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rHE WESTERN ADVERTiBER, FRIDAY, JULY &
A BREAM.

y * 'i
' . -•Written for the advrwiïurr» 
fSad adréun. I-know not when, » . :i 

I had a thought, I knew not whence-* 
SHio can divine thç thougbto of men,

Or who can ear wharodrejp commoRCC t
| dreamed It wag a (

A bopnle t* ' ■*"
Andyoci 

In loverifi

it spring, 

were wandering.
b wçre singing everywhere 

r gushing song» without a name;
W% thought thd song» that filled the air 

And lovers' hearts were all the same.
We plucked *he flower», you and I, *.

Admired their beauty, so complete;
And thought, while all else flitted by.

That love and flowers both were sweet,
Fe made some garland» for our brows.,

And wore them gaily, king and oueen.
And made new plans and pledged new vews, 

And never dreamed of clouds between.
Alas! there came at noon of day 

A,twilight followed quick by night; 
to dark it hid our every way, - ,:j

So dark It shut each other’s sight.
Wo clasped our hand» while ghostly throngs 

Pressed close around with baneful breath; 
We heard them dance to demon songs 

Like some wild carnival of death. ,
An through the shades a shadow-hand.

A Jertxai in Its dark design,
X)»toe like the curse on Egypt's land.

And took the first-born love of mine.
I thought you passed into the light 

While all seemed trembling underneath; 
With you was day, with me was night,

With you was life, with mo was death.
thus was my dream; I toll you now,

I tell you now because ’twae true; \pr .j 
tome demon’s finger on my brow 

Made fancy real for me and you. . j -
That darkened day has come and gono,

That ghostly hand has rent in twain—
Ah, well, my dear, the dream is done.

The thought has passed and left the pain.
—[8am Greenwood.
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The consequence of this conversation whs 
that Mary Armstrong wont, veryfrequently 
down to the mill and induced RuihpoW- 
lett, sometimes, to come up and sit with 
ter.
. “I am very glad, Mr. Armstrong," Hiram 
Hewlett said, one evening, when they hap
pened to be the first two to arrive in the 
snuggery, “that my Ruth seems to take to 
your daughter. It’s a real comfort to Hesba 

\*nd me. You would have thought that she 
would have taken to. some of thé girls she 
^ ^to school with, but she hasn’t. I sup- 

itoo quiet for them, and they are 
Anyhow, until now; elle 
— \lthink, it will

ifor a girl 
"luth.

tried to get
and I ran am 
band shook so 
to he* lips. After 
40r a minute or twi 
mured something al 
and that she would 
her to stay a few 
she got up. T ai 
she said; ‘it is ver 
it. Yes, perhaps \ 
tain Mervyn is ' 
it so before. G 
off, though I coul< 
to walk steadily,

Y cby,

. . couldn't
t glass of water. Her 
could hardly hold it 
drank some she sat 
uiet, then she mur- 
b a sudden faintness 
home. I persuadée 

lies longer. At last 
)ject to fainting fits/ 
fy, but I cannot, help 

it you say about Cap 
but I never quite , saw 

iye,’ and then she went 
see she was scarcely able 

„ Oh, father, I feel quite, 
quite sure that she knows something; that 
•he can prove that Ronald is innocent if she 
chooses; and I think that Sooner or later she 
will choose. First of all she was so decided 
in her-assertion that Ronald was innocent; 
she did not say ‘I think,’ or.‘I believe,', she 
said, ‘lam quite-àurè;' She would never 
have said that unless she knew something 
quite positivé. Then the way that she 
burst out that it served him right; seems to 
me, and I have been thinking about, it ever 
since she went away an hour ago, as if she 
had been trying to convince herself that it 
was right that he should suffer, and to 
soothe her own conscience for not saying 
what would prove him innocent."

“It looks like it, Mary; i$ certainly looks 
like it. We are on the right trail, my girl,
I am sure. That was a very heavy blow you 
struck her.to-day, and she evidently felt it 
so. Two or three more such blows, and the 
victory will be won. I have no doubt now, 
that Ruth Powletfc somehow holds the k< 
of this strange mystery in her hand, and 
think that what you have said to her to-dav 
will go a long way towards inducing her to 
unlock it, Forrester was the murderer of 
Miss Carne, I have not a shadow^ of doubt, 
though how she knows for certain is more 
than I can even guess."

1 thn
MM»**! ight,’ m

tely. ‘How dare tie insult and 
pty dear Miss Margaret? Nothing is too bad I 
Ifor him.' ‘I can’t quite agree with youj 
Inhere,’ I said. "‘No doubt he deserved to be 

BE, and he must have been punished 
FT>y being'HBed for "his cousin’s murder; but 

*■- -.vï-rç, spending all his life,
l unjustT^witii the crime of murder,

ÀQ sonic tiling too-tern bi*i to think of. ‘I 
iare say he is doing veryvwell,’ she said,

L -î - - Ale. ‘Doing wéllj?; I said, ‘doing 
'bat can you be thinking of, Ruth? 
t çf doing well can there he. for. a 

» knows at any moment .that,be. mity j 
-:ted, that His storjpày ' W’whiB-l 

it, aud that his neighbors may 
ty from liim; that his wife, if he I I 
"" may come to believe that her* 

murderer, that his children | 
curse of Cain upon them? It 

i to think of. If Captain Mer- 
■, he ought to have been hung; 

it, be is one of thé most un
in the world.’ Ruth didn’t 
but she was so terribly white |

1----- going to faint. She

CHAPTER XTO.
BOTH POWLETT CONFESSES.

Upon the morning after the conversation 
with his daughter, Mr. Armstrong had just 
started ori his way up tbo village when he 
met Hiram Ppwlétt. ,

.‘?I was just coming to see you, Mr. Arm
strong, if.you can spare a. minute."

. “I can spare an hour—I can spare the 
whole morning^ Mr. Powlett. I have ceased 
to lie a working boe, and my time is at your 
disposai.’11
. VWell. I thought I would just step oyer 
and apeak to you," tliram began, in a slow, 
hizzled sort of a way. You know What 
was telling you the other day. about my

girl r#
"Yes; I remember yery well.”

You don’t know, Mr. Armstrong, 
whether she had anything to .say to your 
* jighter t” *'

“No; at least not so far as I have heard 
of, Mary said that they wiere talking to-

Sîther, and somethifig >yas.said about Miss 
arne's murder, that your daughter turned 
very pale, and that she thought she was go- 

; to faint,”
‘That’s it; that’s it,” Hiram said, strok

ing his chin thoughtfully, ‘‘that murder is 
at the bottom of it. Hesba thinks it must 
be that any talk about it brings the scene 
back to her; but it does not seem to me that 
that accounts for it all, and I vyould give à 
lot to know what is on the girl’a mind. She 
came in yesterday afternoon as white as a 
sheet, and fainted right off at the door. I 
shouldn’t think so much of that, because 
she has often fainted since her illness, but 
that wasn’t all. When her mother got her 

nmd she went upstairs to her room, arid 
*-'t come down again. There is pot much 

you would say. After a girl has' 
iKe likes to lie quiet a bit; but she 

uiet. We could hear her walk- 
vn the room for hours," and 
^several times to her door and 

enough to break her 
about the house again 

white and still that 
r. So I thought after 

t on my hat and 
i you, seeing that 
j be interested in 

i irum thing for a 
^Jun?Ut his daughter 

jmore than two 
b there is no 

i to open my 
[pg that you 

i age, and

ught that

g|t before
How

_jck. i «*»» 
raegrainat an<* 

about wrong 
be int3 8ecret 
raluab and if 

„#n’t be- 
fi Hiram

find it 
Swl/Btt. I 

‘ *pf your 
Vlone of 

with 
lit that 
lay that 
i. I be- 
^on in her

Jth, she

unbur- 
lyoumay

I unless it 
i told to

ikee kind- 
have been 

months, 
Vork, and 

at my pipe 
cold. "But I 

^ Hthink that crying 
nothing, one way or the 

shall sec; we shall see. I 
•k again to my work now; I 

ettcr for having had this talk 
Écsha’e a good woman and she 

child; but she is what she calls 
? looks at things hard and 
sensible, and mitu rally she 

enter into my feelings about 
h she isr fond of her too. Well,

Soo5 mormig, Mr. Armstrong; yofi Baye 
one me gocil, and I do hope that" It will 
trim out as you say, and that we shall get 

to know wharis Ruth's trouble."
An hour later, Mary Armstrong went 

down to the null to inquire After Ruth. She 
found her quiet arid pale.

“l am glad you haVe come in. Miss Arm
strong,’’ Hesba said, “our Ruth winds 
cheering up a bit. She had a faint yester
day when she got baefi from your place, and 
she is never lit for anything after that ex
cept just to sit in her chair and look in the 
fire.-.. I. téll her she would be better if she 
would'rôitoéfiérselL.’’ >

‘‘But one cannot always rouse oneself, 
Mrs. l’owlctt,” Mary said; “and I am erne 
Ruth does not lopk equal to talking now

that worse than death would have befallen 
me, and that I should have been afterwar.Is 
tortured aud killed,1 if I had not been Vres- 
oued by a bravo man.” **"•.

'•Lawk-a-muesy, Mise Armstrong, why

you make my flesh creep at the thought of 
such a thing. And you Say it all happened 
to you? Why, now, to look at you, I 
should have thought you would hardly have 
known what trouble meant, you always 
seem so bright and happy; that’s what Ruth 
has said, again and again."

“You shall judge, for yourself, Mrs. Pow
lett, if you cap find time to ait down And 
listen, as well os Ruth."

“I can-find time for. that," .Hesba said, 
“though it isn’t often as 1 site down till the 
tea is cleared away and Hiram lights, his 
first pipe afterwards." ,. -

Mary sat down facing the fire, with Ruth 
in an armchair on one side of hex', and Mrs. 
Powlett stiff and upright on a hard settle on 
the other. Then she began to tell the story, 
first saying a few words to let1 her hearers 
know of the fate of women who fell into the 
hands of the Kaffirs. ° Then she began with 
the. story of her journey down from King 
Williamstown. the ° sudden attack by 
natives, and how after seeing her father 
fall she was carried off. Then she told; 
what she haa never told before, of the hid
eous tortures of the other two women, part 
of which she was compellèd to witness, and 
how she Whs told" that she was to be pre- 
ser ed as a present to Macomô. Then she 
described the dread journey. “I had only 
one hope," she said, “.and it1 was so faint’ 
that it could not be called a hope; but there 
was one man in the colony who somehow I 
felt, sure would, if tie knew of my danger, 
try to rescue me. He had onçe before come 
to our aid when our house was attacked by 
the Kaffirs, and in a few minutes our fate 
Would.bavé been sealed had he not arrived. 
But tor aught I knew tie was 100 miles 
away, arid What çorild he do against thé 300 
natives who were with me? Still, 1- had 
little ray of "hope, the faintest tiniest ray, 
until We eriterèd the Arhatolaa—they are 
strong steep h 11a covered with forest and 
büsh. They Wçre the stronghold of the 
Kaffirs and 1 knew that there 20,000 of them 
there. * Then T hoped nd longer. I felt that 
my fàte was sealed} and riiy only wish and 
my onl/longing Wias to obtain a knife or a 
spear, and to kul ïr.ÿself ”

Then Mary described the journey through 
the forest to the kraal, the long hours she 
had sat waiting for her fate with every 
movement Watched by the Kaffir women/ 
and her sensations when ffhe heard the mes
sage in English. Then she described the 
resorie from the kraal, her flight through the 
wôode, her concealment in the cave, her es
cape from the Amatolas, thé ride with the 
trobpet holding her on his saddle, arid the 
final dash through the Kaffirs. Her. hear
ers had thrown in many interjections of 
horror and pity, loud on the part of Hesba, 
mere murmurs on that of Ruth, who had 
taken Maty’s hand.in hers, but the. sympa
thetic pressure told more than words.

“And you shot three of them, Miss Arm
strong!" Hesba ejaculated in wide-eyed as
tonishment. “To think that a young girl 
like you should have the death or four men 
on her hands. I don’t.say as it’s urichridtian 
because Christians are not forbidden tp fight 
for their lives, but it does seem downright 
awful.”

It has never troubled me for a single 
moment," Mary said; “they tried to kill 
mo, and Î killed them. That is the light I 
saw it in, and so would you if you had been 
living in the colony.”

“But. you have not finished your story, 
Ruth said earnestly, “Surely that is not 
the erid of it."

“No, mV father recovered from biff 
wound, ana so did the soldier who had. 
saved me, and as soon as my father was able 
to travel, he and I went down to , thé coast 
and came home." ■-

“That cannet be all," Ruth whispered; 
‘there must be something more to- tell;

“1 will tell, you another, time, Ruth," 
Mary said in equally low. tone, and then ris
ing, put on her hat again^said good-byê, 
and went, out." , " „

‘.‘Did ÿon ever, Ruth?" Hesba Powlett ex
claimed as the door closed. “t never did 
hear such a story iri all my life, and to 
think of her ffhobtitig' four men: it quite 
made my flèsli creep; didn’t it your’s?"

“There were" other parts of the story 
that made my flesh creep a great deal mote, 
mother."1. :

“Yes, it was terrible; and she didn’t say 
a single word in praise of what the soldier 
had done for her. Now that seems to trie 
down rigid ungrateful, and not at nil 
what I should have thought of Miss Arm strong." c , . v. .

“I suppose she thought, mother, that 
there was no occasion to express her opinion 
of his bravery or to mention her gratitude. 
The whole story seemed to me a cry" of 
praise and a hymn Of gratitude."

“Lord, Ruth, whatÏaïidrés you do take in 
your head, to be sure; 1 never did hear 
such expressions;’’

Two days passed without Ruth going up 
to the Armstrongs’; on ttie.third day Mary 
again went doWri. 3 “ ,

“Well, Ruth, 0s you have not been to see 
me, I have come to see you again. ” . *

“I was coming up this afternoon; if you 
don’t mind I Will go back With ÿbu now in-- 
stead of your Staying here. ’ We are quieter 
there, you know.1 Sdmèhow orte cannot 
think or talk when anyone coniës in' and 
out of the room every two or three 
minutes." . "

“I quite agree with you, Ruth, tend if you 
don’t mind my saying so, I would very much 
rather have ÿou Ml to myself.” : 6 *;:r

The two girls accordingly went back to 
the cottage. Mary, who was rather an in
dustrious needlewoman, brought out ; a 
basket of work. Rrith, who "for a long time 
had scarcely taken up her needle, eat with 
her hands before her.

When two people intend to bave a serious 
conversation with each other, they general
ly steer wide of the subject at first, Arid the 
present was no exception.

“I think it would be better for. you, 
Ruth, to Occupy ybursel’f with work a little

“I used to be fond of work,” Ruth re
plied, “but I don’t seem to be able to give 
my attention to it now. I begin,, and beidre 
I, have done twenty stitches somehow or
other my thoughts seem to go away, and by 
the end of thé morning the first twenty 
stitches are âll I have done. ”

“But you oughtn’t to think so much, 
Ruth. It is bad for anyone to be always 
thinking.”

“Yes, but I can’t help it. I have so much 
to think about, and it gets worse instead of 
bettér. Now after what yon said to me the 
other night, I don’t kn°w what to do. It 
seemed right before. I did not think I was 
doing much harm in keeping silence; now I 
see I have been oh so .wrong," arid she 
twined her fingers in and out as if suffering 
bodily pain.”

“My poor Rrith,” Mary said, coming over 
to her and kneeling doWn by her side; “I 
think I know what is troubling you."*

The girl shook her head.
“Yes, dear, I am almost sure you have 

known something all along that would have 
proved Captain Mervyn was innoceht, and 
you have not said it.

Ruth Powlett did not speak for a minute 
or two, then she said slowly:

“I do not know how you have guessed it, 
Mary. „ No one else even seems to have 
thought of it. But yes, that is it, and I do 
so want someone to adA-ise me what to do. I 
see- ntiw I have been • vèry wicked. For a 
long tiine Idiave been'fighting against my
self. , I have tried so hard to persuade my- 
seff'tfiat I had not done much -barm, be
cause Captain Mervyn was acquitted. L 
have really know» that I wa» wrong, but {

nevefb thought how.wrong until, you epoke

‘iWait, Ruth," Mary said; “before you 
teR me your secret I must tell you mine. It 
would not,be,fair for you to teU me without, 
knowing that. You remember the story 
11 was telling you about, my., being carried 
off?"

A fresh interest came into Ruth’s face.
“Yes," she said, “and you promised you 

would tell me the rest. anotner0 time. I 
thought you meant, of course, you would 
tell me that when this war out there Is 
over, you would some day marry the soldier 
who had done so much for you."

“I was going to tell you, Ruth,3 why lam 
not going to marry him:”

“Oh, 1 thought, you would be sure to,1 
Ruth said in a tone of deep disappointment* 
•At seemed to me that it was sure to be so. 
I thought a man would never have risked.i 
much for a womandinlees he loved her.".

“He "did love me, Ruth, and I, loved him. 
I don’t think.I made any secret of it. Some- 
hoik it séémed-to me thatTie had a right to 
me, and I was surprised when the time went.

(«ht.”
‘‘There i# no. fear,of,that, I think, Ruth- 

They néver asked you whether you had 
fpund anything, and though, you certainly 

on and he didn’t' ask me. When the last hid the truth, you did not. absolutely give 
»dffy came before hri was to march aiyay to false evidence." 

it again, L think that if.he had hot spoke
I should have done so. Do not think" me 
unmaidenly, Ruth; but he was only a ser
geant and I. was a rich girl, for, my father iff 
a great deal better off than he seems to.; be, 
and. I thought, that perhaps some foolish sort., 
of pride, held him back, for I was quite sure 
that, he loved me. But. he spoke first. Re 
tpld me that he lov'd me« but ooiild never 
ask me to be hiff Wffei tnat he could never 
marry, but he mNSt go through the world 
alone to the end of his life. "

“Oti, Mary, how terrible 1" Ruth said pit
ifully, “how terrible ! Was he married be 
fore, them t’’

“No, Ruth, it was. worse than that; there 
was a great, eihadow' over , bis ljfe; he had. 
been tided for mur.der, arid though he had 
been' acquitted, ' the stigrna was still upon 
him. Go w;here he would, be might be 
recognized and.pointed out as a murderer; 
therefore, unless the truth was some dliy; 
known,> and his name cleared, no woman 
could ever be his wife," i 

Ruth had given a little gasp aS Mary 
Armstrong began} then she sait rigid, and 
immovable,

“It was Captain Mervyn,” she said, at 
last, in a low whispen - 

“Yes, Ruth, Sergeant Blunt was Captain 
Mervyn; he had changedhis name, and gone' 
out there to hide himself, but even there he 
had already been recognized ; ‘and as he said 
—for I. pleaded hard, Ruth, to tie allowed to 
share hiff exile—go where he would,’ bury 
himaelf in -what out-of-the-way corner he 
might, sooner or latér someone' would know 
him, and $u£. story would,, rise up against 
him, àncb much as lie ' loved me—alb the 
more, perhaps, hepàuffe. he loved.* me so 
much, tie would rieVer srifibr me to pe point*' 
ed aç as the wife of a rirarderer. ",

‘You shalLridt be," Ruth said, more firair 
ly than she had before^ spoken. “Yoii shall 
not be. Maiir. T cari olear him, and 1 
Will,” * ' ‘ ,

It was Mary Armstrong’s turn ho break 
down now the goal had been reached., Ron: 
aid Meryyn woiüd be cleared; arid she thfeW_ 
her arms round Rpfh arid burst into a pas-" 
sion of tears! It Was^dbuie .time time before 
the girls were suffioiently composed to" ré-" 
new the conversation; r ° r’-'

‘First of all, T -must tell ÿoù, Mary,” 
Ruth began, “that y où-may not think irie 
more wicked than I am, that I would nevet’ 
jiave let Captaiii Mervÿn Suffer the' pei1 
of another’s crime: Against the wi6h1 
iriosfc in tfie face of the orders of the doctor,3 
f reffiaihfid ln court, all. through the trial, 
holding "in thy Hand the proof of Captain 
MèrVyn’s. iiiriocepoe, arid had the verdict 
been “guilty" t rias ready to " rush forward 
anti prove that he was innoCenti ” I "do ribt 

c ttiabal) that you.siifibred when you 
..... in,%hè hànds of thé KafiirS Was 'worse 
tjiari I suffered theû. î eûw bôfo.ré me thê 
tije uproar of^h  ̂court; the eyès |hatriould 
be all fixed upon me; Way that the 
lidge arid the counsel would blame me for 
laving so Tong- kept sîléricë; the ‘reproach 
thM I should meet with when I returned 
home: the shame of" rty dear old fathert the 
waÿ m which every" soûl1 iri the ■village" 
would turn against me; but I woiild have 
dared it all rather than that one" man 
should suffer for the sin. of another. Arid 
now, having told you this first, so that yon 
shbuld'nrit think too hardy of me, I will tell 
yoriBlL’,“ri 3 ! ' ' ,0- . ' "

Then Rttth told her of her girlish love for 
George Forrester; how she Had plimgfo him 
through evil report,.and in spite of- the 
wishes of her father and mother, but now at 
last the incident of the affray With the 
gamekeepers had opened her eyes to the 
act that :he was altogether rôckléss and 

wild, that she could nevér trust her happi
ness to him. She told how Margaret Came 
had spoken to her about it, and liori she 
had promised that she would gtvë tifri tip) 
then she told of that meeting on the road On 
the way ‘to church; his passionate «anger 
agàinst herself; the threats he had jittered 
dgairist Miss damé for herfoterferéneè, arid 
ibè wav iri Which he had assaulted her. 1 

“I firmly believe," Ruth said, “be Would 
have murdered me had hé not heard people : 
Coming along the road.” Then she told how 
shé found'thé Open knife stained with blood
at Margaret Game’s bedside, and how she 
hadbidden it. ' “I did not do it because-I 
loved him still, Mary,” she said. “My love 
Seemed to'have'-been killed: I bad given 
Him rip before, ànd the'attack that he- made 
tipdti me had shoWn me clearly ' how violent 
he was, arid Whatïân éèbapé'I had had; "but 
I had loved him as a boy, and it was the rë- 
mëritbrarioè of my girHsli love, and hot any 
lové I then bad, that sealed roy lips; bttt 
evëri this -Woul'd not have silenced me, I 
think, had ft not been for the sake of his 
father. Thé old man had always been very, 

s son
__I______ H was
this that chiefly made me determined to 
shield him. As to Captain Mervyn, I was, 
as I told you, determined that though I 
would keép silent if he were acquitted, I 
would save him if he weré found guilty. I 
never thought for a moment that acquittal 
would not clear him. It seemed to me that 
thé trouble that Had fallen to him -was 
thoroughly deserved for the way in which 
he had spoken to Miss Carpe; but I thought 
when he was acquitted he would take his 
place in his regiment again, and be none the 
worse for what had happened. It Was only 
when I found that he had left the regiment, 
and when Mrs. Mervyn and her daùghters 
shut up the house arid went to live far away 
that I began to trouble much. Then whep 
two or threè months later the news came 
that Mrs. Mervyn wae very 111, I fretted 
more and more. I saw now how wicked I 
hacj been,, though I would never quite own 
it even tb mÿseïf. I* would have told then, 
but I did not know who to tell it to, or 
what good it could do if told; Mr. Forres
ter was dead how, and the truth could not 
hurt him. George Foirrestèr had gone away 
and would never come back. You know 
they found a verdict of willful murder 
against him for killing the keeper. Soihe- 
how it seemed too late either to do good or 
harm. Everyone had gone. Why should I 
say anything and bring grief and trouble on 

r father arid mother, and make the whole 
;ley despise me! It has been dreadful," 

she said, wanly. “You cannot tell how 
dreadful. Ever since you came here arid 
triecl to make a friend of liie, I have been 
fighting a battle with myself: It was not 
right that you should like me—it was not 
right that anyone aheeld like ms— —d Usas

that I must tell you; you first and 
everyone. Now after what you have tol 
me it will not be so hard. Of course I shall 
suffer and my father will suffer; but It will 
do good and make you and Captain Mervyn 
happy for the truth to be known, and so I 
shall be able to brave itnll much better than 
I should ^otherwise have'done. Who shall 1 
go to first ?" o

“I cannot tell you, Ruth. I must speak 
tp my father, and he will think it, oyer, and

Ilf the war is finished, and, it may last, for 
months jret.” ; 0 . •

‘ “Well, I am ready to go anywhere andto 
tell everyone when you like, Ruth said 
vDo not fook.sp pitiful,aMary, I am sure

‘It. was all wrong_ and wiçked.” Rqth 
said, “and it will be qui-te "right if they pun
ish me; but tpat. would be nothing after 
xVhat I. have suffered lately, I should feel 
happier ip prison with tjiin weight off my 
mind, Biit can you forgive me, Mary? Can 
ypu fprgive mè for causing such misery to 
Captain Mervyn and such unhappiness tp 
ÿoü'T’ .

"Xou need not be afrffid about thaV’
Mary said, laying her Hand assuripgly db 

Y ÿou hiRule’s shoulder.0 “Why, child,* ÿou hfivé
been a benefactor to. us.botli. If..ydu, had 
told all about it at first, Ronald riouïd 
never have gone out to the Cape*;’ tather and 
I would have been killed in the first attack; 
and iPrie had not been, I should Have been 
tprtiv/ed to death in the Ariifttolas; and, last 
of all. we should ridver’haVe Seeti and loVed 
each otper, Whatever troubles ÿôti have 
to bear, dq not reckon Ronald’s displeasure 
arid rtiirie among thêrii: T Shrill have cailse 
to tfiank you all the driys bf;your life, and! 
hope Ronald witl have cause to'do1 so too. 
Kiss me; Ruth, you have made» nie the hap
piest woman in thé WÔ/ld, andT i^ould give 
a great deal to be able to set tills right 
without ybürhàvirigtopütiydursëlfforwttrd 
in it.”
; Rrith was crying now, but they were not 

tears * of *’ urifiappfoêffé: They *' trilked for 
89Ü&" 
thfen,
cotnihg up 
hat rind shawl:

“l dare'not see him," she said; “he may 
not lodk at it as you-do." “

‘‘Yèffhé tifill,” Maty! said. “You don’t 
know my'Tafhor- he'-rs dnellf the tèàdetofct 
hearted of men." But Ruth (fortedrbtit just 
as°t"hërdoOr cfoëneâ, 5 • . * ,‘r 6 ' , *
6 1‘Whrit'iS ft?’’i'Mr. Armstrong asked”in 
surprised “Ruth Rowleftenearly knocked-surprise. “Ruth Fowtotei nearly fcnockea 
m& dbwriin titer paséagtiandÿuffhéd off ivith= 

I out evèn the ordinary decency of ° apolo
gizing.”"- '•°-e “ C C" * 0*

with has told’ me everything, father. 
We criti tilear Roiiaid Mefvyti as sodriltiMve 
likè." And Mary Armsbrotig threw ‘her 
arms round' her father’s neck. ” 0

“I thritik Godfor that, Mary. I felt it 
wotihi ccftne sodnér or later,;brit I had h'areï- 
ly 'hoped" that it Would 'côroe sb soon; I’am 
tbattkfuHridèed, my dlild; how didr it aU 
come about?”,

Mary repeated the story Ruth Powlett 
told/her. •“ ’ y ' V p ’

“Yes, there’s ho doubt aboutit this 
time/"Jher father said. ' “As ÿoti ’say there 
could*- be °nb- inistafeé: about1 the’ knife, : be
cause she had given it to him herself, and 
had had his initials engtafed upon it at 
Plymouth. I don’t?' thmk any " reasonable 
man cbuld have a doubt that-the scoundrel 
dM it; and ntiw tiiy dear What is to be dohé' 
nért.?1’ V *e ®» . '•* e‘ 1

“Ah, that is for you todeeido. I think 
-Ronald dnght to be Consulted1.

■“Ob, you think that?""Mr. Armstrong 
said quickly.- “You- thihk ’ be knows » 
great deal better What ought to be done" 
than Ido?" -0.7 -

“No, I don’t exactly mean thài, father, 
but Ï think one Would like to know how he 
would wish It to be done befoTe we do any
thing. There is no particular hurry, yon 
know, when he onto kuotvs that it is rill go
ing to be,set right." : » - - » •- °

. ‘‘No, beyond-the fact that he would na
turally like to get rid: of this thing hanging 
over him as soôft Os he can. NoW. rny -Idea 
is that the girl ought to go at once to a 
magistrate and1 make an affidavit and hand 
over this knife to hhn‘. ° I don’t- know how 
the matter is to here-opened, because Ron
ald Mervyn hai been acquitted and the 
man is goodness knows where."

Wen, father, there will be time enough 
to think over it, but I do think we ' had 
better toll Ronald first.” "

.««Very well, my dear, as you generally 
have your own way, I suppose we shail 
settle on that whether we agree now two or 
vhree days hence. By the way, I have got 
a letter in tny pocket,for von. from him. 
The Cape mail touched at Plymouth yeatcr-. 
day." •

.“Why did you not tell me of ' it .before, 
father?”, thé girl said, reproachfully;

“Well, my dear, your news is so infinitely 
more important, that I own I forgot afi. 
about the letter. . Besides, ae this i» the 
: tmrth that you have had since you have 
hocm here; it is not of such-extreme import
ance.” - -1 ° 7 " •• “

Bnt Mary was reading the letter and 
paid no attention to What her father was 
saying. Presently she gave a sudden, ex
clamation. o 0 % *

“What is it, my dear; has he changed bis 
mind aud married a Kaffir wonian? * If so, 
we need not trouble any more about the

o, papa, i
“Well, my dear, tfcat would be set 

at least I should have thought that 
Would consider it so.J”

“No, father, but really this is extraordi
nary. What d6 you think he says?” *

“It is no use my thinking about it, 
Mary,” Mr. Armstr6iig *Said, resignedly, 
“especially as I suppose»you are going to 
tell me. I have one suggestion, ana it 
seems that it is incorrect. ” z

“This is what be says, father: ‘You 
know that I told you a trooper in my com
pany recognized me. I fancied I knew the 
man’s face, but could not recall where I had 
seen it. The other day it suddenly flashed 
upon me; he is the son of a little farmer on 
my cousin’s estate, a man by the .name of 
Forrester. I often saw him when ne was a 
voung fellow, for I was fond of fishing, and 
il caft remember him as a boy who was

serions;

lachihg business in the Cîarne woods. So 
think he must have left the country 

about that time. Curious, isn’t it, his run
ning against me here? However, it canriot 
be helped. I suppose it will all come out, 
sooner or later, for he has been ’ in the 
guard room several times for drunkenness, 
and one of these times he will, be sure to 
blurt it out.’”

“Isn’t that extraordinary, father ?”
“It is certainly an extraordinary coinci

dence, Mary, that thqetwo men—the mur
derer of Miss Carne stia the man who has

side, Mary? Eftthing should he done unti 
Mervyn knows all about it, rind can let ris 
know what his views are. I should - not 
think that he could have this man arrested 
out there merely on this unsupported accu* 
sation, and I should imagine that tie willo 
want an official copy of Ruth Powlett’s affiv 
davit, and perhaps a warrant sent out from 
England, before he can get Mm arrested. 
Anyhow, we must gq catitioqsly to work. 
WhenRuth Powlett sneaks, it wilhniake a0 -> 
great stir hélé, and thU Forrester may Have ;
sonie correspondent here who would -write

Kd tell him whatbnas happened, and then 
might make % bolt of it before Ronald, 

can get the law at work and lay hold of 
him.” .♦°"

•“I should rather hope, for Ruth’s sake, 
that he° would do so’, father.. She is. ready 
to make her confèsâiOn arid to bear all the 
talk it will make and the blame that will 
fall upon her; but it would be a great trial 
to her to have the man she once loved 
brought over and hung upon her evidence.”

“So it would, Mary; so it would; but, on 
the other hand, it Can bë crilÿ bÿ his trial 
and execution that Mervyn’s innocence can 
be absolutely proved to the satisfaction ot 
everyone. It is a grave question altogether, 
Mary, and at any rate we will wait. Tell 
Mervyn he has all the facts before him, and1 
must decide what is to be done. Besidel, 
my dear, I think it will be only fair that 
Ruth should know that we are in a position 
to lay hands on this Forrester before she 
makes the confession.”

“I thiflk so too, father. Yes, she certain
ly ought to be told; but I am.suve that now 
she fias mâdé'up her niind to confess that 
she Will not draw back. Still, of course, it 
would be very painful for her. We need 
not tell her at present; I will write a long 
letter to Ronald rind tell him all the ins and 
outs of it, and thdri we can wait quietly un
til we hear from, him.”

“You need not have said that you will 
Write a long letter, Mary," Mr. Armstrong 
said, drily, “cohsidering that each time the • 
mail has gone out 1‘have seen nothing of you 
for 24 hours previously,.and I have reason 
.to believe that àn extra mall cart has had 
each' time to bé ptit on to- carry the corre
spondence.’.’ ” '* '

“It fs very well to laugh, father," Mary 
said, a little iridfgnftritlÿ, “but ÿ°u know 
that he iff having fights almost every dâÿ 
wftfi the Kaffirs, and only fibs our letters to 
look forward to,’te|ling him héw Wedré get- 
ting on arid——and—

“And how we love fiim, Mary, and how 
wc drerim of hfin, été., été." 1 

Mary laughed." ' "
“Never mind what I-gut in my letters, 

father, àâ long as he is satisfied with 
tiierir." " ** “ Ve

“I don’t, my dear. My rinly fear is that 
he will crime back wearfng spejptables; for I „ 
should say that it Would rtifn any* hum&ii 
eyes to tiaVd td wade through the ’YeaihS df 
foiriùifoe hahdwrititig you Send to tord:'- If 

;he sensible fellow Î give him credit 
i6 only -reads the fff-st thrèe words",' 

which are, T suppose, ‘my (Tarlin^ Ronald,’ 
aud the last font; which rais'd Suppose are 

irfÿaur dvdf-lovfo^; Maty. ”R ° ' e
The color1 flooded Mary Armstrong’s 

cheeks. • ‘ ’ ’ • e • c
1 ‘ You liave no right even to sués» at my 

letters," father,, arid1 I have* rttir dmïbfe 'that 
whether they are-1mm oi* short, "tie reads3 
tbefn thrcmpVa'Tlbzen'times." •* ”

Poor fellow, poorfélibW !’’ Mr. Arm- 
strotig said,1 pityingly; “blit nevertheless, 
iny dear, important as all these" rbatt'ert- 
Sre, I do not know \vhÿ I slVftfld bo tohi^ * 
pel led to fast. I "bailie in un6 hotif ago,1 ex> 
peçtihg" to find tea readyand there "are no- 
Signs Of rt visible. Yoff,-1 ^iall be following 
the example df the - villagers’ When ■ theifr 
Wives fail to get their meals ‘ready,0' and go 
down to the Game’s Arms for it.” . -

“You shall have if in1 five minutes, 
father,” Mary Armstrong s&id; running out, . 
“Men ore sô ftreadfolly material that What* 
over happens théir appétite'jnuflt- bé attend- c , 
ed tq at the-monaenb.1' •— *•■•’=•• 6 - -

And so throe dàys afterwards A full àc* 
couut of all tjhat Ruth Powlett hod said, 
and of the oivcnmStahdes df thé case, Wat 
dispatched to Sergeant Blunt,‘Cape Mount
ed Rifles, Kaffirland. 1 c • • • =s 0

0 CHAPTER XVHX.
GEOHOB FOBRKSTBB’S OEAT'H. ’

Ronald Mervyn led so active a life for 
some months after the departure of Mr. 
Armstrong and his daughter, that he bad 
little time to spffnd in thought-, and tb was 1 
only by seizing odd minutes between the in
tervals of. work that'be could 'mariage to 
send home a budget at aU proportionate • in » . 
size to that which he regularly received. 
When the courier came up^with the English 
mails there had been stern [fighting, for al
though the British force was raised by the 
arrival of, reinforcements, from India and 
England to over 5,0Q0 men, with several 
batteries of artillery, it was with the great
est difficulty that it gradually won ite way 
into tbti Kaffir strqngfiolcfi Several times 
the troops wore so hardly pressed, by -the 
enemy that they could scarcely tiwm a vie- 
tory, rind" a large number of officers and 
men fell. The. Cape Moiuited Rifle* formed 
part ol every expedition into the Amatolas, 
and had their foil Share of fighting. Ronald 
had several times distinguished himself, es
pecially in the fight in the Water Kloof 
' falley, when Coloriel Fordÿcè, of the 74th, 
and Carey and Gordon, two officers of the 
same regiment, *were killed, together with 
several of their men, while attacking the 
enemy in the bush, tie was aware now that 
his secret was known to the men. He had 
fancied that searching and inquisitive 
glances were directed towards him, and that 
there was a change in the demeanor of cer- - 
tain men QÎ his troop, these being . without 
exception, the idlest and worst soldiers. It 
was Sergeant Merizies who first spoke to 
him on the subject. It was after a hard 
day’s- march when, having picketed their 
horses arid èaten their hastily-cooked 
rations, the two nôn-commissioned officers 
lit their pipes and sat down together at a 
short'distance from the fire.

“I have been Wanting to speak to you, 
lad, for the last' day 6t two* There is a 
story gaining ground through the. troop 
that, whether it is true of whether it is 
false; you ought to know.1"

“I guessed as much, Menzies," Ronald 
said. “I think I know what-the story is, 
and who is the man that has spread it.
It ia that I bore another name in England."

“Yes, that’s partly it, lad."
“What name?"
“I hear that you are rightly Captain 

Mervyn."
“Yes, tBat’aJt, Menzies, and that I was 

tried and acquitted for mtirder in England. "
(To be Continued.)

suffered , for, 
there together, 
good deal”
. “It does, f<
of what ii 

'•We!!,

that | should, be out 
us complicates" matters a

There can be no doubt 
Mibir."” *
»oem# round to your

No one need fear cholera or any summer 
complaint if they have a bottle of Drf J. D. 
Kellogg’s Dysentery Cordial ready for use. 
It corrects all looseness of the bowels 
promptly and causes a healthy and natural 
action. This is a medicine adapted for the 
young and old, fich and poor, and is rapidly 
becoming the most popular medicine for 
cholera, dysentery, etc., in the market.

Old Man (at the head of the stairs at 
2.30 a.m)—-Susie, what time is it? Susie 
(with a second, look at Reginald, who 
loosens his grip)—A few,minutes past lp 
papa. Old Man—Don’t forget-to start the 
clock again before you go to bed.

Children Cry for 
pitebefe Caetoria.
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