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the fire, with her work fallen into her lap, when
Margery came in.

«Miss Lucia, there’s an awful thing happened.”

“What, Margery ?”’ Lucia half smiled, for Mar-
gery loved marvels, and made much of them.

“ Doctor Morton is dead.”

“ Impossible ! Hush, don’t say it.”

1t is true, miss. This afternoon.”

“But how? It is incredible.”

“He was found, Miss Lucia, lying dead by the
roadside a piece beyond Dawson’s mill. And they
found the man that did it.”

“You don’t mean to say that he had been —’
she stopped, shuddering. ‘

“ Murdered. Yes,” and Margery went into all
the details she had heard from her gossip.

Mrs. Costello, attracted by the tome of their
voices, had come to the door between the parlour
and her bedroom, and stood there listening. Both
she and Lucia, who, like every one else except
perhaps his wife, had heard of the doctor’s proceed-
ings against Clarkson, thought only of him as the
murderer until Margery finished her recital with—

“ It all comes of having them savages of Indians
about. I never could abide the sight of them.”



