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CHAPTER V,—CONTINUED,
A GUIL1Y FACR,

Gregory still sat ia hisold position, and the
other men turned from him,

¢ I can't bo possiblo that you believe mo
to be guilty,"” he cried, starting up and gaz-
ing at them wildly, * You caunot thiok
that I would bs capable of such a crime,”

¢¢Can’t see how you can spsct us to boliove
apything elso,” said ono of the men, rather
mnghly ; ““that thore tale 'o yourn will
hold 'bout az much water as a ¢ swagger's' *
boot.”

Walter regarded the man blankly ; then
he wrung hi* hands, acd whispered
childishly—

*Why did I come here? Why 8id I ever
come!” Tarning to Gregory he cried:

“ You know me, Gregory ; you weroe al-
waya my best friend ; say you do not belleve
mo guilty of this thing,”

Gregory did not move nor apeak, and
Walter *::r's agitation becane painful to
witnuss,

Presently Mr, Axon raised his head.

**You need not vait here,” be said to the
men; “I will wo*ch this man.”

Before leaving the room, two of them ap-
pro;.‘glxed Walter, and very carefully seatch-

im,

“*There's no wespons aboat him, Boas,”
eaid ono of them. 1fe added, ashe left the
room with the others, ** The Boss is a mat:h
for tweaty such darned wuaaca o4 that chap.”

As the door closed, blinding shocts of rain
drove agaiont the house; now and again
this was changed into heavy snow fakes;
tbe roar of the wind, and the rattle of tho
shingles increased cvery momcut.

“\Won't you take my hand1’ Walter
cried, atriving to get abovo the wind ; “yen
must know me well enough, Gregory, to fecl
sure that I would pot injure your wife.”

For a moment Gregory remained silent, aa
though he was studying somo intricate pro-
blem. \Walter wason the point of turning
dissppointedly from him, when Gregory
roxiued himsclf and grasped the protiered

m,
paAn expression of intanse relicf passed over
Yy alter's face, and ho exclaimed—

“Then do you belicve mo innocent 1"

¢ I am suso ot your innocence.”

¢ Thank heaves for that !”

¢ Bat, Walter, Iam the only man iathis
country you will get to believe your tale.”

Gregory apokeo sgolemaly, and, as ho did
20, he turned his large cyea upon his com-

anion.

““But sarcly the truth must prevail. X
can ﬁrove-—;:h‘ friend

¢ My poor ppy friend, you can prove
nothiog. The dcadpwomxn denouneeg you
with her last breath ; you were caught
practically in the act; the very mystery of
your sudden appearance will make people
declare that tho crime had long been
moditated.”

“JIam stunned,” cried Walter,
overwhelmed.”

Then, as though a thought had flahed
suddenly zpon him, ho dernanded—

““If the evidence is 30 black againat me,
why do you believo my story ?*

** Becauso I know what no onoe clso ever
knew—my poor wife was mad.”

*‘Mad " Barr cchoed. This explained
rach that before bad been incomprehensible,

“Mad 1" Gregory ropeated, *‘and sinco I
last 3aw you, Walter, my life has been fall
of misery.”

His listenor looked into his open, truthful
oycs, and was quito suro that he had aufter-

"Im

od much.
** Rhode was deeply od wich me this
moraing, and she threatened me. X did not

take much notice of her menaces—of lato I
have grown accuatomed to them,  Ithink
now I sco how ahe hoped, in her mad way,
%o bo roveoged wpon moe.  She dctermined
to commit suicldo and in some way make
it ap, that I had murdered her. Uu.
happily, sho 1aid her plans well—with all the
procision of the insane—and, but for your
unex;‘»ccted arrival, I should now bo in your
positien, Sho mistook yon for me, azd now
every man who hears tho ovideace will de-

“No, no,” cried Walter, ““not if you tell
thom the truth—not if you explain the
wholo story as you have explaiced it to me.”
Gregory shook his head sadly,

**Nothing will help you, my poor f.1end,"
he said, with deep compassion,
“You don't mean to say that thoy will
hoang me ' Walter screamed in torror,
*Tho people here,” Gregory roplied, soft-
ly, ‘‘are o very practical peopls, and
aliarly unimaginative. Thoy would only
augh at your story.”
¢ What shall I do—what shall I do?”
Walter wrung his bands, and peced the
room feverishty,

“You must eocaPo.”

“In this atorm?

It is certain death for you to remain ;
terriblo as the weather is, thero is a u}‘)Ol-
#inty of reaching some place of safety
ahive, Time may clear you, 1f yonstay
here you will certalnly be hanged. If you
succeed in getting away, I will follow
you to England, and——

Rapid footateps approached the room, and
Gregory ceased abruptly. Walter stood
with his face bedeweu with beads of per-
spiration, and trembling, in every limb,

Mr. Axon was wanted ai oncein the room
wherein lay the body of his wife, and there
seemed to be much excitement in the house.
Walter was left in custody of two men.
When Gregory returned, his mannerhad be-
come sven more troubled than before,

1t was arranged that Walter shonld be
placed in the strongest room in the house,
und that the two men should watch him
through the night. Before retiring to his
own npartment, Gregory gave the two cus.
todians a strong glass of whisky each;
cautioning them to be careful, he wished
them good night.

Next morningno trace of the }risoner
could be discovered. After many threats,
tho useless rgm‘ds confeased to Gre oz
that once during the night they had bo
been overtaken by sleep, How long they
had remained unconscious, they did not
koow. It must have been the whisky, they
said, that had mado them drowsy., During
their slumber the prisoner had escaped.

‘“ Ho can't go {ar,” aald Gregory, grimly,
as thoy a)l listened to the roaring of tho
wind and the deluge of rain; *‘if we don't
catch him alive, we will find his body ix
some of tae bog-holeaacroas the rang»."

CHAPTER VI.
TOM WESTALL,

Sixtecn years have passed since that
eventfol night when the New Zsaland wind
swopt down tho gorges with resistless force,
driving the shingle agalnst Gregory Axon's
windows, and laying low the vegetation
round about, since Walter Barr, dazed ané
terror-stricken, a‘e})t from the house of his
friend into the 2olid sheet of raln and savago
room.

Gregory's prophecy had not been fulfilled.
Walter "l was never en, NOT WAS ADY
trace of haz body discovered, The houso in
which Rhode had committsd her mad crime
had now Zato the poesession of an
;)f.hcr.b Soon Ag.er the eve?sab(:.ucribed in th;
ast chapter, Gregoty so property an
returned to Eogland.  He kept nprtfz cor-
respondenco with his old friends, aud in
» fow yeavs he and his connections were for-
gotten. Thelspse of time, and the movo-
mecats of our ters, bring usnow to
more homely gfiound—in a word, to s quaint,
moss-hidden villagenestling among the rocks
of tho North Devon coast.

It was a glorious evening towards tho end
of August ; the aky was clear, acarcely a
murmur came {rom the green glassy waters.
In the far distance & golden ball kissed the
sea, and thehorizon was streaked with a
band of yellow light, At each end of the
village of Sowton a ridge of umber rocks
dipped into the Atlantic, Bebind the
scattercd houses, thickly-wooded hills, ro-
velling in decp browns and variegated
greens with a tint now and again of a warm

red, oropt towards the watchet aky.
sea an
dellclous calm brooded, and the air was
fragrant with swoct scents, The houss, for
the moat
tho majority had a small garden in front.
Hore, on snch an eveaing as this, you would

Over

hills, villags and ture-land a

faced the ailvery water, and

find the male population of Sewton attend.
ivg very ausiduoualy to its vegetables and
sunflowers—it was a wonderful place for
sanflowers—or leming larily over the wood-
en gates smoking placidly.

A fow bont and trembling figures would
be on the settle outaide the *‘ Fortescuo
Arms,” discussing local topics—how they
discovercdthem wasamystery—and drinking
the smallest possitlc beer from bulgy quaint-
ly-shaped jugs,

Altogether Sowton was & remarkably
quiet little place, and its poople were models
of avbrioty and’ early-rlsing. It had one
startling pecularity—there were acarcely any
children in it. It asemed as though the old
drowsy place was golng to die out with ita
aged inhabitants.

At tho one end of the village stood a
whitewaahicd cottage, evidently more re-
cently erected than the neighbouring moss-
covered buildings, It made some pretence
to posing as a small vills, too. ‘The roof
was slated ; the ~entral door had a bow-
wiadowon cach aide of it, and the raitings
round tho garden wero of iron.

Fixed to the gate was a small marble
slab boaring in black letters the vords—
THOMAS WESTALL, M, R, G, 8, L. 8. A,
As Mr, Westall would with much gtiety
pointout,thisplate reminded one irresistibly
of » miniature gravestone.

“Its & cap%hl thing,” he would say,
laughingly, “‘to bring those obstinste old
fellows who aflect to despise doctors to their
senses, They see that, sir, and it reminds
them of tuo uncertainty of life. Then they
remember that pain in their back, or their
side, or their big toe, and in they come—
finest notioun in the world, It'spaid forit-
self fifty times over,"”

On this tioular evening the youn
surgeon sat by his Oé).en window, buaily oil-
fog and polishing a tishing-rod of numberleas
jolnts,

! He was a tall, well-made, athletic fellow
this. and you had only to look at his hair-
leas face to sco how full of fun he was, Now
and again you wdi.d detect faint traces of
lines about his mouth, which suggeated that
bencath the good-humourod exterior was a
courageous, determined dispoaition. His
broad chin, and the fire which occaaionally
flaahed in his dark eyes, supported his viow.
His brown hair had a tendency to curl, It
was crisp, and stood up from his high,
freckled forebead.

4 Well,” said Tom to himself, as he rub-
bed tho lithe rod, *¢if I'm not more success-
fal at hooking fishthan I have been at catch-
ing patients, I might as well have leit vheo
old rod in its case.”

He let the pieco of rag he had been wing
drop frem bis Land, and gated dreamily
across i.e breaihivg waters at the alowly
sinking golden orb.

«“ Did mybocéy over <now such a place?”
he wenton. Thero was a complaint in his
words, ] but no murmur in his tone.
¢ don't beliove that the people ever
are ill hore, Six patients last week, and
five of them would have been glad to borrow
a shilling from me if they had thought that
1 had such a thing in wy pocket.

A laugh escaped hin, and he resumed
polishing of the tishing-rod.

¢ Of conrseevery one saysthat I was mad
ever to settlo down in tuch an out-of-the-
way hole, but then coverybody can be very
wise after the event. 1'wonder,” ke con-
tinued, reflectively, as he dropped the
finlshing rod intoits case, ¢ whether I should
ever have thought of coming here at all had
not I met little Lily Barrhere in the old
collego davs?”

His groew more seriousas he weat onalowly,

“Jta s queer thing that I should coms
down here to spend my last vacation. It
isp’t & bit queer that X ahould fallinlove
with her — That was only nstural ; bat
it was the maddest thing on earth to set up
bere, She's a jolly little girl, and very
kind, andall that, but it im't to bo ex-
pocted that shoe will throw herself awa
upon a peaniless fellsw like me. Oh, no,”
hoadded, cynically, pacing the room with
his hands in his pockets, **in this charming
nineteenth century young ladies with money
don't do that sort of thing, I'm juat about
as happy here,” he continued, *‘asa bear
io winter, with nothing to do but to suck

would be a more senaible thiag to pull at.”
He walked to tic tiny side-board at the
end of the room, and helped himsolf toa
cigar from a box thereon,

@ stood for a little time leaning againss
this fragile pleco of furnitare smoking, his
hands agaln plunged into his pocketa,

The manills appeared to exercise a sooth.
ing influenoe, for prescntly he muttored —

* After all, I auppore some fellows would
be jolly ghd oto ba in my shoes—plenty of
credit, glorious acenery, aad nothing to do,
Hello,” he cried, throwing his half-finished
oigar into the fire.place, as thore camo a ring
at the bell, *“ here's three and sixpence conis
at last 1"

An clderly woman, very prim as regards
cap, aud precise in manner, knocked at the
door and announced.—

¢ Misg Darr, air.”

Tom ran togreet one of the brightest
little morsels of sunshine that ever woro
skirts.

Lily Barr was baroly soventeen years of
age. 8he wore & tightly-fitting costume of
some rare cotton stuil, so daintily mado that
sho looked like a wild blassom plucked fram
the wood-side. A delicious littlo chip bou.
net was on tho back of her head,
allowing her hair to full fn golden clouds
upon her forehead. Her ef" were bright,
biue and daring; ker dirapled cheeks were
full of merriment, and her pouting lips ripe
and tempting.

Tom caught hold of both her handa as sho
entercd the room—they sesmed quite lost in
his giant palms—and cried in his boiaterous
way—

¢ Weil, I am glad to seo you.” Suddenly
changing his tone, he added, ¢ butit'san
awful ‘sell.’ I made sure that you wero
three and sixpence—medicine and advise,
you know—three and six ?”

Lily laughed heartily. Then she s=aid,
with great demureness, ¢ How mercenary
men are! So you really wish, Mr, Weatali,
that it had been three and sixpence?”

*Mr. Westall I” he echoed, in disgust.
“Now, my dear young ludy, come hero.”
Heled her to the open window. *“Just
look all round you and tell me whether you
consider this a fit a proper place to use that
odious word ‘*Mister '—¢ Aister’ \Westall'—
¢ Aiss* Barr.” He [laid & scornful emphaais
on the titles, “Surely we arc far enough
removed from civilization to be ablo to
abandon ita irritating conventionalities.”
Laly judiciously changed the converstion.
‘¢ Beforo you describe my ap, coasa
¢sell,’” she aaid, ¢ you shounld have waited
and heard the object of my visit.—No thank
you, I will not it down now; I want you
to go to the othex end of tho village—-—."

¢ Say tho other end of the world, Miem
*¢ I shall be quite aatisfied,” sho answer-
ed, “if you go as far as poor alrs. Summer.
‘*“You sece,” she added, with a roguish
twinkle in her oyes,” “‘if I don’t bring the
threo and sixpence to you, I can take youto
the three and aixpence.”

It the said threc and ai co is sup-
sed to lurk in the purse of Mrs, Sommcre,
f’om afraid it is rather dublous. Howaover,

of conurso Ill go and sce the old soul.
Though, to tell you the truth,” he cen-
tinued, as they walked from tho housc,
¢ there’s nothing I've got in my uurgsery
that will do the old Jady much . he
wants s pint af atrong beef tca every day
and & ~ass =~ two of port wize."”

¢ You havo only to order it,” said Lily.
“It's cany enoug!;"to order it ; but how is

the ;}oor y—— )

¢“Ialiways 2eo that my patients have
whatthey areondered,” Lilyinterrupted with
o ooked at her & niring]

‘o1n looked at her ing 5.

“What I mean is,” ahe said, ‘‘that in
future I'm going to look after Mrs. Sum
mers. Yoa know we have got lots of becf
at home, and I'm sure papa can aparoaome
of his wine.” .

Tomlooked st her'with such aatraugeglow
in his eycs, that thc scarlet ran up her
cheeks and burat them.

¢ I did not see you out this worning,"” he
sald proscatly ; “Isuppose you wore busy
at home?”

¢ No,indeed, I went asfar as Rarnsbarn "

¢ 1f Y'd have known,” ho aaid, ¢‘I should
have liked to have driven you over.”

¢1 wouldn't take you from yonr paticnts
for the world,” she ssid ane]y.

Whereat helaughed with much merriment,
and she ultlmatel'yjolned bim,

“X went,” sho sald, “to {:y my tribato
to the Goddess of Vanity—in other words,

claro you to bo her murderer.”

- *rSwagper lsa New Zealazd tamp.
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