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CHAPTER XV.

WOMAN'S REMORSE.

1 hLix feot to bis ow
satisfaction, Horace turned
frors  the fire place, and dis-

{ that he and Lady Janet were

LTI
entire
round
cover
alone.

COun 1 sce Grace 2" he nsKed,

The ¢ tone
ques n—n tone, as it were, of proprie-
tor<hip in Grace’ ~]ut-"l on Lady Ja
the moment, For the tirst time

Ty

net at

in her lite she found berself comparing |

Horaece with Julinn—to Horuce's disad
vantage, He was rieh; he was a gen-
tleman of ancient lineage ; he bore an
unblemished charseter, But who had
the strong brain? who had

ENobody ean sen her,” answe red Lo
dy Janet. *Not even you !’

“The tone of the reply was sharp, with
adash of frony o it
modern young man,
and an tudeps ndent income, whoisce

) |)v~'~nvn|~!||4n

that irony can
‘ enough to

frunlt y mn Hornee {(with
politeness) decfined to consider himself
Anc-wered
*Does your lads
Rosetorry
*1 mean

yiubile of understandiog
-

<hiip
be asked

Roseberry isin

isin bed?
that Miss
hor room. 1 mean that
tricd to persuade  Miss
ind come down stnirs
I mean
to

loseberry to
dress and tried
i vain
horrvor
Nikaly
How many
own Lady J

rating, it

do ftor
You

more meanings of her
miight gone on

=0
o do tor
net huve
onui 18 nol
At her third sentence a sound in the ii-
briary caught her ear through the in
completely closed door, and suspended
the next herlips. H-.race
heard it also, 1
(traveilng noearer and nearer
Jibrary carpet) of w sitken dress,

(In the mterval whilea coming event
rowaing in astate of uncertainty, what
i it the inevitable tendency of every

snglishmuan under toirty to do? s
inevitanla tenden oy 18 to usk somebody
to bet on the He can nomore
resist it than ho resist litting bis
stick or bis umbrelia, in the ubsence of
agun, and pretending to if a
bird flies by him while he is for n
walk

s wWhannt will  ye
this s not Grace

Her lndyship U

words on

nt,

N

oV

shoot
out

ur lndyship
?* eried Horace,

'K no notice of the

proposil ; her attention re mained fixed |
rustiing |
sound stopped for a moment, The door |

on tbhe library door. The

was sty pushed open, The false Girace
Rosebwrry entered the room.

Horqeo ad vaneed to meet her, opened |

his lips to spoak, and stopped —struck

dumb by tho change in his ufll inced |

wite since he had seen her last Some
terribie oppression seemed to have
erushiend her, It was asif she had actu-

ally shrunk in height as well as in sub- |

stance. She walked more slowly than
usial ; shespoke more rarely than usu-
fin alower tooe,
pefore the fatal visit
the strangor from Mannheim, it was
the wreek of the woman that now ap-
pearsd, 1nstead of the woman herself
And vet thers was the old charm still
o113 the grandeur
the delicate sym
tho unsought
-ina word,
w h sut-
rimne itsell

al, ar
had seen her

gurviving through it
withe bead and oye
metry of the |
grace of every
the unconquerabis
fering can not destroy which
ja poweriess to wear out

Ledy Janet advanced, and took
with hearty Kindness by both bhands,

My dear ehild, welecoma smong us
agiin! You have come down stuirs to
plesss me A

sShe bent her head in silent acknowl
edgement that it Lady Janet
l-nvulnl to Horace: ‘Here

Grave,'

She nover looked up
missive, her eyes fixed on a little basket
wools which bung on her
arm., ‘Thank vou, Lady Janet' she
said, faintly, “Thank you, Horace.'

Horseo i-‘n:wmi her arm in his, and
lod her to the sofa, Snbe shivered as
she took her seat, and
It was the first timeshe had seen the
dining room since the day when she
had found herself face to fach with the
dead-alive,

*Why do you come here, my love?
asked Lady Janet, ‘Thedrawing room
would have been warmer and a pleas.
anter place for you.’

# [ gaw a cxrriage at the front-door,
was afraid of meeting with visitors in
the drawing-room.’

As she made that reply, the servant
oamie in, and announced the visitors'
names. Lady Janpet sighed wearily.
‘1 must go and get rid of them,' she
add, resigning hersell to  circum-
sances. *What will yor do, Grace ?”

‘I will stay here, it you please.’

‘I will keep her company,” added
Horace,

Lady Janet hositated. She had prom-
jsed to see  her nephew in the dining-

s,
nros,
movement-

Doauty ul

her

WaN 8O

is some.

of colored

roowion his return to the house-—and |

to see bim alone. Would there be time
enough to get rid of the visitors and to
establish her adopted daughter in the

empty drawing-room before Julian ap- |

soared ? It was ten minutes’ walk o
¥

the lodge, and be had to make the gate- |

understand his instructions.

keeper
ed that she had time

Lady Janet decid

2 1 !
in which he puatthe|

the great |
heart 2 Which was the man of the two? |

But where is the
poss-xsed of health |

nddress |
perieet |

mean that Miss |
I have twice |
thut what Miss Rose- |

Me, she is not |

ensay to ciculate, |

wits the rustling sound |
over the |

bet that
|

To thoso who |
ot

oy who has been longing to see you, |

shie stood sub- |

looked round. |

|
I

o 2y - e e

enough at her disposal, o nodded
kindly to Meray, und left heralone
with her lover,

Hornee seated himsaelf in the vacan!
place on the sofa,  So far #s5 iL was in
bis nature tod=vote himseif 1o any one

e was devored to Merey, 1 am griev
ed 1o see how von hava suffered.’ be
said, with honest distress in his facsas
he looked at her, ‘Tryto forget w hat
has happened.'

{ Lkam trving to forget,
of it mueh?’

*My durling, it is too contemptible
to ba thought of’

She placed bher work hasket on her
lap. Her wasted fingers began absent
ly sariing the wools inaide,

*Huave yvou seen Mr, Julian Gray ?
she nsked, snddenly.

‘Yes.'

f Wihnt
looked at
steadily scrutinizing his face,
took refuge in prevarication,
*1 realiy haven't asked for Julian's
infon,” he said,

She looked down again, with a sigh,
at the basket on herlap—considered a
littla—and tried him oncs more,

* Why has Mr. Julian Gray not been
| here fora whole week 7' she went on.
“T'he servants sny he has been abroad
Is that true ?’

It was useless to deny Horace
admitted that the servants were right

Her fingers suddenly stopped at their
restless work among the wools: her
breath quickened perceptibly, Whan
bad Julian Gray been doing abroad?
| Had he been making inquiries? Do

{all the people who saw that
ting, suspect her? Yes!
w the finer intelligence ; his was

Do youthink

does he say abont it ?' She

Horace

| of

it

Horsce for the first time, | went on, when the door had closed on

i
i
i

Lman's

| mind.*

+ elargyman’s (a London clergyman's) |

experience ol frauds and deceptions
and of the women who were guilty o
theni, Not s donvtof it now! Julisn
suspected her.
‘s \WWhen does he come back ?' she ask
ed, in low that Horace could
barely hear ber,
¢ H{e has come back already.
ftarned last nig!
A faint sh lor stole slowly
over the puallor of ber face. She sad
fdenly put her basket away, and clasp
ed ber hands together quiet the
[ trembling of them, before she asked
her next question,
‘Where is—' She paused to steady
her voice. *Where is the person,’ sh.
| resumed, ‘who came here and frighten

ed me?’

tones so

He re-

Lo

Horace hastened to reassure her.
| “The person will not come agtin,’ he
satd  *Don’t taik of her! Doun'tthink
| of her!'

She shook her head. ‘Thereis some
thing I want to know ' she persisted
‘How did Mr, Julian Gray become ac
quaigted with her?’

This was eusily answered, Horace
| mentioned the consul at Mannheim and
the lotter of introduction. She listened
esgerty, and sai i her next words inuo
louder, tirmer tone,

*She was quite a stranger, then, to
Mr. Julinn Gray—before that 2’

TQuite a stranger, ' Horace replied
No more questions—not another word
‘hout ‘her, Graee ! I orbid the subjeet,
Come, my own love!” he said, taking
| ber haund and bending over her ten

derlyv, ‘rally your spirits! = We ar
voung—we love each other—now is our
tiime Lo be happy 12

He ¢ hund turned suddenly eold, and
trembled in his, Her bead sank with s
helpiess weariness on her breast, Hor
wee rose in alarm,

*You are cold—you are faint,’ he
suid, ‘Let me get youn glass of wine!
—Jet me mend the fire !

The decanters were still on the lunch-
eon-table, Horaee insisted on hey
dripking some port-wine. She barely
100k halt the contentsofthe wine glass
Even that little told on her sensitive
organiz tion; it roused her sinking
lenergies of body and mind.,  Atter
| watening her anxiously, without at-
| tracting  her notice, Horace left her
| ugain to attend to the fire at the othes
end ot the room, Her eyes followed
| him stlowly with a hard and tearless
despair, “Rally your spirits, she re
peated to herselfin a whisper. ‘My
spirits ! OGod Y Sne looked round
perat the luxury and beauty of the
L roomn, uS8 look who take their
| lonve of famdliar scenes, The moment
frer, ber eyes sunk, and rested on the
{ rich dress that she wore—a gift from
| Lady Janet. She thoughtof the past ;
«he thought of the future. Was the
time nesr when she would be back
again in the Refuge, or back again in
the streets ? —she who had been Lady
Janet's adopted daughter, and Horace
Holmeroft's betrothed wite! A sud-
den frenzy of recklessness seized on
her ns she thought of the coming end,
Horace was right; Why not rally her
[spirita? Why not make the most of
her time? The last hours of herlife
in that houss were at hand,  Why not
enjoy her siolen position while she
could ? *Adventuress!’ whispered the
mocking spirit within her, ‘be true to
your character. Away with your re.
morse ! Remorse is the Juxury otan
honest woman.! She eaught up her
basket of wools, inspired by & naw jdea,
‘Ring the bell !’ she cried out to Hor-
ace ut the fire place,

He looked round in wonder,
sound of her voice was 80 completely
dtered that he almost fancied there
must have !
room

‘Ring

have jefi

those

repeated, ‘I
It you

bell!' she

work up stairs,

the
my

want me to bo in good spirits, I must |

have my work.'

Siill looking at her, Horsce put his
mechanieally to the bell and
One of the

hand
rang.
in,

my work,' shesaid, sharply.

gentleness and consideration  whieh
had long sinee won all
‘Do vou bear me ' she asked impatient-
ly. The servant bowed, and went out

on hiserrand. She

*What a comfort it s she sald, to
belong tothe upper class! A poor wo-
man has no maid 1o dress h»f, and ne
Lfootman 1o send up stairs.  Is
worth baving, Horace, on less than
five thousand a year?'

embroidery.

footsteol, The man obayed, She toss
i od the embroidery away from her on
fthe sofa. ‘On second thoughts, I don't
care about my work,' she said, "Take
it up stairs again' The perfec.y
tpained servant,
obeyed onee more,
astonishment, advanesd to the sofa to
obwerve her more aearly. ‘How grave
you look !
ot flippant unconcern. ‘You don't ap-
prove of my sitting idle, perbaps? Any
thing to please you!
go up and down stairs,
agwin’

* My dear Grace," Horace remonsirat-
ed. gravely, ‘'you are quite mistaken, I
pever even thought of your work.'

* Never mind; it's ipeonsistent to
send for my work, and then send it
away sgain,  Riog the bell!

Horace looked at her without mov-’

| gelfpstosin,

[ 1« ?' she usked, in lowered tones, speak-

The ’

won another woman iu the '
1 wth 1 th [ter?

men Servanis came |

{*it T didn't love him! if [ had only
‘Goup staire and ask my maid for|
Even the |
man was taken by surprise: it was her|
{babit to speak to the servants witha |

life |
! for the comfort that could only come
. : i from his lips.

The servant returned with a strip of |
She took it with an inso- |
lent grace, and told bim to bring bher a |

marveling privately,
Horsce, in silent |

she exclaimed, with an air

I paven't gol to |
Ring the bell)

| have remembered what was due to the

| marriage !

fyou? he said,
their hearts, |
| The work dro
{lmp.
turned o Horaoe |
with flashiog eves and fevered cheeks, |

| beauty of her voice lent its charm to
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‘ng. ‘Graea! he said, ‘what has come
to you?'

‘How should I know ?’ she retorted,
carelessly. ‘Didn't you tell me to rally
vour spirits? Will you ring the bell,
armus: 1?2

Horace submitted. He frowned as
ne walked back to the bell, He was
oneof the many people who instine-
‘ively resent anv thing that is naw to

hem. This strange outhkreak was quite
new to him, For the first time in bis
life he felt svmpathy for a servant,
when the much-enduring man sppear-
ed once more,

* Bring my work back: 1 have chang-
ed my mind.! With that brief expla-
nation she reclined luxuriously on tha
soft sofa-cushions, swinging one of her
balls of wool to and froabove her head,
and looking at it luzily asshe lay back.
‘I have a remark to muke, Horaee,” she

her messenger. ‘It is enly people in
our rank of lite who get good servants,
Did you notice? Nothing upsets that
temper A servant in & poor
family would bave been impudent,a
maid-of-all-work would have wonder-
wd when | was going to know 1y own
The man returned with the
smbroidery. This time she received
him gracionsly ; she dismissed himn
with her thunks, “Have you seen yoor
mother lutely, Horace ?' she asked sud
denly sitting up and busying hersel!
with ber work.

‘I saw her vesterday,” Horace an-
swered,

« She understands, I hope, that T am
not well enough to eall on her? She is
not offended with me?’

Horace recovered his serenity,
deference to his mother implied in
Merey's questions gently fl atered bis
He resumed his place on

The |

the sofa,

cOff=nded with you!" he answered,
smiling. My dear Grace, she sends
voun her love. And more than that,
<he has a wedding present for you.'

Mercy became absorbed in bher work;
<he stooped close over the embroidery
—s0 close that Horaee could not see her
face. ‘Do you know what the present
ing absently.

“No. Tonly know it is waiting for
von, Shall I goand get it to-day ?'

Sne neither sceepted nor refused the
proposal—she went on with her work
more industriously than ever.

‘There s plenty of time,” Horace per-
sisted. ‘I ean go todinner.’

Still she took no notice : still she nev-
or looked up. ‘Your mother is very
kind to me, she said, abruptly. ‘I
was afraid, at on - time, that she wou'd

hink me hardly good enough®to be
vour wife.’

Horace laughed indulgently; his self-
esterin was more gently flattered than
ever,

« Absurd !’ be exclaimed. ‘My dar-
ling, vou ure conuected with Tidy Ja-
net Roy Your family is almost as
2006d as ours.’

« Atimost ?' she repeated.
most ?'

L he momentary levity of expression
vanished from Horace's face, The
amily question was far too serious a
question to be lightly treated. A be-

oming shadow o1 solemnity stole over
nis manner. He looked as if it was
Snnday, and he was just stepping into
church. :

“Inorr family,” he said, ‘we trace
buck—Dby my fatber, to the Saxons; by
my mother, to the Normans, Lady
Janet's funily is an old family—on ber
side cnly,’

Merey dropped her embroidery, and
looked Horsce full in the face. She,’
109, attrnched no common ilnpl)rh\noe
to what she had next to say.

‘It I had not been connected with
Lady Janet, she began, *would you
vyer, have thought of marrying me?’

My love! what is the use of asking?
You are connected with Lady Janet.’

She reiused to let him escape answer-
ing herin that way.

*Suppose I had not been connected
with Lady Janet,” she persisted. *Sup-
pose | had only been a good girl, with
notbing but my own uierits to speak
forme,  What would your mother have
said then?’

Horace still parried the question—
only to have the point of it pressed
home on him once more,

*Why do you ask ?’ hesaid.

‘T ask to ko answered,” she rejoined.
‘Would your mother have liked you to
marry & poor girl, of no family—with
nothing but her own virtues to speak
tor her?’

Horace was fairly pressed back to the
wa l,

‘If you must know,’ he replied,
‘my mother would bave refused to
sanction such & marringe as that,’

* No matter how good the girl might
have been 7"

There was something defiant—almost
threatening—in ber tone. Horace was
unnoyed-—and he showed it when he
spoke,

* My mother would have respected
the girl, without cessing to respect her-
self,’ ho said. * My mother would

‘Only al-

y

family name,’

* And she would have said, No?'

‘She would have said, N’

‘Ab?

There was an undertone of angry
contempt in the exclamation, which
mnde Horaeo start,  *What is the mat-
he asked,

¢ Nothing,' she answered, and took
up her emboroidery again, There he sat
at her side, anxiously looking at her—
bis hopa in the future centered in bis
Iu a week wmore, if she
echose, she might enter that ancient
tamily, of which he bad spoken so
proudiy, as his wife, 'Ohb " she thought,

bis merciless mother to think of !
Uneasily conscious ol some esirange

ment besween them, Horace spoke

agnin, *Surely I bave not offended

She turned toward ham onece more.

wped unheeded on her
Her unm‘ eyes softened into ten-
derness, A smnile trembled sadly on
her delicate lips. She laid one band
caressingly on his shoulder. All the

the next words she spoke to him. The
woman's heart huogered in its misery

| dropped

| pressing her cold hands on her burning

« You would have loved rae, Horace-- |
without stopping (o think of the family |
name?’

The family name again! How
Iy she persisted in coming
that! Horace
answeripg, trying vainly to fathom |
what was passing in her mind.

She took his band, and wrung it |
hard-—as if she would wring the an-
swer out of bim in that way, |

‘ You would have loved me?’ she re-

ated,

The double spell of her voice and
her touch was on him, He anawered, |
warmly, *‘Under any cireumsiances!
under any name !’ |

She put one arm sround his neek, |
and fixed her eves on his,  ‘Is that'

strange |
back to/

ftrue T |

“True as the heaven above us !’

She drank in those few common- '
plaos words with a greedy delight |
She foreed bim to repeat them In & new |
torm,

looked at her without g

{ to be her relativ

o mutter who [ might have been ?
For myself alone ?

* For vourself alone,’

She thraw both armns around him,
and laid her head pussionatelv on his
breat. ‘I love voa ! I iova you!! I love
you!!! Her voice rose with hysterical
vehewmenee at each repetition of the
words—then suddenly sank to a low,
hoarse cry of reg- and despair. The
sense of her true position toward him
revealed itself in all its borror »s the
confession of her love escaped her lips,
Her arms dropped from  him; she
flung herself back on the sofa-cush-
jons, hiding her face in her hands, ‘On,
leave mie !’ she moaned, faintly, *Go!

W

H srace tried to wind his arm around
her, and ruise her, She started to her
feet, and waved bim back from her
with a wild action of her hands, as if
she was afraid of him. *‘The wedding
present !’ she cried, seizing the first
pretext that oceurred (o her. * You ot-
fered to bring me your mother’s pres-
ent. | am dying to see what it is. Go
and getit!”

Horace tried to compose her. He
mizht as well have tried to compose
the winds and the sea,

*G Y she repeated, pressing
clinched hand on bher bosomn.
not well, Talking excites me—I amn
hysterical ; [ shall ba better alone. Get |
me the present Go!

*Snall 1 send Ludy Junet?
ring for your maid ?’

+Send Tor nobody ! ring for nobody !
If vou love me—leave me here by my-
selT! tesve me instantly !’

[ ~hall see you when I come back ?'

*Ye-! yes!

There was no alternative but toobey
her  Unwillingly and forebodiogly,
Horaes [+t the room,

She drew a deep breath of relief, and
into the nearest chair. If
Horace had stayed 2 moment longer—
she felt it, she knew 1.—her head
would have given way; she would
have burst out hefore him with the
terrible truth. ‘On!' she thought,

one
‘T am |

Shall T

eves, it [ could only ery, now there
is nobody to see me!’

The room was empty; she had every
reason tor concluding she was alone.
And yet at that very mom nt there
were oqrs that listened—there were
eyes waiting to see her.

Little by little the door bahind her
which faced the library and led into the
Lillinrd room was opened nciselessly
from without, by un 1nch st a time, As
the opening wus enlareed a band in «a
black wlove, an arm in & Llick sieeve,
appeared, guiding the movement of the
door. An interval o1 a mowment passed,
and the worn white face of Grace Rose-
berry showed itself stealthily, looking
into the dining-room.

Her eyes brightened with vindictive
pleasure us they discovered Mercy sit-
ting alone at the further eud of the
room. Inen by inch she opened the
door more widely, took one step for
ward, and checked herself. A sound,
just audible at the far end of the con
serv tory, had caught her ear.

She listened—saunstied herself that
she wus not mistaken—and drawing
back with a frown of displeasure, sott
ly closed the door again. so as to bide
herself from view, Toe sound that had
disturbed ser was the distant murmur
of men's voices (apparently two in
number) talking together in lowered
tones, it the garden entrance te the
conservatory.

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

CHAPTER XV
THEY MEET AGAIN,

Absorbed in herself, Mercy failed
to notice the opening door or to hear
the murmur of voices in the conserva-
torv.,

Tha one terrible necessity which had
been present to her mind at intervals
for & week past was confronting her at
that moment, She owed to Grace
Roseberry the tardy justice of owning
the trath, The longer her contession
was delayed, the wmore cruelly she was
injuring the woman whom she had
robbed of her identity—the triendless
woman who had neither witnesses nor
pupers to produce, who wias powerless
to right bher own wrongs, Keenly as
she felt this, Mercy failed, nevertheless,
to conqaer the horror that shook ber
when she thought of the impending
avowal, Dayv followed day, and still
she shrank from the unendurable or-
deal of confession—as she was shrink-
ing from it now.

Was it fear for herself that closed her
livs ?

She trembled—as any human being
in her place must have trembled--at the
bare idea of finding herself thrown
buck again on the world, which had no
viwee in it and no hope in it for ker.
3ut she could huve overcome that ter-
ror--she could have resigned hersolf to
that doowmn,

No! it was not the fear of the con
fession itself, or the fear of the conse
quences which must follow it, that stili
neld her silext. The horror that daunt-
ed her was the horror of owning to
Horace and to Lady Janet that she had
cheated them out of their love.

Every day Lady Junet was kinder
and kinder, Everv duy Horace was
for.der and fonder of her. How could
she confess to Lady Janet? bow couid
she own to Horace that she bhad im-
posed upon him? ‘I can’t doit. They
are 8o good to me—I can’t do it!" In|
that hopeless way it had ended during |
the seven days that had gone by, |
In that hopeless way it ended again
now, °* !

The murmurof the two voices at the |
further end of the conservatory ceased.
The billiard-room door opened ngnmg
slowly, by an inch at a time,

Mercy still kept ber place, unmn-i

{

seious of the events that were passing
around her. Sioking under the hard |
stress laid upon it, her mind bhad drifn- |
ed little by little into a new train of |
thought. For the first time sbe found |
the courage to question the future in a |
new way. Suppesing her confession to
thave been made, or sapposing the |
woman whom she had personated to
have discovered the mmeans of exposing
the fraud, what advantage, she now

! asked herself, would Misx Grace Rose-

verry derive from Merey Merrick's dis-

racn?
Could Lady Janet transfer to the

| womnn who was really her relative by

martizge the affection which she had
given to the woman who had pretended
No! Alithe right
in the world would vot put the true
Grace into the false Graca's vacant
place. The qualities by which Mercy
had won Ludy Janet’s love were the
alities which were Merey's own,
dy Janet could do rigid justice—
but hers was not the heart (o give
fteelf to a stranger (and to give jt-
wif unreservediy) a  secopd time,
Grace Roseberry would be formally
acknowledged — and tbere it would
end.

Wase there hope in this new view ?

Yes! There was the false hope of
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making the inevitable atonement by
some other means than by the confes-
slon of the trand,

What had Grace Roscbery actually
lost by the wroog done to her? She
had lost the salary of Lady Janet's
“compunicn and render.” Say thut she
wanted money, Mercy had her savings
from the generous allowance maude o
ner by Lady Janet; Mercy could offer
money. Or say thut she wanted em-
ployment, Mercv's interest with Lady
Junet could offsr employment, coutd
offer any thing Grace might ask, if she
would enly come Lo terms,

Invigorated by the new hope, Mercy
rose excitedly, weary of inaction in the
ewpty rooin, She, who but & faw win-
utes since bad shuddered at the thought
of thei. mevting again, was now eager
to devise a meaus of finding her way

rivately to an interview with Gr ce.

+ should be done without loss of time
—aon that very day, it possible; by the
next duy »«t the latest. She looked
round her mechanically, pondering
how to reach the end {u view. Her
wves rested by chince on the doorof the
hilhard roow.

Was it fancy ? or did she really see
the door first open a little, tien sud
denly and soity close again?

Was it faney ? or did she really hear,

fat the same mowment, a sound bebind

her as of persons spesking in the con

| servatory ?

She prused ; and looking back in that
direction, listened intently. The sound
—it she nad really heard it—wds no
ionger audible, She advanced toward
the billinrd-room, to set her first doubt
at rest,  She stretehed out her hand to
open the door, when the voices (recog-
nizble now as the voices of two inen)
canzht her ear once more,

This time she was uble Lo distinguish
the words that were spoken,

* Auny turther orders, Sir?* inquired
oneof the men,

¢ Nothing more,’ replied the other.

Mercy started, snd faintly flushed, as
t e second voice unswered tho first
She stood irresolute next to the billiard-
room, hesitating what to do next,

After an interval the second voice
made itself heard again, advanciong
pearer Lo the dining room: * Are you
there, aunt?' it asked cautiously.
Toere was & woment's pause, then the
voice spoke for the third tiwe, sound
ing louder and nearer ‘Are you there?’
it reiterated ; ‘I have something to tell
you.! Mercy sumuwoned ber resolu
ticn, and answered, ‘Lady Janet is noi
nere.! Snhe turned as she spoke tow rd
the couservaiory door, and confronted
on tae threshold Julisn Gray.

They tooked at one another without
exchanging a word on eitber side. Tuoe
situntion—tor widely ditferent reasons
~-was equally embuarrassing to both ot
thewm.

There—-as Julian saw Jler—was the
woman forbidden to him, the woman
whom he loved,

There—ans Mercy saw him—was the
man whotn she dreaded, th man whose
ac ions (a8 she iaterpreted him) proved
that he suspected ber.

Ou the surtace of it, the incidents
which bad marked their first meeting
were now exactly repeated, with ihe
one difference that the impulse to with-
draw this time appesared 1o be on the
man’s side aud noi on the woman's, It
was Mercy who spoke first,

* Did you expeci to find Lady Janet
here ?' she asked, constrainedly,

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

‘It doesn’t matter,” he said.
otber time will do.”

He drew back as he made the reply.
She advanced desperately, with the de-
liverste intention of detaining hun by
speaking Lo him.

The attempt which he had muade to
withdraw, the constraint in his uranner
when be had answered, nud fustantly
coutirmed her [in the talse conviction
that he, and he alone, bad guessed the
truth! 1r she was right—if he had
secretly made discoveries abroad which
placed her entirely st his mercy—the
attempt to induce Grace to consent Lo
a compromise with ber would be wani
fostly useless, H r first and foremost
interest now was to find out how she
really stood in the estimation ot Julian
Gray. In a terror of suspense, that
turned ber cold from head o too, she
stopped him on bis way out, and spoke
to hi:m with the piteous counterieit of a
smile,

‘Lady Janet is receiving somo visi-
tors,” she said, ‘It you will wait here,
she will be back directly.’

The etfort of hiding her agitation
from him had broughi a passiug color
to hor cheeks Worn and wasied as
she was, the spell of her beauly was
strong enough to ho!d him against his
will. All be had to tell Lady
Janet wus that he hud met one of the
gardeners in the conservatory, and had
cautioned him as well as the lodge
keeper. It would have been easy 10
wr.te this, xnd to send the note to his
aant on quitting the house. For the
sake of his own peace of mind, for the
sake of his duty to Horace, he w »
doubly bound to make the first polite
excuse that oeccurred to him, and to
leuve her us he had found her, alone in
the room. He made the attempt, and
hesituted. Despairing himself fordoing
it, he allowed bimsell 1o look at her,
Their eves met. Julian stepped into
the dining-room.

It T am not in the way,' he said,

*An

| contusedly, * 1 wiil wait, as you Kindly

propose.’ -

She noticed his embarrassment ; she
saw that he was strongly restraining
hinself from looking at her agsio.
Her own vyes dropped to the gronod as
she made the discovery. Her speech
failed her; her beart throbbed faster
and faster

*If 1 look at him again' (was the
| prraon belore you met with me,

thought in Aer mind) * 1 shall fall at
his teet and tell bhim all that I have
done?’

“If I look at her again’ (was the
thought in his mind) ‘I shall fall at her
feet and tell ner that [ am in love with
her "

With downeast eyes he placed a chair
for her. With downcast eyes she
bowed to bim and took it. A dead
silence followed. Never was humun
misunderstanding  more intricately
comuplete than the misunderstanding
whkich had now establisted itself be-
tween those two

Mercy's work-basket was near her.
She took it, and gained time for com-
posing kerself by pretending to arrange
the eolored woois. He

ehair, looking at the graceful turn of | deceive

her head, looking at the r'ch masses of
her hair, He reviled himself as the
weakest of men, as the falsest of triends,
for remaining near ber—and yet he re-
mained.

The ailence continned, The billiard-
room door ovened agair noiseiessly.
The face of ihe listening woman ap-
peared stealthily bebind it

At the same moment Merey roused
hersel! and spoke: * Won't you sit
down 7" she said, softly, stili pot look-
ing round at him, still busy with her
basget of wools.

He turned to get & chair--turned so
quickly that be saw the billiard-room
duos move, as Grace Roseberry closed it
ngnin,

‘lsthere any one in that room?’ he
asked, addressing Merey,

‘1 don't know,' she snswered. ‘1

|

i
i
i

'hought I saw the deor open «nd shat
aguin a little waile ugo.’

He aavauced at once to look into the
room. As he did so Mercy dropp d
one of her balls of woot. He stopp d
to pick 1t up for her—then threw op n
the door and looked into the billiard-
room. It was empty,

Had some person ieen listening, and
had that person retreated in time to
escape discovery? The open door of
the smoking-room showed that room
also to be emply. A third door was
open—the door of the side-hall, leadin
into the grounds. Julian closed an
locked it, and returned to the dining-
room.

*I can omly suppose,’ he said to Mer-
oy, ‘that the billiard-room door was
not properly shut, and that the draught
ol"u r trom the hall must have moved
it.

She accepted the explanation in si-
lence. He was, to all appesrances, not 4
quite satisfied with it usmxel.’. For a
woment or so he looked about him un-
easily. Then the old fascination tas-
tened i's hold on himagain, Once more
he looked at the graceful turn of her
head, at the rich masses of her hair,
The courage to put the critical question
to him, now thaut she had lured him into
remuining in the room, was still a
courage that fuiled her. She remwned
as busy us ever wi h her work--too
busy to look at him : too busy to speak
to him. The silence became unendur-
able. He broke it by making a com-
monplace inquiry atter her bealth,

‘I am well enough to be ashamed of
the anxiety I have caused and the trou-
ble I have given,’ sho answered. *To-
day I have got down stairs for tho first
time, lam trying to do a little work.'
She looked into the basket. The vari-
ous spreimens of wool in it were partiy
i, balls und partly in loose skeins, The
skeins were mixed and tangled. * Here
is ~ad confusion !' she exctaimed, tim-
idly, with a fuint smile. * How am 1
to set it right again ¥’

*Le ma help you,’ said Julian.

‘You?’

*Wuy not?' he asked, with momen-
tary return of the quaint humor which
she remembered so well, * You forget
that I win a curate. Curates uro privil-
eged o make themselves useial to
young ladies, Let me try.

He took a stool at her feet, and sot
himsell to unravel one of the tungled
skeins, In a minute the wool was
stretched on his hands, and the loose
end was ready for Mercy to wind.
There was something in the trivial uc-
tion, and in the homely attention it im-
plied, which in some degree quieted
ter fear of him, She begen to roll the
wonl off his hands into a ball, Thus
occupied, she swid the during words
which were to lead him little by little
into betrnying his suspicions, it he did
indeed suspect the truth,

CHAPTER XVIIL
THE GUARDIAN ANGEL,

tYou were here when I fainted, were
you not?' Mercy begnn. ‘You must
think me u sad coward, even for & wo-
man,' :

He shook his head. ‘I am far from
thinking that, he replied. ‘No cour-
age could have sustained the shock
which fell on yon. Idon't wonderthat
you fainted, Idon't wonder that you
have been i1l

She paused in rolling up the ball of
wool, What did those words of uunex-
pecied sympathy mean?  Was he lay-
ing a teap tor her? Urged by that se
rious doubt, stie questioned him more
boldly.

s Horace tells me you havo been
abroad,’ she said, ‘Did you enjoy your
noliday ?'

* It wus no holiday., 1 went abroad
because 1 thought it right o make cer-
tain inquiries—' He stopped there,un-
willing to return toa subject that was
p+intul to her,

Her voice sank, her tingers trembied
round the ball ot wool; but she man-
aged to go on,

*Did you arrivo at any -results?’she
asked,

* At no resalts worth mentioning.”

Tueesution of that reply renowed
her worst suspicion of him.  In sheer
despair, she spoke out plainly.

+ | want to know your opinion—'shae
hegnn.,

*Gontly ! said Julian,
tingling the wool again.’

¢ [ want to know your opinion of the
person who o terribly frightened me.
Do you think her—' :

*Do I think her—what?'

* Do you think her an adventuress ?’

(As ghe said those words the beanchos
of w shrub in the conservatory wero
noiselessly parted by a band in a bluck
glove. The 1ace of Grace Roseborry #p-
peared dimly behind the leaves, Un-
di~covered, she had escaped from the
billiard-room, and had stolen her way
into the conservatory as tho safer hid-
ing pluce of the two, Behind tho shrub
she conld seo as well as liston., Be-
nind the shrub she waited as patiently
us ever.,)

I tuke # more merciful view,’ Julian
answercd. ‘I believe she is acting un-
der adelusion, I don’t blame her; I
pity her.’

‘You pity her?’ As Merey repeated
the words, she tore off Juiian's handx
the iast few lengths of weol leit, and
thr-w the imperiectly wound skein
buck into the basket, *Does that mean,’
she resumed, abruptly, ‘that you be-
Hove her 7'

Jatian rose from his seat, and looked
at Mercy in astonishment.

‘Goond heavens, Miss Roseberry!
what putsuch an idea as that into your
bead ?'

+ [ amn little beiter than a stranger to
vou,' she rejoined, with an effort 1o as-
gimea joesting tone, ‘You met that
It in
not ko very far from pitying her to be-
lieving ber. How could 1 feel mure
that you might not gnspect me it

*Suspret you !' be exclaimed,  ‘You
don't know how you dix ress, how you
shock me, Suspect you! The bare
jdea of it never entered my mind: The
man doesn’t live who trusts you mora
fmplicitly, who believes in you more
d votedly than I do.’

His eyes, his voice, bis manner, all
told her that those words came from
the heart. She contrasted bis generous
eonfidence in her (the confidence of
which she was unworthy) with ber an-
gracions distrustof him. Not only had
she wronged Grace Roseberry—she

‘Youn are en-

stood behind ber | had wronged Julian Gray. Could she

him as she had decsived the
others? Could sha meanly accept that
pnplicit trust, that devoted belief?
Never had she felt the base submissions
which her own itoposture condemned
her to undergo with a loathing of thewn
sooverwhelming as the loathing that
she teit now, In borror of herself, sho
tarned ber head aside, in silence, and
shrank from meeting his eye, He no-
ticed the movement, placing his own
interpretation on it. Advauncing closer
;a asked apxiously if be had offended
er,

‘You don't know hoew your confi-
dence touches me,' she said, without
louking up. ‘You littie think how
keenly I feel your kindness.'

She checked herself sbruptly. Her
fine tact warned her that she was speak-
ing too warmly—that tie expression of
her gratitude might strike bim &8 be-




