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A VMM EH ASP WIXTLR. * 

••Ah Ado?to* p»umra<-id*y*,swiftgldlngby, 
Wtli''*e not Hniter?" thus my earnest«r*. 

In vain. In vain! Too noon tho«e goldm 

Aroi'^rawny,and «-uH*n winter low or*. 

"No ma't#r," wU«l I-Summer will return 
K-cli moment tbeo to »©Bits,s«ecl use 1 II 

torn; 
«At' d*y nt wander under spreading tree*. 
And draw new life from every perfumed 

br rw." 
Ala«, when all til* air wr«« rich with hay, 
Weary, yet r*»U«a*, on my <"Oacli j lay. ? 

"Olveme bat patiem-e, Fathert'Mhls roy 
ffV, 

•• Whlif tbc*e long summer day* dragalow*-
• y  by. 

And thedaar Father, listening from above. 
Went pear.- end ealm, and winged the hour* 

with love. 

COMFORT IS A FFLKTIOX. 

Wbcii hi* pirtnew arelar«l thai the firm 
inus: suspend. 

Sine- th«tr money and credit were both at 
it it <»nd, , 

Poor Jmk* was depressed for an hour ami a 

And then brightened up, with a singular 
I nigh. 

••Then-'* H U'XKI here"quoth he, "that I nev-
rr forwsw: . , 

Many years I 've supported my mother-in-

Ilut,,,now»-youll excuse my lillarlou* 

At hiiV' t lie old lady vrlll have to turn out S" 
-!•». C. K.—Graphic. 

The New Magdalen. 

BV Wll.KIB COLLINS. 

jTli>' New Mugdalen wa< romiiiMicfd In 
The Mull of October -*<t»- Any or all the 
hark nuinlier* can bo had on application at 
the oMc«, or will t>« sent postage paid on 
receipt of Ave cent* i nch copy.] 

CHATTER XV. 
A WOMAN'S HKMOR8K. 

Having warmed hi* feot to bis own 
enure satisfaction. Horace turned 
round froi. the fire place, and dis
covered that ho aud I-.-tcly Janet were 
alone. , , 

'(ran I see(Srace ? be asked. 
The easy tone In which be put the 

question—a to no, an It wore, of proprie
torship tn Grace'—jarred on Lady Ja 
net at t ho moment, For the first time 
In her life she round herself coin purl nit 
Horace v* Ith Juli'tn—to Horace's disad 
vantage. Ho was rich; he was agen-
tlouiHii ofanelent lineage; ho horo an 
unblemished character. But who bad 
tho *)iriinu l>r*in? who had tlin (irwi 
heart? Which was tho man of tho two? 

• Nobody ''mi *«> her,' answered 1.1-
dy Janet. 'Not even you !' 

The tono oi tho reply was sharp, with 
a dash ol Irony In it. But where Is the 
modern young man. poss-ssed of health 
ami an Independent Income, whoisci-
pable of understanding thai irony can 
be presumptuous enough to address 
H«e|| to him? Horace (with perfect 
pol lioness) decfiui'd to consider himself 
a,i-werod. 

• |)in s your ladyship mean that Miss 
Ro«et crrv is hi bVd?" In- asked. 

• I inwan that Miss Roseberry Is In 
her room. I mean tiiat I have twiii1 

tri'd to persuade Mis* Roseborry to 
dr«»s and coiuo down stairs, and tried 
i i vain. I mean that what Mis* Rose-
l» rry rclu-es to do for Mo, she is not 
MWofv to do for You—' 

H >w m inv more meanings of her 
OAul^idy J.inet m<nbt have gone on 
Oiiutu"nillDj?, it in n«»t easv to c-dculate. 
At her third sentetic® a sound iu the It-
brary iMunht her o»r thnnmh the in 
oompletely closed door, and suspended 
the in*xt words on her lips. H-r<c* 
heard it also. Ii WII* the rustlluu; sound 
(tr tvellnu nearer and nearer over the 
llbr-iry c irpet) of a silken dress. 

(In the interval whlioa ctunltiK event 
rem tins In a slate of uncertainly, what 
js It the inevitable tondency of every 
KiiKlislimsn und»«r tnlitytodo? His 
Inev liatile tenden y is to ask soinebody 
to I on the event. He can no more 
rei»l«t It than ho < an resist lillintt his 
stick or his umbrella. In the ubsem-e of 
d|{tiu, and preWMulinit to shoot if a 
bint lln-a bv hitn while ho is out for a 
w a l k  )  . . . .  

• What will your ladyship bet tkat 
till* Is not Ornt*?' cried*Horace. 

Her ladyship took no notice of tho 
pMpos-tl ;"her attention remained fixed 
on the library door. The rustling 
aound stopped for a moment. Tho door 
wass >ltlv pushed O|MMI. The false t J race 
Ro-«eh«»rrv enteretl the room. 

Horace ad vancivl to m«»ei her, ojK»ned 
his litrn to sp-ak, and stopped—"truck 
dumb by tho change in his nfll meed 
wlio since he had seen her last. Some 
terrible oppression seemed to have 
crushed h«-r. It was as If she had actu
ally shrunk in height sa well as in «ub-
etance. NUo walked more slowly than 
u»u d ; she spoke more rarely thsn usu
al, and in a lower tone. To thoso who 
had seen her before the fatal visit of 
the slrsuKor from Mannheim, It was 
the wrti-k of the woman that now ap
peared, instead of the woman herself 
And yet ther« wss the old eh«rm still 
surviving through It all} the grandeur 
»f the head and eyes, the delicate sym
metry of the fe,»tures, tho unsought 
grace of every movement—In a word, 
th» unconquerable tH»aut? which sut-
lerlng can not destroy which 'line itself 
Is ponverlesa to wear out. 

l»«dy Janet advanced, and took her 
With hearty kindness by both hands. 

• My dear child, welcome snmng us 
again! You have coin# down stslra to 

n l e s s . '  m e  ? '  . . . .  
She l>ent ber head In mlent scknowl-

edgemmtthat it wsa so. Lady Js net 

Con ted to Horace: 'Here Is eome-
HIV who has be»«n longing to eee you, 

() 
She never looked up ; *be stood sulv> 

missive, her eyes fixed on a little basket 
of colored wools which bung on her 
arm. 'Thsnk voo, Lady 
•aid, falntlr. 'Tliank you, Horace. 

Horace placed ber arm In hia, »nd 
led tier to the nor*. Hne ablvered aa 
she took her «w»at, and looaed round. 
It was (hefirst tlmeshe bad w*en the 
dining room alnee the day when she 
bad found herself f*c« lo f*ce with the 
dead-alive. 

•Whrdorou come here, my loveT 
asked frsdy Janet. 'The drawing room 
would have been wsrmcr and a pleas-
anter pUce ft>r you.' ^ 

• I saw * carriage at toe front-door. I 
waa afraid of meeting with visitors In 
tbe drawing-room.' 

As she made tb«t reptv, «be aervant 
earne In, *nd announoed the visitors' 
names. Ladjr 
•I must go *nd gel rid of them, she 
•«ld, re-signing her*-!! to cir nro-
jr.anre*. 'What will yo«* do, <»rsee? 

• I win stay here, ll yott 
• i will keep her company, « 

Horace. 
added 

lAdv Janet hesitated. She bad prom, 
ised to see ber nephew In the dining-
room on bta return ^ the l»t»»»--«od 
lo sec blm alone. Would there be time 
enouRh to get rid of tbe visitor* *nd to 
establish her sdopted daughter In too 
empty drawing-rt>oni before Julian 
peiirsd T It waa ten mlnutea' walk to 
the lodge, end be bad to make the gato-
keeper understand bl« instruction*, 
jbadj Jtnet decided tli*i *be bad tlm« 

enough si her dispe ll. KIh* noddwl 
kindly to M^rey, and left beralone 
with iter lov^r. 

Horace seatwl himself in the vacant 

El*ce on  the sof». S-» far sa it waa in 
Is nature lod-vote himself to any one 

he waa devoted to Mert-y. *1 am griev
ed to see how you have suffered.* be 
anld. with honest distress In his faceas 
he looked at her. "Try to forget what 
has happened.' 

• I atu irviog to forget. DOJ/OMthink 
of It much?' ... 

' My darling. It la too contemptible 
to be "thought of.' 

She placed ber work basket on her 
Isp. Her wasted Angers began absent 
ly sorting t he wools inside. 

•Have jou seen Mr. Julian Orny?* 
she asked,suddenly. 

• Yes,' 
4 What does Ac aay about It ?' She 

looked at Horace for tho tlrst time, 
steadily scrutinizing Ills face. Horace 
took refuge in prevarication. 

'I realty liavn't asked for Julian's 
opinion.'he said. 

8ho looked down strain, with a sigh, 
at tbe basket mi her lap—considered a 
little—and tried him once more. 

' Why bus Mr. Julian Gray not been 
here for a whole week?' sno went on. 
'The servants say he has been abroad 
Is that true?' 

It WHS useless to deny it. Horace 
admlltfd that the servants wer« right. 

Her ling'T* suddenly stopped at their 
restless work among the wools; hc-r 
hreath quickened perceptibly, Wba< 
had Julian Uray been doing abroad? 
Had ho been inakinu inquiries? Dm 
lie alone, of all the people who siw that 
terrible meeting, suspect ber? Yes! 

1 His was tbe liner intelligence ; his wa» 
a clergyman's (a Ixmdon clergyman's) 
expert nee of fraiidu anil deceptions, 

isndortli" women who wore guiltyo-
them. Not a donot of It now 1 Julian 
suspected her. 

' when does he cotne back ?' she ask 
ed, in tones so low that Horace could 
barely hear ber. 

• He has come buck already. ITe re
turn! d last ingi*'. 

A faint shade of color stole slowly 
over the pallor of her face. She sud
denly put her bnsket away, and clasp 
ed her bands together lo quiet the 
trembling or them, before she asked 
her next question. 

•Where is—' She paused to steady 
ber voice. 'Where is the person.' «ti-
resumed, 'who came here and Iriabten 
ed uie ?' 

Horace hastened to reai-sure her. 
•The person will not come agiin.'he 
said 'Don't talk of her ! Don't think 
of her!' 

She shook lier bead. ''1 here is some 
tliimx I want to know,' she persisted. 
'How did Mr. Julian Gray become au 
quai(uted with her?' 

This was easily answered. Horace 
mentioned t lie consul at Mannheim,and 
the teller of Introduction. She listened 
e.gerly, and sii i her nest words inn 
louder, firmer tone. 

• She was quite a stranger, then, to 
Mr. Julian Gray—before that?'  

• <iuit© a stranger, ' Horace replied 
No more questions—not another word 

about'her, Grace J I lorbid the sutjoci. 
Come, my own love!' he salJ, taking 
her hand and bendinu over her ten 
derlv, 'rally your spirits! . We ar-
young—wo love each other—now is our 
iiniK to be happy !' 

H» r hand turned suddenly cold, and 
trembled in his. Her head sank wit h a 
helpiess weariness on ber breast. Hor 
ace rwse in alarm. 

' You are cold—you aro fnint,' he 
said. 'Let me get you a glass of wine ! 
—let me mend the fire !' 

The decanters were still on tbe lunch
eon-table. Horace insisted on IIM 
drinking some p^rl-wlne. She barely 
took halt the content a of t bo wine glass 
Kvon that liule told on hor sensitive 
oritanlztlion; It roused h«*r sinking 
energies of body and mind. Alter 
watctung ber anxiously, without at
tracting her notice, Horace left her 
ag'Uii to attend to the fire at the othei 
end oi the room. Her eyes followed 
him stowlv with a hard and tearless 
despair. 'Hilly your spirits,' sb« re 
peatod to herself in a whisper. 'Mv 
spirits! OGod !' She looked round 
her at tbe luxury and beauty of the 
room, as lliose look who take their 
leave of familiar scenes. Tbe moment 

• fter. ber eyes sank, and rested on th-
rich dress that she wor.t-a gifl fr*m 
Lsdy Janet. She thouuhl of the p.isi ; 
she thought of tho future. Was the 
lime near when she would be back 
again in tho R-fuge, or back again In 
the streets?-sho who had been L*d\ 
Janet's adopted daughter, and Horace 
Hoimcmfl's betrothed wife! A sud
den frenzy of recklessness seized on 
her as she thought of the coming end. 
Horace was right; Why not rally her 
spirits? Why not mako the most of 
her time? Tiio last hours of her life 
in that bouse were at hand. Why not 
enjoy ber stolen position while she 
could? 4 Adventuress !' whispered the 
mocking spirit within her. 'bo true to 
your ehsracter. Away with your re-
morse! Remorse Is tbe luxury oi an 
honest woman.' She caught up her 
ba«kcl of wools. Inspired by a new idea. 
•Ring the bell!'sho cried out to I lor-
a CM at tho fire plsce. 

He looked round in wonder. Tho 
sound of her voice was so completely 
altered that he alm<»si fancied there 
must have been another woman In tbe 
room. 

•Ring the bell!' she repeated. *1 
have left, my work up stairs. If yon 
want me to Ik» In goon spirits, I must 
b*ve mv work.' 

Still looking at her, Horsce put his 
hand mechanically to the bell and 
rang. One of the men servants came 
in. 

' Oo up stairs and *sk my maid for 
my work,' shesald, sharply. K»en the 
nisn was taken by surprise: It waa bei* 
habit to speak u> tbe servants with* 
gentleness and consideration which 
hsd long since won all their hearts. 
'Do you bear me I'sbe asked.Impatient
ly. The servant bowed, and went oat 
on his errand. She turned Honuje 
with fl tsblng ojes and fevered cheeks. 

' What t comfort It Is,' she said, 'to 
belonic to the npner class! A p-n»r wo
man bos no malil to dress her, and no 
footman to seed op stairs. Is life 
worth baring, Horace, ou less than 
firs thousand a year?' 

The servant returned with a strip of 
embroidery. She took it with an Inso
lent grace, and told bin to brtog ber a 
footstool. The man obeyed. She to** 
ed tt»o embroidery sway from ber on 
tbe sofa. 'On second thoughts, I don't 
Care about my work,' she said. Take 
It up stair* again.' The perl**;/ 
tsained senr-nt, marveling privately, 
obeyed once wore. Horace, in silent 
astonishment, advanced to the sofa to 
observe her more nearly. 'Hog grsva 
yon k»ok I" she exclaimed, with an air 
M flippant unconcern 'You don't ap-- ap
prove "of my silt in* Idle, prlaraf Any 
thing lo please you! I Raven t got to 
go up and down stairs. Ring tbe bet) 
again.* 

• My dear Grave,' Homes remonstrat
ed. gravely, *you aro quite mistaken. I 
never even t bought of your work.' 

• Never mind; ll'e Inconsistent to 
•end for my work, snd tben send it 
•way again. Ring tbe bell.' • 

Horace looked at her without mov-1 

• ng. 'Gr«e!' he said, 'what baa come 
to vou?' . L 

• How should I know ?' she retorted, 
carelessly. 'Didn't you tell me to rally 
*our spirits? Will you ring the bell, 
or mus1 I ?' 

Horace submitted. He frowned as 
<ie walked back to tbe bell. He was 
oneof the many people who lnstinc-
'Ively resent anv thing that Is new to 
hem. Tills strange outbreak WHS quite 

new to him. For the first time in bis 
life he felt sympathy for a servant, 
when tbe mncb-enduriitg man appear
ed once more. 

• Brinu uiv work back: I have chang
ed mv mind.' With that brief expla
nation sbe reclined luxuriously on tbe 
soft sofa cushions, swinging one of her 
ttails of woo! to und fro'above her bead, 
and lookinii at It laxily as she lay back. 
*1 have a remark to make, Horace,' she 
went on, when ihe door had closed on 
her messeuger. 'It is enlv people in 
our rank of ll!o who get good servants. 
Did vou notice? Nothing upsets that 
man's letnper A servant in a poor 
family w'>uld havo be»*n Impudeut, a 
maid-of-all-work would have wonder
ed wheu I waa going lo know my own 
mind.' Tbe m«n returned with the 
embroidery. This timo sbe received 
him graciously ; she dismissed hl>n 
with ber thank's. 'Haveyou seen your 
mother latelv, Horace?' she aeked.sud 
deuly sittlnit up aud busying herself 
with ber work. 
'  I saw ber yesterday,' Horace an

swered. 
• She understands, I hope, that I am 

not well enough to call oil h«r? She is 
not offended with me?' 

Horace recovered his serenity. The 
deference to bis mother implied in 
Mercy 's questions gently flittered hi* 
self-e'stoein. He resumed his place on 
ibe sofa. 

• Orr.-nded with you!' be answered, 
smiling. 'My dear Grace, sho sends 
you her love. And more than that, 
she has a wedding present for vou.' 

Mercy became absorbed in her work; 
she stooped clcsoover ihe embroidery 
—so close that Horace could not see her 
face. 'I)oyou know what tho present 
is ?' she asked, in lowered tones, speak
ing absently. 

•No. I only know it is wiltlnir for 
von. Shall I go and get it to-day?' 

Sue neither ucceptecl nor relused the 
propositi—she went on with ber work 
more industriously than ever.  

' There >s p'enty of time,' Horace per
sisted. 'I i«n go to dinner.' 

Still she took no nolice : still she nev
er looked up. 'Your inolher is very 
kind to tne,' sho suld, abruptly. 'I 
was afraid, at on • time, that she wou'd 
htnk mo hardly good enough to be 

vour wife.' 
Horace laughed indulgently; his self-

esteem was more gently flattered than 
0 V e r >  ,  ,r  j  

• Absurd !' ho exclaimed. 'My dar
ling, you are connected with L»dy Ja
net Roy Your family is almost as 
uood as» ours.' 

• Almost?' she repeated. 'Only al
most ?' 

I ho momentary levity of expression 
vanished from Horace's face. Tbe 
amily question was far too serious a 

question to ho l'ghtly treated. A bo
oming shadow oi solemnity stole over 

nis manner. He looked as if it was 
Sunday, and be was Just stepping into 
church. 

•liiorn family,' he said,'wo trace 
hack—by my father, to tbe Saxons ; by 
my mother, to the Normans. Lady 
Janet's family is an old family—on ber 
sldeonly,' 

Mercv dropped her embroidery, and 
looked Hor*co full in the face. She, 
to i. attached no common importance 
LO what she had next to say. 
'  If I h-ol not been counected with 

fjidy Janet, '  sho began, '  would you 
ever have thought of marrying me?' 

' >i,v love ! wtiai Is the use of askinit? 
You nvc connected with Lady Janet.' 

She retused to lot him oacape answer
ing her in that way. 

•Suppose I had not b.-en connected 
with L.uly Jaunt,' she persisted. 'Sup
pose I had only been a good girl, with 
nothing but my own merits to speak 
ti>r me, WHal would your mother have 
aaid then?' 

Horace still parried tho question— 
ouly to have the point of it pressed 
botne on him once more. 

• Why do you ask?' he said. 
• I ask to ue answered,' sbe rejoined. 

•Would your mother have liked you to 
tnarrv a poor girl, of no family—with 
nothing but her own virtues to speak 
tor her?' 

Horace was fairly pressed back to the 
wa I, 

' Ir you innst know,' he replied, 
'my mother would have refused to 
sanction such a marriage as that.' 

• No matter bow good ike girl might 
have been ?" 

There was something defiant—almost 
threatening—In her tone. Horace was 
annoyed—and be showed It wheu he 
upok 

• Mv mother would have resl>eat«d 
iho girl, without ceasing to respect her
self,7 he said. * My mother would 
have remembered what was due to tbo 
family name.' 

' And sbe would have said, No,?' 
• She would have said, N 
•Ah!' 
There was an undertone of angry 

contempt in the exclamation, which 
made ifornpe start., 'What is the mat
ter?' he asked. 

• Nothing,' she answered, and took 
up her embroidery again. There he sat 
at her side, anxiously looking at her— 
bis hop* In the future centered In bis 
marriage! Iu a week more, if she 
chose, she might enter that sncient 
lauiitv, of which he bad spoken so 
proudly, «• his wife. *Ob !' she thought, 
• if I d'idn'l love him! if I had only 
bis mercllsaa mother to think of!' 

Uneasily conscious of some estrange 
mont between them, Horace spoke 
agsln. 'Surely I have not offended 
you ?' be said. 

Sbe turned toward bim one® more. 
Tho work drooped unheeded on her 
Up. Her grand eye* softened Into ten
derness. A smile trembled sadly on 
ber delicate Bps. Sbe laid ono hand 
oareaslnglv on bis shonlder. All tbe 
beauty of her voico lent Ha cbarinto 
tbe next words she spoke to blot. Tbe 
woman's heart hnogered In its misery 
for tbe comfort that could only come 
from bis lipa. 

• You would have loved td#, rlorsce— 
without slopping to think of tbe family 
name?' „ 

The family name again! How strange 
ly sbe persisted in coming back to 
that! Horace looked at ber wlniout 
answering, trying vainly to falbom 
what was passing In ber cnlnd. 

Sbe took bis band, aud wrong It 
hard—as If sbe would wring tbe an
swer «nt of blm In that wajr. 

' I'o* wotfld have loved me ?' sbe re
peated. 

Tbe double spell of ber voice and 
ber toncb was on hint. He anawered, 
warmly, 'Under any circumstance*! 
under any name!' 

Sbe pot >>o* arm sroood bla oeck, 
and fixed her eyos on bts. * Is that 
trw?' v 

• Tree se tbe heaven above usl* « 
Sbe drank In tboee frw coramon-

pl.c* eotda with a greedy delight. 
She foiced bim to repeat them In a new 
lortn. 

• No matter who I might have been ? 
For myself alone?' 

• For yourself alone.' # 

She threw both armi amnnd blm, 
and laid ber bead pas«innat*lv on bis 
breat. 'I love vou ! I love you!! I love 
you !!!' Her voice rose with hysterical 
vehement!® at each repetition of the 
words— then suddenly sank to a low, 
hoarse cry of ng- and despair. The 
sanse of ber true position toward blm 
revealed Itself in all its horror ns the 
confession of ber love escaped ber lips. 
Her arms dropped from him; she 
flung herself haek on ttye sofa-cush
ions, hiding her face In her hands. '0», 
leave me!' she moaned, faintly*. ' Go! 
go J' 

H iraco tried to wind his arm around 
her, and rais»> her. She started to her 
feet, and waved him b<u;k frotn her 
with a wild action of her hands, aa if 
she was afraid c»f him 'The wedding 
present!' she cried, seizing the first 
pretext that occurred o her. ' You ot
tered t« bring ine your mother's pres
ent. I am dying to see what it Is. Qo 
and get it!' 

Horace tried to compose her. He 
mitflit as well have tried to compose 
tbe winds and the sea. 

•G'«!* sho repeated, pressing one 
clinched hand on her bosom. ' I am 
not well. Talking excites mo—I am 
hysterical; I shall !>« better alone. Gel 
me tho present. <Jo !' 

' Snail I send L«dy Janet? Shall I 
ring for your maid ?' 

•Send for nobody ! ring for nobody ! 
If you love me—l»ave me hero by my
self! ie«ve ine Instantly!' 

• I sha l l  s ee  you when I coine back ?' 
' Yo-! ves !' 
Tin-re WIIK no alternative but to obey 

h»-r Unwillingly and forebodingly, 
Horace |efi the room. 

She  drew a deep breat h of relief, and 
dropped into the nearest chair. If 
Horace bad staved a moment longer-
she felt it, she know f.—her head 
would h«vo uiven way; she would 
have hursi out before him with the 
terrible truth. 'On!' sbe thouubt, 

j pressing hvr cold bands on her burning 
eves, "if I could only cry, now lliere 
is nobody to see me !" 

The room was emptv ; she bad every 
reason tor concluding she was Alone. 
And yet at that very mom nt there 
were o irs that listened—there were 
eyes waiting to see Iter. 

Liule by little tho door bsbind her 
which I'ace'd the library and led into the 
billiard room was opened noiselessly 
from without, by HII inch at a tune. As 
the opening wss eularaed a hand in a 
black glove.au arm iu u bl ick sleeve, 
appeared, guiding t he movement of t he 
door. An interval oi a moment passed, 
and the worn while face of Grace Rose-
berry showed iiself stealthily, looking 
in'o the dining room. 

Her eyes brightened with vindictive 
pleasure as they discovered Mercy sit
ting alone at tbe further eud of the 
room. Iticu by inch she opened tbe 
door more widely, look ono step for 
ward, and checked herself. A sound, 
just audible at the far end of the con 
serv ttory, had caught ber ear. 

She listened—satisfied herself that 
she was not mistaken—and drawing 
hack with a frown of displeasure, solt 
ly closed the door again, so as to hide 
herself from view. Tuo sound that had 
disturbed Ver was the distant murmur 
of men's voices (apparently two in 
number) talking together in lowered 
tones, at the gardeu entrance t« ihe 
conservatory. 

Who were the men? and what would 
they do next? They might do one oi 
iwo things: ihey might enier the draw
ing room, or they might withdraw 
again by way of tho garden. Kneel
ing behind the door, with her ear at the 
key-hole, Grace Roseberry waited the 
event. 

, CHAPTER XVI. 
TilKY MEBT AGAIN. 

Absorbed in herself, Mercy failed 
to notico the opening door or to hear 
the murmur of voices in tho conserva
tory. 

Th« ono terriblo necessity which had 
been present to ber mind at intervals 
for a week past was confronting her at 
that moment. she owed to Grace 
Roseberry the tardy justice of owning 
the truth. Tho longer her confession 
was delayed, the more cruelly she was 
injuring the woman whom sho had 
robbed of ber Identity—the friendless 
woman who had neither witnesses nor 
papers to produce, who was powerless 
to right ber own wrongs. Keenly as 
sbe felt ibis, Mercy failed, nevertheless, 
to conq-ier tho horror that shook her 
when she thought of the impending 
avowal. Dtv followed day, and still 
she shrank from tho unendurablo or
deal of confession—as she was shrink
ing from it now. 

Was it fear for herself that clossd her 
His? 

She trembled—as any human being 
In her place must havo trembled--at the 
bare idea of finding herself thrown 
back again on the world, which had no 
place In It and no hope In l l  for her. 
But she could have overcome that ter-
ror—she could have resigned berwlf to 
that doom. 

No! U was not tbe fear of the con 
femton Itseir, or the fear of the consc 
quences which must follow It, that still 
held her silent. The horror that daunt
ed her wss the horror of owning to 
Horace snd to Lady Janet t hat sho hsd 
cheated tbern out of their lovo. 

Every day L-»dy Janet wss klndet 
and kinder. Every day Horace wss 
foi.der snd fonder of her. How could 
she confess to I^ady Janel? how could 
sbe own to Horace ihst sbe hsd im
posed upon him ? *1 can'i do it. They 
are so good to mo—I can't do ill' In 
tbst hopeless way it had ended during 
the seven days that hsd gone by. 
In that hopeless way It ended again 
now. * , 

The murmur of the two voices at the 
further end of the conservatory oeaaed. 
Tbe billiard-room door opened again 
slowly, by an incb at a time. 

Mercy still kept her place, uncon
scious of tbe event* that were passing 
around lier. Sinking under the hard 
stress Uid upon it, her mind bad drift
ed liule br liule into a new train of 
thought. For tbe first time abe found 
tbe courage to question ihe future in a 
new way. Supposing ber confession to 
bave been made, or supposing ibe 
women whom sho hsd personated to 
have discovered the means of exposing 
tbo fraud, wbst advantage, *be now 
asked herself, would Miss Grace Rose
berry derive from Mercy Merrick's dis
grace? 

Co a Id Lady Jsoet transfer to tbe 
woman wbo wa« really ber relative by 
marriage the affection wblcb aba bad 
given to tbe woman wbo bad pretended 
to be ber relative? Xo| Alt the right 
tn tbe world would not put tbe true 
Graee Into tbe Dslae Grace's vacant 

Elace. The qu alt ties by wblcb Mercy 
ad won L»*dy Janet's love were tne 

quslilies wblcb were Mercy's own. 
Lady Janet could do rigid Justice— 
but hers wss not lbs heart to give 
Stseir to a strsnger (and to give It-
seSf nnmeervediy) a second time. 
Grace Roseberry woald be formally 
acknowledged—and tbere It would 
ml. 

Was there hope In this new view t 
Yeel There waa tbe false hope of 

in-iking tbe inevitable atonement by 
some other means than by tbe confes
sion of tbe I rand. 

What bad Grace Rosobery actually 
loat by the wromr done to h'sr? Sbe 
bad lost the salary of Lady Janet's 
••companion snd reader." Say that she 
wanted money, Mercy hsd ber savings 
from the generous allowance made io 
ner by Lady Janst; Mercy could offer 
money. Or say that she wanted em
ployment, Mercv's Intereat with Lady 
Janet could off-»r employment, could 
offer any thing Grace oilubi ask, if sbe 
would only come to terms. 

Invigorated by tbe new hope, Mercy 
rose excitedly, weary of inaction in tbe 
empty room. She, who but a few min
utes sine** bad shuddered at tbe thought 
of thei meeting again, was now eager 
to devise a means of finding ber way 

Frivately to an interview with Gr ce. 
• should be done without loes of time 

—on that very day, it possible; by tbe 
next day st the latest. She looked 
round tier mechanically, pondering 
bow to reach the end in view. Her 
eyes rested by cbatiee on the doorof tbo 
billiard mom. 

Waa it fancy ? or did she really see 
tho door first open a Utile, ti eu sud
denly and sottv close again? 

Was It fancy ? or did she really hear, 
at the same inouient, a sound behind 
her as of persons speaking in tbe con 
servaiory ? 

She p-uised; and tooking back in that 
direction, listened inienily. Tho sound 
—it she had really heard it—was no 
longer audible. She advanced toward 
the hi I Hard-room, to set ber first doubt 
ai rest. She sm-tched out ber hand lo 
open the door, when the voices (recog-
nizthle now as tbo voices of two men) 
caught her ear once more. 

This time she was able lo distinguish 
Ibe words ibat were spoken. 

•Any further orders, Sir?' inquired 
ono of the men. 

•Noibiu* more,' replied the other. 
Mercy started, and faintly flushed, as 

t e second voice answered iho first. 
She stood irresolute next to the Itllllard-
room, hesitating what lo do next. 

After an interval tbo second voice 
made itself heard again, advancing 
nenrer lo the dining room: 'Are you 
there, aunt?' it asked cautiously. 
Tuere was a moment's pause, then tbe 
voico spoke for ihe third liuie, sound 
• tig louder and nearer 'Are you ibeie?' 
It reiterated ; 'I have something to tell 
you.' Mercy suntH'Oned ber resolu 
Hon, and answered, 'Lilly Janet Is not 
here.' Sue turned as she spoke tow rd 
ibe conservatory door, and confronted 
ou the threshold Julian Gray. 

They looked at one another without 
exuhaugltik! a word on either aide. Tne 
situation—lor widely different reasons 
--was equally eiub.irras*ing lo boih ol 
ibetu. 

There—as Julian saw her—waa tbe 
woman forbidden to blm, ihe woman 
whom he loved. 

Tnerti—as Mercy saw Aim—was the 
man whom sbe dreaded, lb man*bo*e 
«c ions (as she interpreted bun) proved 
lhat be suspected ber. 

Ou tbe surface of It, the Incidents 
which bad marked ibelr first meeting 
were now exactly repealed, with ihe 
ono difference that the impulse to with
draw this tittle appeared to bo on the 
man's side aud not on the woman's, ll 
was Mercy who spoke flrat. 

' Dili you expect io find Ltdy Janet 
here?' she asked, constrainedly. 

He answered, on his part, more con
strainedly still. 

•It doesn't matter,' ho said. 'An 
other tune will do." 

He drew back as ho made tbe reply. 
She advanced desperately, with the de-
lltiorate Intention of detaining htin by 
Speaking to hitn. 

Tho attempt which ho had made to 
withdraw, the constraint in his manner 
when he had answered, nad Instantly 
confirmed her .In the t.ilse convlct'ou 
thai be, aud bo alone, bad guessed the 
truth! ll she was liabt—if he bad 
secretly made discoveries abroad w hich 
placed her entirely at his inercy—the 
attempt to indulge Grace to consent to 
a compromise with her would be inanl 
festly useless. H r first and foremost 
luterest now was to find out how she 
really stood In ihe estimation oi Julian 
Gray. In a terror of suspense, that 
turned tier cold from hoad io too , she 
slopped hitn on his way out, and spoke 
to him Willi the piteous counterfeit of a 
smile. 

• Lady Janet Is receiving some visi
tors," sho said. 'If you will wait here, 
sho will be back directly.' 

Tbe effort of hiding her ngitatlon 
from him had brought a pa-slug color 
to hor cheeks Worn and wasted as 
she was. the spell of her beauty was 
strong enough to hold him against his 
own will. All he bad to tell Lady 
Janet was that he had met one or the 
gardeners In tho conservatory, and had 
cautioned hi«n as well as the lodge 
keeper. It would have been easy io 
wr.to this, and to send the note to hi* 
aunt on quitting the bouse. For the 
sake of his own pesceof mind, lor the 
sane of bis duty to Horace, he w i 
doubly bound to make tbe first polite 
excuse tbst occurred to him, and to 
leave her as he bad found her, alone In 
the room. He made tbo attempt, and 
hesitated. Despairing himself fordoing 
it, he allowed himself io look at her. 
Their eyes met. Julian stepped Into 
the dining-room. 

•It I am not In the way,' be said, 
confusedly, • I will wait, as you kindly 
propose.' -

She noticed his embarrassment; she 
saw that he was strongly restraining 
himself from looking at ber again. 
Her own eyes dropped to tbe ground as 
sbe made tho discovery. Her speech 
failed ber; her heart throbbed taster 
and faster 

•ir I look at him agsln'(was the 
thought In her mind) 'I shall fall at 
bis teet and tell bim all tbat I have 

•If I look at ber again' (was tbe 
thought In AM mind) 'I shall fall at her 
feel and tell nor tbat I am in love wltb 

With downca-t eyea he placed a chair 
for ber. Wltb downcast eyee sbe 
bowed to blm snd took it. A dead 
silence followed. Never was human 
Ditsanderstanding more Intrioatoly 
comidele than tbe misunderstanding 
which bad now established Itself be
tween those two. 

Mercy's work-basket was near her. 
8»ie took It, and gained time for coco-
posing herself by pretending to arrange 
the colored wools. He stood behind her 
chair, looking at tbe graceful tarn of 

i ber head, looking at tbe r cb msssee of 
; ber hair. He reviled himself as the 
i weakest of men, as tba falsest of Iriends, 
| for remaining near ber—and yet be re-

The silence continued. The bllllard-
ronm door opened again nolseleealy. 
Tbe face of ibe listening woman ap
peared stealthily behind U. 

At tbe same moment Mercy roused 
bereelf and spoke: "Won't yon sit 
down ?' sbe satd, softly, still not look
ing round at him, still busy with ber 
iMMMtetof wool*. 

He turned to get a chair--turned so 
quickly that be saw tbe billiard-room 
doos move, as Grace Roeeherry cloeed It 
again. . 

• Is there any one in tbat room ?' he 
asked, addrewlng Mercy. 

•I don't know,' ahe answered. 'I 

•bought I saw tbedwor open <-nd shut 
again a little while ago.' 

He advsucod at onoe to look into tbe 
room. As he did so Mercy dropp d 
one of her balls of wool. He stopp d 
to pick it up for her—then threw op n 
the door and looked into tbo billiard-
room. It was empty. 

Had some person been listening, and 
bad that person retreated in time to 
escape discovery? The open door of 
the smoking-room showed that room 
also to tie empty. A third door was 
open—tbe door of tbe side-ball, leading 
Into tbe grounds. Julian closed ana 
locked it, and returned to tho dluiug-
room. 

•I can only suppose,' he said to Mer- : 

ey, 'that the billiard-room door was | 
not properly shut, and that the draught 1 
of air from the hall must havo moved ! 
It.' 

She accepted tbe explsnatlon in si
lence. He was, to all appearances,,not a 
quite satisfied with li himself. For a 
moment or so he looked about bim un
easily. Then tbe old fascinatiou fas
tened Us hold on blm again. Once more 
he looked at tbe graceful turn of ber 
head, at tbe rich masses of her hnir. 
Tbe courage to put tho critical question 
to him, now tbat she hsd lured bltn into 
remaining in the room, was still a 
courage ibat failed her. Sbo remained 
as busy as ever wi h her work—too 
busy io look at bim : too busy lo speak 
to bltn. Tbe silence became unendur
able. He broke ll by making a com
monplace Inquiry alter her beallh. 

• I am well euough to be ashamed of 
tbe anxiety I have caused and the trou
ble I havo given,' sbo answered. 'To
day I have goi down stairs for tho first 
time. 1 am trying to do a little work.' 
She looked into the basket. Tho vari
ous specimens of wool In It were partly 
it. balls and partly In loose skeins. The 
skeins wore mixed and tangled. • Here 
is sad confusion !' she exclaimed, tim
idly, with a faint smile. ' How am 1 
lo set li right again V 

• L° mi help you,' said Julian 
•You?' 
• W,,y not?' he asked, with momen

tary return of tbe quaint humor wiuuh 
sho remembered so well. ' You forget 
that I am a curate. Curates aro privil
eged to make themselves useful to 
young ladles. I*et mo try.' 

lie took a slool at her feet, and sot 
himself to unravol one of the tangled 
skeins. In a miiiuto the wool was 
stretched on his bands, and the loose 
end was ready for Mercy to wind. 
There was something In ibe trivial ac
tion, and in tho homely attention it im
plied, which iu some degree quieted 
lierfearof him. Sbe begen to roll the 
wool off bis bands Into a ball. Thus 
occupied, she said ihe daring words 
which were to lead him little by liule 
into betraying his suspicions, if be did 
indeed suspect the truth, 

• CHAPTER XVII. 
THE GUAKIUAN ASOKL. 

• You were here when I fainted, wore 
vou not?' Mercy bogan. 'You must 
think tne a sad coward, oven for a wo
man.' 

He shook his bead. 'I am far from 
thinking that,' ho replied. 'No cour
age could havo sustained tho shock 
which fell ou vou. I don't wonder Hint 
you fainted. I don't wonder Unit you 
have been 111.' 

She paused In rolling up the ball of 
w>ol. What did those wonls of unex-
pec'od sympathy mean? Was ho lay
ing a trap tor her? Ur*ed by that se
rious doubt, she questioned hini more 
boldly. 

• Horace tells me you havo been 
abroad,' she said. 'Did you enjoy your 
holiday ?' 

• It waft no holiday. 1 went abroad 
because I thought It right to make cer
tain Inquiries—' He slopped there,un
willing to roiurn toa subject that was 
pilnIul lo ber. 

Hor voice sank, ber fingers trembled 
round the ball of wool; but sho man
aged to go on. 

' Did you arrivo at any results?'she 
usked. 

•At no results worth mentioning.' 
Tne caution or that reply renewed 

her worst suspicion of liitn. In sheer 
despair, she spoke out plainly. 

• I want to know your opinion—'she 
began. 

' Gently !' said Jullan. 'Yon aro en-
tingling' the wool again.' 

• I want to know your opinion of tho 
person who so terribly frightened mo. 
Do you think her—' 

• Oo I think ber—what?' 
• Do you think her an adventuress?' 
(As she said those words the brancbos 

or a shrub In tbo conservatory woro 
noiselessly parted by a hand In a black 
glove. Tbo tacoof Grace Roseborry ap
peared dimly behind the leaves. Un-
dl«covered, she bad escaped from tbo 
billiard-room, and had stolen ber way 
into lbs conservatory as tbo safer hid
ing place of the two. Behind tho sbrub 
sbe could see »s well as listen. Bo-
tiind ihe sbrnb she waited as patieutly 
as ever.) 

• I take a more merciful view,' Julian 
answered. 'I believe sho Is acting un
der a delusion. I don't blame her; I 
piiv her.' 

•'You pity her?' AsM*rey repeated 
tbe words, sbe tore ofl Julian's bands 
the last few lengths of wool left, and 
thr-w the lm|Ksrioctlv wound skein 
back Into thobaskot. 'Does that mean,' 
sho resumed, abruptly, 'that you be
ll ve her ?' 

Julian rose from his seat, snd looked 
at Mercy In astonishment. 

• GIMKI heavens. Miss Roseborry ! 
what put such sn idea as tbat Into your 
head ?' 

• I atn little better than a strangor to 
vou,' sbe rejoined, wltb an effort to as-
• ime a justing tone. 'You met that 
person before you met with me. It Is 
n it so very far from pitying her to ho-
Itevlng her. How could I feel sore 
tbat you might not suspect me ?' 

•Su«o»oi you !' be exclaimed. 'You 
don't know bow you dls ress, how you 
•hock me. Suspect you! The bare 
Idea of It never entered my mind! Tho 
m m doesn't live wbo trusts you more 
Implicitly, who believes In you more 
d -voKHfly than I do.' 

His eyes, bis voice, bis msnner, sll } 
told ber tbat those words came from 
tbe heart. Sbe oontrssied bts generous * 
confidence in ber (tbe con file nee of 
which sbe was unworthy) with ber on-
grsi-lons distrust of him. Not only bad 
she wronged Grace Roseberry—she 
had wronged Jollau Gray. Could sbo 
deceive htm as sbe bad deceived the 
others? Onld she meanly accept that 
implicit trust, tbst devoted belief? 
Never bsd sbe fell the base submissions 
wblcb her own Imposture condemned 
her to undergo with a loathing oftboin 
so overwhelming ss tbe loathing tb«t 
she felt now. In horror of herself, sbe 
turned ber bead aside, in silence, and 
sbrsnk from meeting his eye. Ho no
ticed tbe movement, placing his own 
interpretation on it. Advancing closer 
be aaked anxiously If be bad offended 
ber. „ 

•Yon don't know bow yoorconfi
dence touches me,' she said, without 
looking np. 'You little think bow; 
keenly I feel your kindness.' 

Sbe checked henwlf sbruptly. Her 
fine tact warned ber tbat she was speak
ing too warmly—that the expression of 
her gratitude might strike blm as be-

I 
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