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THE NEW MAGDALEN

BY WILKIE COLLINS.

First Scaxe.—The Cottege on the Frontier.

CHADPTER 1L — Continved.)

As the canvas screen fell over him, the sharp
report of the rifle-fiting  was suddenly and
grandly dominoated by the roar of cannoun.
The instant after, a shell exploded in the gar-
den outside, within a few yards of the win.
dow.

Grace sank on her knees with a shriek of
terror,  Merey—without losing her self-pos-
session—advanced to the window, and looked
out.

#The moon has risen,” she ssid.
Germansare shelling the village.®

Grace rose, and ran to her for protection.

“ Take me away !” she cried. «We shall be
Killed if we stay here.” She stopped, looking
in astoniskment at the tall black fdyure of the
nurse, standing immovably by the window.
 Are you made of iron?" she exclaimed.
¢ Will nothing frighten you?”

Merey smiled sadly. % Why should I be
afraid of losing my life 2 she answered. &1
have nothing worth living for”

The roar of the cannon shook the cottage
for the second time, A second shell exploded
in the courtyard, on the oppesite side of the
building.

Brwilderud by the nuoise,panic-stricken as the
danyger from the shells threatened the cottage
more and mory nearly, Grace threw her urms
round the nurse, and clung, in the abject fa-
miliaritv of terror, to the woman whose hand
she bad shrunk from touching, not dve min-
utes since. ¢ Where is it safest?” she cried.
 Where can 1 hide myselt?”

“ How can I teil where the next shell will
fall 7" Mercy answered quietiy.

The steady composure of the obe woman
seem~d tc madden the other.  Releasing the
nurse, Grace looked wildly round for & way of
escape from the cottagze,  Making arst for the
kitchen, she was driven back by the clamoeur
and coufusion attending the removal of those
among the wounded who were strong enough
to be placed in the waggon., A second lovk
round showed hier the door leading into the
yard. She rushed to it with a cry of relief,
She had just lald ker hand on the lock when
the third report of cannou burst over the
pl&cz‘.

Startiug back a step, Grace lifted her hiands
mecharically to her vars, At the same 1mo-
rent, the third shell burst throngh the roof of
the cottage, aud exploded in the toom, just
inside the deor.  Merey sprang  forward,
unhurt, from her place at the window, The
bursing fragwments of the shell were already
firing the dry woolen tloor, and i the midst
of them, dimly seen through the smoke, luy
the imsensible body of ber compation in the
room, nvend at that drewi{el woment the
purse’s presence of miud did uot fail her.
Hurrying back to the place that she had just
1cf(, pear which she had alr,:mi_\' notived the
miller's empty sacks iviog ina Leap, she seized
two of them, and; throwing them oun the
toor, trampled out the fre. That dope. she
knelt by the senseless woman, aod  lifted her
head.

Was she wounded ? or dead?

Merey raised one hizlpless haond, and laid her
fingers on the wrist. While she was still
vainly trying to feel for the beating of the
pulse, Surgeon Surville (:larmed for the ladies)
burried in te inguire if any harm bad been
done.

Mercy called w him to approach. I am
afraid the shell bas struck her)” she said,
yielding her place to him. ¥ See if she i3
badly hurt 7

The surgeon’s anxiety for his charming
paticnt expressed itself briefly in an cath,
with a prodigious emphasis laid on one of the
letters in it—the letter K.

“ Take off her cloak,” he cried, raising his
hand to her neck. ¢ Poor abngel! She has
turned in falling ; the string is twisted round
her throat.”

Merey removed the cloak, It dropped on
the Hoor, as the surgeon lifted Grace fu his
arms.

“Getacandle,” he gaid fnpatiently ; % they
will give you one in the Kitchen.”  He tried
to feel the pulse; his hand tremsbled, the toise
und coufusion in the kitchen bewildered him,
Y Jast heaven!” he exclaimed, “my emotions
overpower me 1’

Mercy approached him with the candls,
The light disclosed the frighttul ivjury which
# fragment of the shell had inflicwed on the
Englishwoman's head. Surgeon  Surville's
manger altered on the instant, The expres-
sion of anxiety left his fuce; it profussional
composure covered it suddenly like o mask,
What was the object of his admiration now ?
Ao inért burdeén in his arms—nithing more,

The change in his facs was not' lost on
Merey,
tentively.
she asked. Dl -

“ Don't tronble yourself to hold the light

#The
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Her large grey eyes watched him at-

any longer,” was the cool reply. ¢ It's all
over—I can do nothing for her

“ Dead 7

Surgeon Surville nodded, and shoak his fist
in the diréction of tho outposts. ¢ Accursed
Germans?! he cried, and looked down at the
dead face on his arm, and shrugged his
shoulders resignedly. “ The fortunes of war!”
he said, as he lifted the body and placed it on
the bed in one corner of the room. ¢ Next
time, nurse, it may be you or me. Who knows?
Bah! the problem of human destiny disgusts
me. He turned from the bed, and illustrated
his disgust by spitting on the fragments of
the exploded shell.  “ We must leave her
there,” he resumed, % She was ence a'charm-
ing person—she is nothing now, Come away,
AMiss Merey, before it is too late”

He offered his arm to the nurse; the creak-
ing of the baggage-wagwon, siarting on its
journey, was heard outside, and the shrill voll
of the drums was renewed in the distance,
The retreat had begun,

Merey drew aside the canvas, and saw the
badly-wounded men left helpless at the mercy
of the ctiemy, ou their straw beds. Sha ce-
fused the offer of Monsicur Surville's arm,

¢ 1 have already told you that 1 shall stay
here,” she answered.

Mousieur Surville lifted his hands in polite
remonstrance.  Merey held back the curtain,
and pointed to the cottage door,

#Go,” she sald. % My mind is made up”

Even at that final moment the Frenchman
asserted himselt,  He made his exit with un-
impaired grace and digoity. * Madam,” he
said, ¢ you are sublime ! With that parting
compliment the man of gallantry—true to the
last to the admiration of the sex—bowed,
with his hand on his heart, and left the
cottage.

Merey dropped the canvas over the doorway,
She was aloge with the dead woman,

The last tramp of footsteps, the last rum-
bling of the waggon-wheels died away in the
distance, No renewal of firing from the posi-
tion occuipled by the enemy disturbed the
silence that followed. The Germans knew
that the Freuch were in retreat. A few min-
ttes more and they would take possession of
the abandoned villaze; the tuwmult of their
approach would become audible at the cottage:.
In the meantime the stilloess was terrible.
Even the wounded wretches who wure left iu
the kitchen waited their fate in silenee,

Alone in the room, Mercy's first ook was
directed to the bed.

The two women had met in the confusion
of the first skitmish at the close of twilight,
Separated, on thelr arrival at the cottage, by
the duties required of the nurse, they had
ouly ma=t again in the captain’s room. The
acquaintanie between them had been a short
one; and it bad given no promise of ripening
into fricudship.  But the fatal acctdeut had
roused Merey's interest tn the stranger  She
took the cudle, and approached the vorpse of
the woman who had been literally kitied at
her side,

; -nhe stood by the bed, looking Jown in the
silence of the pivht at the stillaess of the dead
face,

1t was a striking face—once soon (ia life or
in deathiy not to be forgotten afterwards, The
forchead was vnusually low and browd: the
eyes upusaally far apact ; the mouth and chin
remarkably smail. With tender hatds Merey
smoothed the dishevelled hair and arranged
the crumpled dress. ¢ Not five minutes
since,” she thousht to herself, # I was longing
to change place with you ! She turned from
the bed with a sigh. ¥ 1 wish I conld change
places now

The silence began to oppress her. She
walked slowly to the other end of the room,

The cloak on the Hoor—her own cloak,
which she had lent to Miss Roscborry—
attracted her attention as she passad it. She
picked it up and brushed the dust from it
and laid it across a clair.  This done, she put
the light back on the table, and going to tihe
window, listened for the tirst sounds of the
German advanei. The faint passage of the
wind through some trees near at hand wis the
only sound that caught hier cars.  She turnesd
from the window, and seatesd herself at the
table, thinking. Waus there any duty «till left
undone that Christian owed to the
dead?  Was there any further sorvice
pressed for performance in the interval before
the Germans appeared ?

Mercy recalled the conversation that had
passed between her ill-fated companion and
herself,  Miss Roseberry had spoken of her
object in returning o England,  She aad
meuntioned a lady—a connection by murriage,
to whow she was personally a stranger—who
wag waiting to receive here Some one capibls
of stating how the poor creature hud met with
her death ought tn write to her only fricud.
Who was to do it 7 There was nnbody w do
it but the one witiiess of the eatastrophe pow
left in the cottage-—>Mercy herself

She lifted the cloak from the chair ou which
she had placed it, aud took from the pocket
the leather letter-cage which Grace had shown
toher. The only way of discovering the
address to write to in Eogland was to opien
the case and examine the papers inwide,
Mercy opened the case—and stopped, fecling

charity

- a strange relnctance to carry the investigation

uny further,
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A moment's consideration satisfied hor that
ber scruples were misplaced  Uf sho respect-
ed the case as invielable, the Germuns would
certainly not hesitate to exmnine it, and the
Germany would hardly trouble themselves to
write to England.  Which wero tlo fittest
eyes to inspect the papers of the decensed
lady—the eyes of men and foreigners, or the
eyes of her own conntrywoman?  Merey's
hesitation left her,  She cuaptied the cootents
of the case on the table.

That teitling action decided the whole future
course of her life,

CHAPTER IV,

THE TEMPTATION.

Sour lotters, tied togethier with a ribbon,
attracted Merey's attention first,  The ink in
which the addresses were written had faded
with age, The letters, directed alternately
to Colonel Roseberry and to the Henourable
Mrs. Roseberry, contained s correspondence
between the busband and wits at a time when
the Colonel's military duties had obliged him
to be absent from home.  Mercy tied the
tetters up again, amd passed on to the papers
that fay uext in order under her hand.

These consisted ot & fow leaves pinned
together, and headed (in & woman's hand-
writingy, ¢ My Journal at Home” A brief ex-
amination showed that the journal had besn
written by Miss Roseberry, and that it was
mainly devoted to a record of the last days of
her father's life.

After veplacing the journal and the cor-
respondence in the case the vne paper left on
the table was a letter. The envelope—which
was unelosed—hore  this adidress ¢ 0 Lady
Janet Roy, Mablethorpe House, Kensingtoaq,
London ™ 3oy took the enclosure from the
open envelope.  The drst lines she read in-
furtned her that she had found the Colonel's
letter of fntrwdnction, presenting his daughter
o her protectress on her arrival in Eoglaud,

Mercy read the letter turough., It was
described by the writer as the last effort of a
dying man, Colonel Roscberey  wrote  af-
fectionately of his daughter's merits, and re-
sretfully of her neglected education—aserib-
ing the latter to the pecuniary losses which
had forced him to emisrate to Canada in the
charsetir of 4 poor wan,  Fervent expressions
of wratitwde followed, addressed o Lady
Janet. 1 owe it to you,” the letter conelud.
ed, #that I am dying with my mind st ease
about the future of my darling girl. To your
geuersus protection I commit the one treasure
I have left to me on carth. Through vour
Ipua fifetime you have nobly nsed vour high
rank aud your great {ortune as nomeaus of
doing gowd 1 boelieve it will not be counted
ametiy the least of your virtaes hereafter, that
you comfurted the fast hours of an old soldier
by openiug your heart and vour hotne to his
friendloss chibd,”

2o the lettr erfod.
with a heavy beart, What w ohance the poor
gird bad tost! A woman of rank an:d tortune
walting to reveive her—s woman so merciful
and 2 generows that the father’s mind had
been vasy abowt the daughter un bis deathe
bed—atnl there the dasghiter lay, beyond the
reach of Lady Jaoet's kindness, beyond the
need of Lty Jaust's help?

The French captain’'s writing materials were
left on the table. Merey turned the letter
over 3o that she inight write the news of Miss
Roseberry's denth on the blank page at the
=ntd. She was »till vonsidering whit expres-
sions she shonld use, when the $ound of vom-
plaining volces from the next room ecanght her
car.  The wonaded men left behind wero
moaniug for help—the deserted soldiers wero
lostug their fortituds at lust,

She entered the Kitchen, A ery of delight
welcomed her appenrance-~the were sight of
ber eowmposed the men. From one steaw bad
to another she passed with comforting words
that gave them Lope, with skillsd and tender
hands that soothed their pain. They kissed
the hew of her Black dress, they ealled her
their wuardian ancel, w8 the beautifa! creatire
moved nmong them, and bent over their harsd
pillows her gentls compassionate face, ©
will be with you when the Germans coms,”

Mercy laid it down

she satd, a3 st Yeft thew to return to her un- |

written lettor. ¢ Courage, wmy poor fillows!
you are not deserted by your nnrss

“ Courage, madiawme? the men
“aud God bless you !

If the firtng had been resnmed at the mo-
ment—if o shell bad struck her dead in the
wet of aueconring the aftlicted, what Christian
jndgment wonhd have hesitated to declare that
there was o place for this woman in esven 7
But, if the war caded and loft her still living,
where wns the place for her on earth?  Where
were lier proapects?  Where was her home 7

She retnrued to the letter. Instead, how.
ever, of seating herself to writs, she stood by
the table, absently looking down at the moraal
of paper.

A strange fancy had sprung to life in her
mind-on re-entering the room; she herdelf
smiled faintly at the extravagnnce of it. What
if she were to nsk Lidy Janet Roy to et her
aupply Miss Koseberry's place?  She had mot
with Misa Ruseberry under critical circume
stances’; ‘and she hnd done for her all that one
woman could do to help another.  There was

replied ;

——
e

in thig circumstance somae little claim to no-
tice, perhaps, if Lady Janet had no other
companion and reader in view, Suppose gle
ventured to plead lior own cause—what woul(
the noble and morciful lady do? She would
write back, and suy, ' Sond me roferencog ng to
your character, and I' will see what cpp be
done.”” Her churncter! Her roferences ! Mergy
laughed bitterly, nnd sat down to wejte iy the
fewest words all that was needued from
plain statement of the facts, :

No! Nota line could she put un the p
That fancy of hers was not to be dismissed py
will,  Her mind was pervensely busy gy
with an iwnglnative picture of the beauty 01"
Mablethorpe House amd the comiort ang vlen
gance of the lifo that was led there, Onee
mory she thanght of the chance which Miss
Roseberry had Tost. Unhbuppy cresture ! whay
n home would have been open o hor jf the
shiell had only fullen on the side of the wip.
dow inatead of on the side of the vard!

Merey pushed the lotter away trom her, and
wultked impatiently to and fro in the oo,

The perversity in her thoughts waa pat g
be wmastered in that way,  Her minsg only
abandoted one useless train of refection to
oceupy itself with another. She was now
looking by antivipation at her own fatyrs
What were her prospecta (if she lived thmm;h‘
it) whon the war was over?  The experieneye
of the past delineated  with pitiless fideliye
the dreary seete. o where she might, o
what she might, it woulil cod always in the
same way,  Cardasity and aduiration execiged
by ber beauty ; inquiries made aboat jier the
story of the pust dizcovered Society  charit.
ably sorry for her; Soclety peneronsdy sy
seribings for her; awd still, thromel all e
vears of bee Jife, the <ame rosult in the onde
the shadow of the old disgrace surronnding Loy
ns with s pestileace ; wolating ber amonyg
other women; brandiog her, evets wihen st
had earoed her pardou in the sight of (o,
with the mark of an indelible disgrace iy the
sight of man: there wis the prospect ] Andd
she was only fiveandawenty last birthdar
she was in the prime of her health wnd ber
strenzth ;) she might Hyve, fn the courae of pa.
turs. Ly years tnore !

She  stopped again at the bodside
looked again at the face of the carpse,

To what end hiad  the shedl strack thie
wotnatl whn had some hope in her it and
spared the woman who had none? The wapds
stz hind hersel? epok o Giraes Hosclotry
civitte back o oe as shie theongbitof it 1
ouly el your clianee! 10 T only had your ro.
putation and your prospects ! Auad there
the chanee wasted t theee were the cuviabos
prospects thrown sway ! It was abmost mod.
dening to contemmplate that resnit, foling oy
own pesition ax she felt i I the bilter
mockery of dospadn, she Beat over the §if
fiure, aod <poke to it as if it had ears o hea
hero  ©0ORY she sabd, beugingdy, 0f v
voubt Lo Merey Merrick, andd i T condd b
Grace Rascturey ) noe ™

The fnstant the wonds passed her tips, oo
startosd dnto an erect position. She ston ! by
the bedd, with her eyes atasingg by
emply space; with her beain in a Hame : with
her heart beating as 6 it wonld stitle her, it
you could ba Mercy Merrick and if 1 coudd b
Grace Boseborey, now 7 In one breattic
moment the thought assumed a new deviiog.
ment in her mind. Lo one breathless momeut
the conviction strack her ke so v
shocik,  Shroweght he Grace Reetlerry o sk
dered? There wast absalutely nothing to stop
her from pressoting hurself to Ly Junst Hoy
under Grace's wane and in Graces plac

What were the riske 7 Where was the wiak
point i the achenie ?

Girace bad said it herself in 8o many worls
—she and Lady Janet hasd never seen each
other.  Her fricnds were in Oannda | her relae
tions 1o Eaogland were dead.  Moeroy kuew
the place in which she had livede—the plas
called Port Logan—asx well as abe hd known
it herself  Merey had only to read the mauu-
seript journal to be able to Answer any quos-
fious refating to the visit to Rome and o
Colonsl Rodwhberry's death, She had oo s
complizhed laly  to peesonats ] firace ha
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Sspaken herieif=her fathers letter spoke aiso

in the plainest terms—of her neglested edasns
tion.  Everything, literally evorythin, wie
in the lost womnn's favour,  The peopls with
whom ahe bad boen eonnected tn the ambi-
lanee had gone, to retien no wore, Her own
clothes  warie on Miss Roscbeery ot that
moment-~~marked with her own name,  Miss
Wwacherry®s clothes, marked with. Aer niine,
woereadrying, at Merey's disposid, in the next
rooin. Ihe way of ascape from the unendu-
able humibistion of her present life, lay apen
before hir at st What u prospect it was!
A new cidentity, which she might own any-
wheret w new e, which was boyond re-
proach ! a new  past life, into which all the
worll might search, and be welcome! Her
colour cone, hoet eyes sparklod; she bl never
beun so irresistibly benatiful as she fooked. at
the moment when the new futuee disclosed it
self; rudiant with new hope,

St wattad w minute, nuti dhe conld tonk at
her owndaring project fromn another point of
view, Where was the harm of 167 What did

her ¢onscivncy sy 7 :

(1o e cantinued.)y




