CITAPTER XVIII
MR, HAZLEWOOD SEEKS ADVICE

As Dick was getting out of bed at half-past seven
a troubled little note was brought to him written
hurricdly and almost incoherent.

“ Dick, I can’t ride with yvou this morning. 1
am too tired . . . and I don’t think we should
mcet again.  You must forget last night. I shall
be very proud always to remember it, but T won't
ruin you, Dick. You mustn’t think I shall suffer
so very much . . . 7 Dick read it all through with
a smile of tenderness upon his face. e wrote a
line in reply.  ** I will come and sce you at cleven,
Stella.  Mcanwhile sleep, my dear,” and sent it
across wo the cottage. Then he rolled back into
bed again and took his own advice. It was late
when be came down into the dining-room and he
took his breakfast alone.

* Where’'s my father?” ke asked of Hubbard
the butler.

** Mr. Hazlewood breakfasted half an hour ago,
sir. He's at work now.”

** Capital,” said Dick. ** Give me some sausages,
Hubbard, what would you say if I told you that

1 was going to be married 7
183
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IHubbard placed a plate in front of him,

“I should keep my head, sir,” he answered
in his gentle voice. ** Will you take tea 9

* Thank you.”

Dick looked out of the window. It was a morn-
g of clear skies and sunlight, a very proper
morning for this the first of all the remarkable
davs which one after the other were going espee-
ially to belong to him. Ic was of the gods now.
The world was his propcerty, or rather he held it
in trust for Stella. It was behaving well; Dick
Hazlewood was contented. e ate a large break-
fast and strolling into the library lit his pipe.
There was his father bending over his papers at
his writing-table before the window, busy as a
bee no doubt at some new cnthusiasm which was
destined to  infuriate his neighbours.  Let him
go on! Dick smiled benignly at the old man’s
back. Then be frowned. 1t was curious that his
father had not wished him a good-morning, curious
and unusual.

*“I hope, sir, that you slept well,” he said.

“Y did not, Richard,” and still the back was
turned to him. * I lay awake considering with
some care what vou told me last night about—
-about Stella Ballantyne.”

Of late she had been simply Stella to Ilarold
Hazlewood. The addition of Ballantyne was
significant. It replaced friendliaess with formality.

“ Yes, we agreed to champion her cause, didn’t
we ? " said Dick cheerily. ** You took one good
step forward last night, I took another.”



FOR TIIE DLETFENCE 185

* You took a long stride, Richard, and I think
you might have consulted me first.”

Dick walked over to the table at which his
father sat.

*Do you know, that's just what Stella said,”
he remarked, and he seemed to find the suggestion
rather unintelligible. Mr, Hazlewood snatched
at any support which was offered to him.

“Ah1” he exclaimed, and for the first time that
morning he looked his son in the face. * There
now, Richard, you seel”

*Yes,” Richard returned imperturbably. * But
I was able to remove all her fears. I was able
to tell her that you would welcome our marriage
with all your heart, for you would look upon it
as a triumph for your principles and a sure sign
that my better nature was at last thoroughly
awake.”

Dick walked away from the table. The old
man’s face lengthened. If he was a philosopher
at all, he was a philosopher in a pitcous position,
for he was having his theories tested upon himself,
he was to be the experiment by which they should
be proved or disproved.

*“No doubt,” he said in a lamentable voice.
* Quite so, Richard.  Yes,” and he caught at vague
hopes of delay. **There’s no hurry of course.
For one thing I don’t want to lose you. . .. And
then you have yoiir carcer to think of, haven’t
‘you 7 Mr, Ilazlewood found himself here upon
ground more solid and lcancd his weight on it.
* Yes, there’s your carcer.”
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Dick returned to his father, amazement upon
his face. He spoke as oue who cannot believe
the evidence of his ears.

* But it’s in the army, father! Do you realise
what you are saying? You want me to think
of my carcer in the British Army ? 7

Consistency however had no charms for Mr.
Hazlewood at this moment.

** Exactly,” he cried. ** We don’t want to pre-
judice that—do we ¢ No, no, Richard! Ol, I hear
the finest things about you. And they push the
young men along nowadays. You don’t have to
wait for grey hairs before you’re made a General,
Richard, so we must keep an eye on our prospects,
eh ? And for that reason it would be advisable
perhaps ’—and the old man’s eyes fell from Dick’s
face to his papers—*' yes, it would certainly be
advisable to let vour engagement remain for a
while just a private matter between the three
of us.”

He took up his pen as though the matter was
decided and discussion at an ¢nd. Bat Dick
did not move from his side. 1lc was the stronger
of the two and in a little while the old man’s eyes
wandered up to his face again.  There was a look
there which Marguret Pettifer had scen a week
ago. Dick spoke and the voice he used was
strange and formidable to his father.

* There must be no seerzey father. T remem-
ber what you said: for uncharitable slander anm
English village is impossible to beat. Our scerct
would be known within a week and by atteinpting
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.0 kecep it we invite suspicion. Nothing could
be morc damaging tc Stella than scerecy. Con-
sequently nothing could be more damaging to me,
I don’t deny that things are gomg to be a little
difficult. " But of this I am surc "—and his voice,
though it still was quict, rang deep with confidence

“our onc chance is to hold our hecads high.
No sccrecy, father! My hope is to make a life
which has been very troubled know some comfort
and a little happiness.”

Mr. ITazlewood had no more to say, Ie must
rcnounce his gods or hold his tongue. And re-
nounce his gods—no, that he could not do. Ile
heard in imagination the whole neighbourhood
laughing—he saw it a sca of laughter overwhelm-
ing him. 1le shivered as he thought of it. He,
Harold MHazlewood, the man emancipated from
the fictions of socicty, caught like a silly struggling
fish in the net of his own theories!  No, that must
never be. Ile flung himself at his work. Ile
was revising the catalogue of his miniatures and
in & mirute he began to fumble and search about his
over-loaded desk.

* Everybody is trying to thwart me this morn-
ing,” he cried angrily,

*What’s the matter, father 7 asked Dick,
laying down the 7'imes. *Can I help ?”

“I wrote a question to Notes and Queries about-
the Maric Antoinctte miniature which I bought
at Lord Mirliton’s sale and there was an answer
in the last number, a very complete answer. But

I can’t find it. I can’t find it anywhere;?’ and

7
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he tossed his papers about as though he were pun-
ishing them. '

Dick helped in the scarch, but beyond a stray copy
or two of The Prison Walls must Cast no Shadow,
there was no publication to be found at all.

“Wait a bit, father,” said Dick suddenly.
“What is Noles and Querics like? The only
notes and queries I read are contained in a pink
paper. They are very amusing but they do not
deal with miniatures.”

. Mr, Hazlewood described the appearance of the
little magazine,

*Well, that’s very extraordinary,” said Dick,
* for Aunt Margaret took it away last night.”

Mr. Ilazlewood looked at his son in blank
astonishment.

‘** Are you sure, Richard 77

“1 sa\» it in her hand as she stcppcd into her
carriage.”

Mr. Hazlewood banged his fist upon the table.

“It’s extremecly annoying of Margaret,” be
exclaimed. ** She takes no interest in such mat-
ters. She is not, if I may use the word, a virtuoso.
She did it solely to annoy me.”

“ Well, I wonder,” said Dick. He looked at
his watch. It was cleven o’clock. 1le went out
into the hall, picked up a straw hat and walked
across the meadow to the thatched cottage on the
river-bank. But while he went he was still won-
dering why in the world Margaret had taken away
that harmless little magazine from his father’s
writing-table. * Pecttifer’s at the bottom of it,”
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he concluded. * There’s a foxy fellow for you.
I'll keep my cye on Uncle Robert.” IIe was near
to the cottage. Only a rail separated its garden
from the mcadow. DBeyond the garden a window
stood open and within the room he saw the flutter
of a lilac dress.

From the window of the library Mr. Hazle-
wood watched his son open the garden gate.
Then he unlocked a drawer of his writing-table and
took out a large scaled cnvelope. He broke the
scal and drew from the envelope a sheaf of press
cuttings. They were the verbatim reports of
Stella Ballantyne's trial, which had been printed
day by day in the Times of India. He had sent
for them months ago when he had blithely taken
upon himself the defence of Stella Ballantyne.
e had read them with a growing ardour. So
l’mrshly had she livdd; so shadowless was her
innocence. Ue turned to them now in a different
spirit.  Pettifer had been left by the Fnglish
summaries of the trial with a vague feeling of doubt.
Mr. Hazlewood respected Robert Pettifer. The
lawyer was cautious, dcliberate, uncmotional—
qualities with which Hazlewood had instinctively
little sympathy. But, on the other hand, he was
not bound hand and foot in prijudice. Ile could
be liberal in his judgments. He had a mind clear
cnough to divide. what reason had to say and
the presumptions of cunvention. Suppose that
Pettifer was after all right! The old man’s heart
sank within him. Then indced this marriage must
be prevented—and the truth must be made known
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—uvyes, widely known, Tle himself had been deceived
—Ilike muany another man bcefore him. It was
not ridiculous to have been deccived. He re-
maincd at all events consistent to his principles.
There was his pamphlet to be sure, The Prison
Walls must Cast no Shadow: that gave him an
uncomfortable twinge. But he reassured himself.

*“ There 1 argue that, once the offence has been
expiated, all the privileges should be restored. But
if Pettifer is right there has been no expiation.”

That saving clause let him out. e did not thus
phrase the position even to himsclf. Ile clothed
it in other and high-sounding words. It was after
all a sort of convention to aceept acquittal as the
proof of innocence. But at the back of his mind
from first to last there was an immense fear of
the figure which he himself would cut if he refused
his consent to the marriage on.any ground except
that of Stella Ballantyne's guilt. For Stella
hersclf, the woman, he had no kindness to spare
that morning. Yesterday he had overflowed with
it. For yesterday she had been one more proof
to the world how high he soared above it.

** Since Pettifer’'s in doubt,”” he said to himself,
“ there must be some flaw in this trial which I
overlooked in the acat of my sympathy ;" and to
discover that flaw he read again every printed
detail of it from the morning. when Stella first
appeared before the stipendiary magistrate “to
that other morning a month later when the verdict
was given. And he found no flaw. Stclla’s ac-
quittal was inevitable on the evidence, There was
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much to show what provocation she had suffered,
but there was no proof that she had yielded to it.
On the contrary she had endured so long, the pre-
sumption must be that she would go on enduring
to the end. And there was other evidence—
positive evidence given by Thresk which could not
be grinsaid.

Mr. Ilazlewood replaced his cuttings in the
drawer; and he was utterly discontented. He
had hoped for another result. There was only
one point which puzzled him and that had nothing
rcally to do with the trial, but it puzzled him so
much that it slipped out at luncheon.

* Richard,”” he said, **I cannot undcrstand
why the name of Thresk is so familiar to me.”

Dick glanced quickly at his father.

*“You have been reading over again the ac:
counts of the trial.” -

Mr. Ilazlewood looked confused.

**And a very natural proceeding, Richard,”
he deelared.  ** But while reading over the trial
] found he name Thresk familiar to me in another
éonncct,ion, but 1 cannot remember what the
connection is.”

Dick could not help him, nor was he at that time
concerned by the failure of his father's memory.
e was engaged in realising that here was another
enemy for Stella.  Knowing his father, he was not
greatly surprised, but he thought it prudent to
"attack without delay.

** Stella will be coming over to tea this afternoon,”
be said.



192 TIHHE WITNESS

*Will she, Richard ?" the father replicd, twist-
ing uncomfortably in his chair. ** Very well—of
course.”

*“ Hubbard knows of my engagement, by the
way,” Dick continued implacably.

“IIubbard! God bless my soul ! ” eried the old
man. ‘' It'll be all over the village already.”

*I shouldn’t wonder,” replied Dick cheer-
Afully.  *“I told him before I saw you this morning,
whilst I was having breakfast.”

Mr. IIazlewood remained silent for a while.
Then he burst out pctulantly:

* Richard, there’s something I must speak to you
seriously about: the lateness of your hours in the
morning. I have noticed it with great regret.. Itis
not considerate to the servants and it cannot be
healthy for you. Such indolence too must be
encrvating to your mind.”

Dick forbore to remind his father that he was'
usually out of the house before’seven.

** Father,” he said, at once a very model of
bhumility, *“T will endeavour to reform.”

Mr. Hazlewood concealed his embarrassment at
tea-time under a show of over-work. Ile had
a great deal to do—just a moment for a cup of
tea—no more. There was to be a meeting of the
County Council the next morning when a most
important question of small holdings was to come
up for discussion. Mr. Hazlewood held the
strongest views. Ile was engaged in shaping
them in the smallest possible number of words.
Ta be bricf, to be vivid—there was the whole
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art of public speaking. Mr. Hazlewood chattered
feverishly for five minutes; he had come in
chattering, he went out chattering,

** That's all right, Stella, you see,” said Dick
cheerfully when they were left alone, Stella
nodded her head. Mr. Hazlewood had not said
one word in recognition of her engagement, but
she had made her little fight that morning. She
had yielded and she could not renew it. She
had spent three miserable hours framing reasonable
arguments why last night should be forgotten. But
the sight of her lover coming across the meadow
had sct her heart so leaping that she could only
stammer out a few tags and phrases.

*Oh, I wish you hadn’t comc!” she had re-
peated and repeated and all the while her blood
was leaping in her body for joy that he had. She
had promiscd in the end to stand firm, to stand
by his side and brave—what, after all, but the
clamour of a weck? So he put it and so she
was cager to believe.

Mr, Hazlewood, busy though he made himsclf
out to be, found time that evening to drive in his
motor-car into Great Beeding, and when the London
train pulled up at the station he was on the plat-
form. He looked anxiously at the passengers who
descended until he saw Robert Pettifer. e
went up to him al once.

“What in the world are you doing here ?”
asked the lawyer.

*1 came on purpose ‘o catch you, Rovert. I
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want to speak to you in private. My car is here,
If you will get into it with me we can drive slowly
towards your house.”

Pettifer’s face changed, but he could not refuse.
Hazlewood was agitated and nervous; of his
ordinary complacency there was no longer a trace.
Pettifer got into the car and as it moved away
from the station he asked:

* Now what's the matter ? " .

“I have been thinking over what you said
last night, Robert. You had a vague feeling
of doubt. Well, I have the verbatim reports
of the trial in Bombay here in this envelope and
I want you to recad them, carcfully through and
give me your opinion.” Ile held out the envelope
as he spoke, but Pettifer thrust his hands into his
pockets.

“I won’t touch it,” he declared. “1TI refuse
to mix myseclf up in the affair at all. I said more
than I meant to last night.”

* But you did say it, Robert.”

*Then I withdraw it now.”

* But you can’t, Robert. You must go further.
Somcthing has happened to-day, somcthing very
scrious.”

“Oh!” said Pettifer.

“Yes,” replied Mr. Iazlewood. ‘“Margarcet
really has more insight than I credited her with,
They propose to get married.”

Pettifer sat upright in the car.

*“You mean Dick and Stella Ballantyne ?

[ 13 ch.”
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And for a little while there was silence in the
car. Then Mr, Hazlewood continued to bleat.

“I ncver suspected anything of the kind. It
places me, Robert, in a very difficult position,”

*I can quite sce that,” answered Pcttifer with
a grim smile. *It’s really the only consoling
clement in the whole business. You can’t refuse
your consent without looking a fool and you can’t
give it while you are in any doubt as to Mrs.
Ballantyne’s innocence.”

Mr. Hazlewood was not, however, quite prepared
to accept that definition of his position.

*“You don’t exhaust the possibilitiecs, Robert,”
he said. **1 can quite well refuse my consent
and publiely refuse it if there are reasonable grounds
for believing that there was in that trial a grave
miscarriage of justice.”

Mr. Pecttifer looked sharply at his companion.
The voice no less than the words fixed his attention.
This was not the Mr. Hazlewood of yesterday.
The champion had dwindled into a figure of mean-
ness. llarold llazlewood would be glad to dis-
cover those reasonable grounds; and he would be
very much obliged if Robert Pettifer would take
upon himsclf the responsibility of discovering them.

“Yes, I see,” said Pettilfer slowly. le was
half inclined to leave ITarold Iazlewood to find
his way out of his trouble by himself. It was all
his making after all. But other and wider con-
siderations began to press upon DPettifer. Tle
forced himsell to omit altogether the subject

of Ifazlcwood’s vanities and entanglements
i
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*Very well. Give the cuttings to me! I will
read them through and I will let you know my
opinion. Their intention to marry may alter
everything—my point of view as much as yours.”

Mr. Pettifer took the envelope in his hand and got
out of the car as soon as Hazlewood had stopped
it.

“ You have raised no objections to the engage-
ment ? * he asked.

** A word to Richard this morning., Of not much
effect I am afraid.”

Mr. Pettifer nodded.

“Right. I should say nothing to anybody.
You can’t take a deeided line against it at present
and to snarl would be the worst policy imaginable.
To-day's Thursday. We'll mcet on Saturday.
Good-night,” and Robert Pettifer walked away
to his own bouse.

He¢ walked slowly, wondering at the eternal
mystery by which this particular man and that
individual woman select each other out of the
throng. He owed the greater part of his lortune
to the mystery like many another lawyer. But
to-night he would willingly bave yiclded a good
portion of it up if that process of sclection could
be ordered in a more reasonable way. Love?
The attraction of Sex? Yes, nn doubt. But
why these two specimens of Sext Why Dick
and Stella Ballantyne ?

When he reached his house his wife hurried
forward to meet him. Already she had the news.
There was an excitement in her face not to be
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misunderstood. The fatile time-honoured phrase
of triumph so ready on the lips of those who have
prophesied evil was trembling upon hers.

* Don’t say it, Margarct,” said Pcttifer very
scriously. ** We have come to a pass where light
words will Jecad us astray. Iazlewood has been
with me. I have the reports of the trial here.”

Margarct Pettifer put a check upon her tongue
and they dined together almost in complcete silence.
Pettifcr was methodieally getting his own point
of view quite clearly established in his mind, so
that whatever he did or advised he miaght be cer-
tain not to swerve from it afterwards. He weighed
his inclinations and his hopes, and when the
servants had left the dining-room and he had lit
his cigar he put his case before his wife.

** Listen, Margaret! You know your brother.

+Iec is always in extremes. e swings from one
to the other. e is terrified now lest this marriage
should take place.”

* No wonder,” interposed Mrs. Pettifer.

Pettifer made no comment upon the remark.

* Therefore,” he continued, ** he is anxious that
I should discover in these reports some solid reason
for believing that the verdiet which acquitted Stella
Balluntyne was a grave miscarringe of justice.
For any such tcason must have weight.”

* Of course,” said Mrs. Pettifer,

*“And will juscify him—this is his chief
consideration—in withholding publicly his con-
sent.”

“T sce.”
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Only a week ago Dick himself had observed
that scntimental philosophers had a knack of
breaking their heads against their own theorics.
The words had been justificd sooner than she had
expected. Mrs. Pettifer was not surprised at
Harold Hazlewood’s swift change any more than
her husband had been. Harold, to her thinking,
was a scntimentalist and sentimentality was like
a fir-trce—a thing of no decp roots and casily
torn up.

* But I do not take that vicw, Margaret,” con-
tinued her husband, and she looked at him with
consternation. Was he now to turn champion, he
who only yesterday had doubted? ** And I want
you to consider whether vou can agree with me.
There is to begin with the woman hersclf, Stella
Ballantyne. 1saw her for the first time yesterday,
and to be quite honest I liked her, Margaret.  Yes.
It sccmed to me that there was nothing whatever
of the adventuress about her.  And I was impressed
—I will go further, I was moved—dry-as-dust old
lawycr as I am, by somcthing IHow shall T ex-
press it without being ridiculous 7" Ile paused and
searched in his vocabulary and gave up the scarch.
** No, the epithet which occurred to me yesterday
at the dinner-table and immediately, still seems
to me the only true onc—I was meved by some-
thing in this woman of tragic expcriences which
was strangcly virginal.”

One quick movement was made by Margarct
Pettifer. The truth of her husband’s description
was a revelation, so cxact it was. Therein lay
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Stella 1allantyne’s charm, and her power to
create champions and fricnds. Her history was
known to you, the miscrics of her marriage, the
suspicion of crime. You expected 2 woman of
adventures and lo! there stood before you one
with *‘somcthing virginal ” in her appcarance,
and her manner, which made its soft and irresistible
appeal. )

*1 rccognise that fceling of mine,” Pecttifer
resumed, ** and I try to put it aside. And putting
it aside 1 ask myself and you, Margaret, this:
Here’s a woman who bas been through a pretty
bad time, who has been unhappy, who has stood
in the dock, who has been acquitted. Is it quite
fair that when at last she has floated into a haven
of pceace two private people like Hazlewood and
mysclf should take it upon ourselves to review
the verdict and perhaps reverse it ¢

** But there'’s Dick, Robert,” eried Mrs. Pettifer.
** There’s Dick,  Surcly he’s our first thought.”

*Yes, there’s Dick,” Mr. Pettifer repeated.
** And Dick’s my sccond point.  You arc all worry-
‘ing about Dick from the social point of view—
the external point of view. Well, we have got
to tuke that into our consideration. But we are
bound to look at him, the man, as well. Don’t
forget that, Margarct 1 Well, I find the two points
of view identical, But our neighbours won’t.
Will you 2"

Mrs. Pettifer was baffled.

*1 don’t understand,” she said.

“T’ll explain. From the social standpoint
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what’s really important as regards Dick? That he
should go out to dinner ? No. That he should
have children 7 Yes 1™ _

And here Mrs. Pettifer interposed again.

* But they must be the right children,” she
exclaimed. ** Better that he should have none
than that he should have children——"

**With an hereditary taint,” Pecttifer agreed.
* Admitted, Margarct. If we come to the conclusion
that Stella Ballantyne did what she was accused
of doing we, in spite of all the verdiets in the
world, are bound to resist this marringe. I grant
it. Because of that conviction I dismiss the plea
that we are unfair to the woman in reviewing
the trial. There are wider, greater consider-
ations.”

These were the first words of comfort which
Mrs. Pettifer had heard since her husband began
to expound. She received them with enthusiasm,

“1 am so glad to hear that.”

* Yes, Margaret,” Pettifer retorted drily. ** But
please ask yourself this question (it is where, to
my thinking, the social and the personal elements
join}: if this marriage is broken off, is Dick
likely to marry at all 2%

* Why not 7’ asked Margarct.

“He is thirty-four. He has had, no doubt, many
opportunitics of marriage. Ile must have had.
He is good-looking, well off and a good fcllow.
This is the first time he has wanted to marry. If
be is disappointed here will he try again 77

Mrs. Pettifer laughed, moved by the remarkable
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depreciation of her own sex which women of her
type so often have. 1t was for man to throw the
handkerchicf. Not a doubt but there would be
a rush to pick it up!

** Widowers who have been devoted to their
wives marry again,” she argued.

** A point for me, Margaret!” returned Pettifer,
* Widowers—yes. They miss so much—the babit
of & house with a woman its mistress, the com-
panionship, the order, oh, a thousand small but
important things. DBut a man who has remained
a bachelor until he's thirty-four—that’s a dilferent
case. I he scts his heart at that age, seriously,
for the first time on & woman and does not get
her, that’s the kind of man who, my expericnce
suggests to me—I1 put it plainly, Margaret—will
take one or more mistresses to himself but no
wife.”

Mrs. Pettifer deferred to the worldly knowledge
of her husband but she clung to her one clear
argument.

* Nothing could be worse,” she said frankly,
‘“ than that he should marry a guilty woman.”

* Granted, Margarct,” replied Mr. Pettifer im-
perturbably. * Only suppose that she'’s not guilty.
There are you and I, rich p.ople, and no one to
leave our moncy to—no onc to carry on your
name—no one we care a rap about to bencfit by
my work and ycur brother’s fortune—no one
of the family to hand over Little Beeding to.”

Both of them were silent after he had spoken.
IIe bhad touched upon their one great sorrow.
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Margaret herself had her roots deep in the soil of
Little Beeding. It was hateful to her that the
treasurcd house should ever pass to strangers, as
it would do if this the last branch of the family
failed.

** But Stella Ballantyne was married for seven
years,” she said at last, * and there were no chil-
dren.”

*No, that's true,” replied Pettifer. * But it
does not follow that with a sccond marriage there
will be none. It’s a chance, I know, but——"’" and
he got up from his chair. ** 1 do honestly belicve
that it’s the only chance you and I will have,
Margaret, of dying with the knowledge that our
lives have not been altogether vain,  We've lighted
our little torch. Yes, and it burns merrily enough,
but what’s the use unless at the appointed mile-
stonc there's another of us to take it and carry
iton?” )

e stood looking down at his wife with a wistful
and scrious look upon his face.

* Dick’s past the age of calf-love. We can’t
expect him to tumble from one passion to another ;
and he’s not easily moved. Therefore T hope
very sincerely that these reports which I am now
going to read will enable me to go boldly to Harold
Hazlewood and say: *Stella Ballantyne is as
guiltless of this crime as you or 1. ™

Mr. Pettifer took up the big envelope which he
bad placed on the table beside him and carried
it away to his study.






