart was breakin’. And it 

what she said—and what she was

no

“It
She might 

she were that frightened
pu

was a man as 
dark, and his faca was mu filed up some- 

see who it was, buthow, and 1 couldn’t 
it looked like Molly Byrne’s husband, that 
she was separated from, and she give evi
dence at the inquest as he had been there 
about that time, and I 112ver thought as 
it might be sometyxly else—never until 
tonight.”

“Well?” said Geoffrey, harshly. Go

her; but I

instead%

“1 can’t make it out,” lie said, “Lut 
look—here’s Bessie Merrill herself. Ask 
her. Y'ou can trust her, C layering. For 
a wonder, she hasn’t got that fop of a 
Barker at her heels. I loathe that fallow, 
and can’t understand her. She’s so loyal 
in one way. and so queer in another. Here 
she is. Hullo!”

Bessie crossed the street, apparently ab
sorbed in her own thought, with her head 
bent, and started violently at the sound 
of the doctor’s voice.

“Oh, how you made me jump,” she 
said. “There’s nothing th? matter with 
Hetty, is there?”

She lifted her face to the light, and 
Geoffrey saw it as lie had seen it a fort
night. before—bright and alert, with flash
ing black eyes ami red lips. But sh? 
looked pale tonight, and Dr. North looked 
at her shrewdly before he spoke.

"You can’t bum the candle at both 
ends,” he said, “and you can’t go sweet- 
hearting night after night and doing your 
work by day and nursing into the bar
gain. Y’ou ought to have let me send in a 
nurse to Hetty, as I wanted to ii the be
ginning—”

“Hush!” She caught sight of Geoffrey 
standing in the shadow, and seized the 
doctor’s arm in a sharp grip. “Just

“Why?”

knew now was

what she saw when shecan see■

1

“But what do you mean. Bessie ?” he 
asked. “I don’t understand.”

She turned her head quickly, and look
ed sharply round the half empty street.

“Come in,” she said abruptly. “1 can’t 
tell you here; you must come in. There 

folks about as might overhear, and 
you have to be so careful. If some folks 
got a suspicion as Hatty was here., you 
might—they might cause trouble, they 
was that bitter against hcHP some off ’em, 
poor dear; and that’s why I have had to 
be so cautious and careful. But come in.
I’ll tell you everything inside. Oh, I’m 
that thankful you’ve come. It seemed to j Sealey 
me these last years as you were the only when I took up with Barker he woultin t 
one left as could help me and Hetty—her J believe what I eaid1 he thought I was

and she come

What had happened to

you
stop; I’m all right. And some folks ’ave 
a habit of overhearing things sometimes.’’ 
She nodded in Geoffrey’s direction, and 
winked furiously.

Dr. North laughed.
“And I reckon it won’t matter if he 

has got" into a habit of hearing things,” 
he said. “Don’t you know who it is?”

She peered through the darkness curi
ously at, Geoffrey.

and still withwas
cryin’ out for days afterward as made me 
afraid to speak o’ that night or giver evi
dence o’ what I had seen.”

Geoffrey lifted his head as her voice

way
children, the.smartest on ’em, and Ted 

better than the rest, andwas no
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